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PART ONE 


St. Matt., Ch. XVIII, V. 21. Then came 
Peter to him and said, Lord, how oft 
shall my brother sin against me, and I 
forgive him? Till seven times? 

22. Jesus saith unto him, “I say not 
unto thee, Until seven times: but Until 
seventy times seven.” 

St. Matt., Ch. VII, V. 3. And why be- 
holdest thou the mote that is in thy 
brother’s eye, but considerest not the 
beam that is in thine own eye? 

St. John, Ch. VIII, V. 7. He that is 
without sin among you, let him first 
cast a stone at her. 

St. Luke, Ch. VI, V. 40. The disciple 
is not above his master: but every one 
that is perfect shall be as his master. 


L 


housk hundreds of thousands had done their very 
best to disfigure the small piece of land on which 
they were crowded together, paving the ground with 
stones, scraping away every sprouting blade of grass, 
lopping off the branches of trees, driving away birds and 
beasts, filling the air with the smoke of coal and oil— 
still spring was spring, even in the town. 

The sun shone warm, the air was balmy, the grass, 
where it did not get scraped away, revived and sprang 
up everywhere: between the paving-stones as well as on 
the narrow strips of lawn on the boulevards. The birches, 
the poplars, and the bird-cherry trees were unfolding 
their gummy and fragrant leaves, the swelling buds were 
bursting on the lime-trees; jackdaws, sparrows, and 
pigeons, filled with the joy of spring, were getting their 
nests ready; flies warmed by the sunshine were buzzing 
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along the walls. All were glad: the plants, the birds, e 
insects, and the children. But men, mia A es 
women, did not leave off cheating and tormenting t er : 
selves and each other. It was not this spring moron 
they thought sacred and important, not the beauty > 
God’s world, given to benefit all creatures—a beauty 
which inclines the heart to peace, harmony, and me 
but only their own devices for getting the upper han 
of each other. 

Thus, in the gubernia prison office, it was not the — 
that men and animals had been granted the grace an 
gladness of Spring that was considered sacred and re 
portant, but that a notice, duly stamped and registere : 
had come the day before, ordering that on this, the 28th 
day of April, at 9 a.m., three persons now detained in the 
prison, one man and two women (one of these women, 
as the chief criminal, to be conducted separately), were 
to be delivered to the Court-house. So now, on the 28th 
of April, at eight o’clock in the morning, the chief 
warder entered the dark stinking corridor of the 
women’s part of the prison. He was followed by a 
woman, with curly grey hair, and a look of suffering on 


her face. She was wearing a uniform with gold braid 
on the sleeves, and a belt piped in blue. 
The warder, rattlin 


Even into the pri 
fresh, vivifying air 
the germ-ridden air 
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From inside the cell came the sound of bustle 
and women’s voices and the patter of bare feet on the 
floor. 

“Now then, hurry up!” called out the warder, and ina 
minute or two a middle-sized young woman with a very 
full bust came briskly out of the door and went up to the 
jailer. She had on a grey cloak over a white jacket and 
skirt. On her feet she wore linen stockings and prison 
shoes; and round her head was tied a white kerchief, 
from under which a few rings of black hair were brushed 
Over the forehead with evident intent The woman’s face 
was of that whiteness peculiar to people who have lived 
long in confinement, and which puts one in mind of 
shoots that spring up from potatoes kept in a cellar. Her 
small broad hands, and the full neck which showed from 
under the broad collar of her cloak, were of the same 
hue. Her black sparkling eyes, one with a slight squint, 
appeared in striking contrast to the dull pallor of her 
face. She carried herself very straight, expanding her 
full bosom. With her head slightly thrown back, she 
stood in the corridor looking straight into the eyes of the 
jailer, ready to comply with any order. 

The warder was about to lock the door when a wrin- 
kled, stern-looking old woman put out her grey head and 
began speaking to Maslova. But the warder closed the 
door, pushing the old woman’s head with it. A woman’s 
laugh was heard from the cell, and Maslova smiled, turn- 
ing towards the little grilled opening in the cell door. 
The old woman pressed her face to the hole from the 
other side, and said in a hoarse voice: i 

“Now mind, and when they begin questioning you, just 
80 on repeating the same thing and stick to it; say 
nothing that is not wanted.” 

“Well, it could not be worse than it is now, anyhow: 
I only wish it were settled one way or another.” 
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“Of course, it will be settled only one way,” said the 
chief warder, with the facetious air of a superior. “Now 
then, get along!” 5 4 

The old woman’s eyes vanished from the opening, an 
Maslova stepped out into the middle of the corridor. Ths 
chief warder in front, they descended the stone stairs; 
passed the still fouler, noisy cells of the men’s ward, 
followed by eyes looking out of every one of the holes in 
the doors; and entered the office, where two soldiers 
were waiting to escort her. A clerk sitting there gave 
one of the soldiers a paper reeking of tobacco, and 
pointing to the prisoner, remarked, “Take her.” , 

The soldier, a peasant from Nizhni Novgorod, with a 
red, pock-marked face, put the paper into the cuff of his 
coat, winked, with a glance towards the prisoner, to his 
companion, a high-cheekboned Chuvash, and then the 
prisoner and the soldiers went to the front entrance, out 


of the prison yard, and through the town up the middle 
of the cobblestone street. 


Cabmen, tradespeople 


» cooks, workmen, the govern- 
ment clerks stopped 


and looked curiously at the 
prisoner. Some shook their head and thought, “This is 
what evil conduct—conduct unlike ours—leads to.” The 
children stopped and gazed at the robber with frightened 
looks; but the thought that the soldiers were preventing 
her from doing more harm quieted 
who had sold his chare 
town, came up, and, after crossing himself, gave her a 
kopek. The pris 
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lightly as possible. Passing by a corn-dealer’s shop, in 
front of which a few pigeons were strutting about un- 
molested by anyone, the prisoner almost touched a grey- 
blue bird with her foot; it fluttered up and flew close 
to her ear, fanning her with its wings. She smiled, and 
then sighed deeply as she remembered her position. 


* TI * 


The story of the prisoner Maslova’s life was a very 
common one. 

Maslova’s mother was the unmarried daughter of 
a village woman employed on a dairy farm belonging to 
two maiden ladies who were landowners. This unmarried 
woman had a baby every year, and, as often happens 
among the village people, each one of these undesired 
babies, after being carefully baptized, was neglected by 
its mother, whom it hindered at her work, and was left 
to starve. Five children had died in this way. They had 
all been baptized and then not sufficiently fed, and just 
allowed to die. The sixth baby, whose father was a 
Gypsy tramp, would have shared the same fate, had it 
not so happened that one of the maiden ladies came into 
the farmyard to scold the dairymaids for sending up 
Cream that smelt of the cow. The young woman was 
lying in the cowshed with a fine, healthy, new-born 
baby. The old maiden lady scolded the maids again for 
allowing the woman (who had just been confined) to lie 
in the cowshed, and was about to go away; but seeing 
the baby, her heart was touched, and she offered to 
Stand godmother to the little girl. Pity for her little 
80ddaughter induced her to give milk and a little money 
to the mother, so that she should feed the baby; and the 


child lived. The old ladies spoke of her as “the saved 
One,” 
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When the child was three years old her mother fell 
ill and died, and the maiden ladies took the child from 
the old grandmother, to whom she was only a burden. 

The little black-eyed girl grew to be extremely pretty, 
and so full of spirits that the ladies found her very enter- 
taining. 

The younger of the ladies, Sophia Ivanovna, who had 
stood godmother to the girl, had the kinder heart of the 
two sisters; Maria Ivanovna, the elder, was rather hard. 
Sophia Ivanovna dressed the little girl in nice clothes 
and taught her to read and write, meaning to educate her 
like a lady. Maria Ivanovna thought the child should be 
brought up to work, and trained to be a good servant. 
She was exacting; she punished, and, when in a bad 
temper, even struck the little girl. Growing up under 
these two different influences, the girl turned out half- 
servant, half young lady. They called her Katyusha, 
which sounds less refined than Katenka, but is not quite so 
common as Katka. She used to sew, tidy up the rooms, 
polish the metal cases of the icons with chalk, and do oth- 
er light work, and sometimes she sat and read to the ladies. 

Though she had more than one offer she would not 
marry. She felt that life as the wife of any of the work- 
ing men who were courting her would be too hard for 
her, spoilt as she was by an easy life. 

She lived in this way till she was sixteen, when the 
nephew of the old ladies, a rich young prince and a uni- 
versity student, came to stay with his aunts; and Katyu- 
sha, not daring to acknowledge it even to herself, fell 
in love with him. 

Two years later this same nephew stayed four days 
with his aunts before proceeding to join his regiment, 
and the night. before he left he seduced Katyusha, and, 
after giving her a one hundred ruble note, went away. 


Five months later she knew for certain that she was 
pregnant. 


After that, everything seemed repugnant to her, her 
only thought being how to escape from the shame await- 
ing her; and she not only began to serve the ladies in a 
half-hearted and negligent way, but once, without know- 
ing how it happened, she was very rude to them, though 
she repented afterwards, and asked them to let her 
leave. They let her go, very dissatisfied with her. Then 
she got a housemaid’s place in a police-officer’s house, 
but stayed there only three months, for the police- 
officer, a man of fifty, began to molest her, and once, 
when he was in a specially enterprising mood, she fired 
up, called him “fool” and “old devil,” and pushed him 
away so vigorously that he fell. She was turned out for 
her rudeness. It was useless to look for another situa- 
tion, for the time of her confinement was drawing near, 
so she went to the house of a village midwife and illicit 
retailer of spirits. The confinement was easy; but the 
midwife, who had a case of fever in the village, infected 
Katyusha, and her baby boy had to be sent to the 
Foundling Hospital, where, according to the old woman 
who took him there, he died at once. 

When Katyusha went to the midwife she had a hun- 
dred and twenty-seven rubles in all, twenty-seven she 
had earned, and the hundred given her by her seducer. 
When she left she had but six rubles; she did not know 
how to keep money, but spent it on herself and gave to 
all who asked. The midwife took forty rubles for two 
months’ keep and attendance, twenty-five went to get 
the baby into the Foundling Hospital, and forty the 
midwife borrowed to buy a cow with. Some twenty 
rubles went just for clothes, sweets, and extras. Having 
nothing left to live on, Katyusha had to look out for a 
place again, and found one in the house of a forester. 
The forester was a married man, but he, too, began to 
beset her from the first day. She disliked him and tried 
to avoid him. But he, besides being her master who could 
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send her wherever he liked, was more experienced and 
cunning, and managed to violate her. His wife found it 
out, and catching Katyusha and her husband in a room 
all by themselves began beating her. Katyusha defended 
herself and they had a fight, and Katyusha was turned 
out of the house without being paid her wages. Then she 
went to live with her aunt in town. Her uncle, a book- 
binder, had once been comfortably off, but he had lost 
all his customers and taken to drink, and spent all he 
could lay hands on at the public house. 

The aunt kept a small laundry and managed to sup- 
port herself, her children and her wretched husband. She 
offered Katyusha a place as a laundress; but, seeing 
what a life of misery and hardship her aunt’s laundresses 
led, Katyusha hesitated, and applied to a registry office. 
A place was found for her with a lady who lived with 
her two sons, pupils at a gymnasium. A week after 
Katyusha had entered the house, the elder, a big fellow 
with moustaches, threw up his studies and gave her no 
peace, continually following her about. His mother laid . 
all the blame on Katyusha, and gave her notice. 

It so happened that after many fruitless attempts to 
find a situation Katyusha again went to the registry of- 
fice, and there met a woman with bracelets on her bare, 
plump arms and rings on most of her fingers. Hearing 
that Katyusha was badly in want of a place, the woman 
gave her her address and invited her to come to her 
house, Katyusha went. The woman received her very 
kindly, set cake and sweet wine before her, then wrote 
a note and gave it to a servant to take to somebody. In 
the evening a tall man, with long grey hair and white 
beard, entered the room and sat down at once near 
Katyusha, smiling and gazing at her with glistening 
eyes. He began joking with her. The hostess called him 
away into the next room, and Katyusha heard her say: 
“A fresh one from the country.” Then the hostess called 
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Katyusha away and told her that the man was an author, 
and that he had a great deal of money, and that if he 
liked her he would not grudge her anything. He did like 
her, and gave her twenty-five rubles, promising to see 
her often. The twenty-five rubles soon went; some she 
paid to her aunt for board and lodging, the rest was 
spent on a dress, hat and ribbons. A few days later the 
author sent for her and she went. He gave her another 
twenty-five rubles and offered her a separate lodging. 

Next door to the lodging rented for her by the author 
there lived a jolly young shop assistant, with whom Ka- 
tyusha soon fell in love. She told the author, and moved 
to a small lodging of her own. The shop assistant, who 
had promised to marry her, went off to Nizhni Novgorod 
on business without mentioning it to her, having evident- 
ly thrown her up, and Katyusha remained alone. She 
meant to continue living in the lodging by herself, but 
was informed by the police that in that case she would 
have to get a yellow (prostitute’s) passport and be 
subjected to medical examinations. She returned to her 
aunt. Seeing her fine dress, her hat, and mantle, her 
aunt no longer offered her laundry work. According to 
her ideas, her niece had risen above that. The question 
as to whether she was to become a laundress or not no 
longer occurred to Katyusha. She looked with pity at 
the thin, hard-worked laundresses, some already in 
consumption, who stood washing or ironing with their 
thin arms in the fearfully hot front room, which was 
always full of soapy steam and very draughty; and she 
thought with horror that she might have shared the 
same fate. 

It was just at this time, 
narrow straits, no “protector 


that a procuress found her out. 
Katyusha had begun to smoke some time before, and 


since the young shop assistant had thrown her up she 


when Katyusha was in very 
” appearing upon the scene, 


2—1316 17 


was getting more and more into the habit of drinking. 
It was not so much the flavour of wine that attracted her, 
as the fact that it gave her a chance of forgetting the 
misery she suffered, making her feel unrestrained and 
more confident of her own worth, which she was not 
when quite sober: without wine she felt sad and 
ashamed. 

The procuress brought all sorts of dainties, to which 
she treated the aunt and also wine, and while Katyusha 
drank she offered to place her in one of the largest es- 
tablishments in the city, explaining all the advantages 
and benefits of the situation. Katyusha had the choice 
before her of either going into service to be humiliated, 
probably annoyed by the attentions of the men and hav- 
ing occasional secret sexual connection; or accepting an 
easy, secure position sanctioned by law, and open, well- 
paid regular sexual connection—and she chose the latter. 
Besides, it seemed to her as though she could, in this 
way, revenge herself on her seducer, and the shop assis- 
tant, and all those who had injured her. One of the 
things that tempted her and influenced her decision, was 
the procuress telling her she might order her own 
dresses: velvet, silk, satin, low-necked ball-dresses— 
anything she liked. A mental picture of herself in bright 
yellow silk trimmed with black velvet, with low neck 
and short sleeves, conquered her, and she handed 
over her passport. That same evening the procuress took 
an izvozchik and drove her to the notorious house kept 
by Madame Kitayeva. 

From that day a life of chronic sin against human 
and divine laws commenced for Katyusha Maslova, a 
life which is led by hundreds of thousands of women, 
and which is not merely tolerated but sanctioned by the 
government, anxious for the welfare of its subjects; a 
life which for nine women out of ten ends in painful 
disease, premature decrepitude, and death. 
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Heavy sleep until late in the afternoon followed the 
orgies of the night. Between three and four o’clock 
came the weary getting-up from a dirty bed, soda water, 
coffee, listless pacing up and down the room in bed- 
gowns and dressing-jackets, lazy gazing out of the 
windows from behind the drawn curtains, indolent dis- 
putes with one another; then washing, perfuming and 
anointing the body and hair, trying on dresses, disputes 
about them with the mistress of the house, surveying 
One’s self in looking-glasses, painting the face, the eye- 
brows; rich, sweet food; then dressing in gaudy silks 
exposing much of the body, and coming down into the 
Ornamented and brilliantly illuminated drawing-room; 
then the arrival of visitors, music, dancing, sexual con- 
nection with old and young and middle-aged, with lads 
and decrepit old men, bachelors, married men, mer- 
chants, clerks, Armenians, Jews, Tartars; rich and poor, 
Sick and healthy, tipsy and sober, rough and tender, 
military men and civilians, students and mere school- 
boys—of all classes, ages, and. characters. And shouts 
and jokes, and brawls and music and tobacco and wine, 
and wine and tobacco and music, from evening until 
daylight, no relief till morning, and then heavy sleep; 
the same every day and all the week. Then at the end 
Of the week came the visit to the police station, as in- 
Stituted by the government, where doctors—men in 
the Service of the government—sometimes seriously and 
Strictly, sometimes with playful levity, examined these 
Women, completely destroying the modesty given as a 
Protection not only to human beings but also to animals, 
and gave them written permissions to continue in the 
Sins they and their accomplices had been committing 
all the week. Then followed another week of the same 
kind: always the same every night, summer and winter, 
Workdays and holidays. 
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And in this manner Katyusha Maslova lived seven 
years. During this time she had changed houses back- 
wards and forwards once or twice, and had once been 
to the hospital. In the seventh year of her life in the 
brothel, when she was twenty-six years old, there 
happened that for which she was put in prison and for 
which she was now being taken to be tried, after more 
than three months’ confinement with thieves and mur- 
derers in the stifling air of a prison. 


*In* 


When Maslova, accompanied by two soldiers, reached 
the building, wearied out by the long walk, Prince Dmit- 
ry Ivanovich Nekhlyudov, who seduced her, was still ly- 
ing on his high bedstead, with a feather bed on the top 
of the spring mattress, in a fine, clean, well-ironed linen 
night-shirt, smoking a Cigarette and considering what 
he had to do today and what had happened yesterday. 

Recalling the evening he had spent with the Korcha- 
gins, a wealthy and aristocratic family whose daughter 
every one expected he would marry, he sighed, and, 
throwing away the end of his cigarett 
take another out of the silver case; b 
mind, he put down his smooth, white 1 
his slippers, threw his silk dressing-go 
shoulders, and, walking heavily and q 
his dressing-room, which smelt of e 
fixatoire. He there carefully cleaned 
which were stopped) with special tooth-powder, and 
rinsed his mouth with scented wash. After that he 
washed his hands with perfumed soap, cleaning his long 
nails with particular care, washed his face and stout 
neck at the marble washstand, and went into a third 
room where his showerbath was ready. Having refreshed 


e, was going to 
ut, changing his 
egs, stepped into 
wn over his fleshy 
uickly, passed into 
au de Cologne and 
his teeth (many of 
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his plump, white, muscular body and dried it with a 
rough bath-sheet, he put on his fine undergarments and 
his shining boots, and sat down before the glass to brush 
his small black beard and his curly hair, which had 
begun to get thin above the forehead. 

Everything he used, everything belonging to his toilet 
—his linen, his clothes, boots, necktie, pin, studs—was of 
the best quality, very quiet, simple, durable, and costly. 

From among ten different ties and scarf-pins he took 
the first he happened to lay his hands on. There was a 
time when all this was new and attractive to him, but 
now it had become perfectly indifferent. 

Nekhlyudov put on the clothes that were brushed and 
lying ready for him on a chair; and clean and scented, 
if not quite refreshed, he went into the dining-room. A 
table, which looked very imposing with its four legs 
Carved in the shape of lions’ paws, and a huge sideboard 
to match, stood in the oblong room, the floor of which 
had been polished by three men the day before. On the 
table, which was covered with a fine, starched cloth with 
a large monogram, stood a silver coffee-pot full of 
aromatic coffee, a sugar-basin, a jug of hot cream, anda 
bread-basket filled with fresh rolls, rusks, and biscuits; 
and beside the plate lay the latest issue of the Revue 
des Deux Mondes, a newspaper and several letters. 

Nekhlyudov was just about to open his letters, when 
a stout, middle-aged woman in mourning, a lace cap 
Covering the widening parting of her hair, glided into 
the room. This was Agrafena Petrovna, formerly lady’s 
Maid to Nekhlyudov’s mother. Her mistress had died 
quite Tecently in this very house, and she remained with 

€ son as his housekeeper. 

Agrafena Petrovna had at different times spent nearly 

en years abroad with Nekhlyudov’s mother, and had 
€ appearance and manners of a lady. She had lived 
with the Nekhlyudovs from the time she was a child, 
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and had known Dmitry Ivanovich when he was still 
called Mitenka. 

“Good morning, Dmitry Ivanovich!” ae eee 

“Good morning, Agrafena Petrovna! What is it? 
Nekhlyudov asked. 

“A letter from the Princess—either from the mother 
or the daughter. The maid brought it some time ago 
and is waiting in my room,” answered Agrafena Pet- 
rovna, handing him the letter with a significant smile. 

“All right, one second!” said Nekhlyudov, taking the 
letter and frowning as he noticed Agrafena Petrovna S 
smile. 

That smile meant that the letter was from the younger 
Princess Korchagina, whom Agrafena Petrovna expected 
him to marry. This supposition of hers annoyed Nekh- 
lyudov. 

“Then I'll tell her to wait,” and Agrafena Petrovna 
put away a crumb-brush which was not in its place, 
and sailed out of the room. 

Nekhlyudov opened the perfumed note and began 
reading it. 

The note was written on a 
with rough edges; the writin 
spaced. It said: 


“Having assumed the task of acting as your memory, 
I take the liberty of reminding you that on this the 28th 
day of April you have to appear at the Law Courts as 
juryman, and, in consequence, can on no account accom- 
pany us and Kolosov to the picture gallery, as, with 
your habitual flightiness, you promised yesterday; à 


moins que vous ne soyez disposé à payer à la. cour 
d’assises les 300 rouble. 


s d’amende, que vous vous refu- 
Sez pour votre cheval, for not appearing in time. I re- 


membered it last night after you were gone, so do not 
forget. 


sheet of thick grey paper 
g Was angular and widely 


“Princess M. Korchagina.” 
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On the other side was a postscript: 

“Maman vous fait dire que votre couvert vous atten- 
dra jusqu’à la nuit. Venez absolument à quelle heure que 
cela soit. 

"M, Ke 

Nekhlyudov made a grimace. This note was a contin- 
uation of that skilful manoeuvring which the Princess 
Korchagina had already practised for two months in 
order to enmesh him tighter and tighter with impercep- 
tible threads. But, besides the usual hesitation of men 
past their youth to marry unless they are very much in 
love, Nekhlyudov had very good reasons why, even if 
he did make up his mind to it, he could not propose at 
Once. It was not that ten years previously he had seduced 
and forsaken Maslova; he had quite forgotten that, and 
he would not have considered it a reason for not 
marrying. No! The reason was that he had a liaison with 
a married woman, and though he considered it broken 
off, she did not. 

Nekhlyudoy was rather shy with women, and his very 
Shyness awakened in this married woman, the unprinci- 
pled wife of the Maréchal de noblesse of the district in 
which Nekhlyudov voted, the desire to vanquish him. 
This woman drew him into an intimacy which entangled 
him more and more while it daily became more distaste- 
ful to him. Having succumbed to the temptation Nekh- 
lyudov felt guilty, and had not the courage to break the 
tie without her consent. And this was why he did not 
feel at liberty to propose to the young Princess Korcha- 
gina even had he wished to. : 

Among the letters on the table was one from this 
Woman's husband. Seeing his writing and the postmark, 
Nekhlyudov flushed, and felt his energies awakening, as 
they always did when he faced any kind of danger. 

But his excitement passed at once. The Maréchal de 
noblesse of the district in which his largest estate lay, 
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wrote only to let Nekhlyudov know that there was to be 
a special meeting towards the end of May, and that 
Nekhlyudov was to be sure and come to donner un coup 
d’épaule at the important debates concerning the schools 
and the roads, as strong opposition from the reactionary 
party was expected. 

The Maréchal was a liberal, and with some who shared 
his views he struggled against the current of reaction 
that ran strong under Alexander III; and was so ab- 
sorbed in this struggle that he was quite unaware of his 
family misfortune. 

Nekhlyudov remembered all the dreadful moments he 
had lived through in connection with this man: he re- 
membered how, one day, he thought that the husband 
had found him out and was going to challenge him, and 
how he made up his mind to fire into the air; also the 
terrible scene he had with the woman when she had run 
out in despair into the park intending to drown herself, 
and he had rushed to look for her. 

“Well, I cannot go now, and can do nothing until I 
hear from her,” thought Nekhlyudov. A week ago he 
had written her a decisive letter, in which he acknowl- 
edged his guilt and his readiness to atone for it, but 
at the same time pronounced their relations to be at an 
end, “for her own good,” as he expressed it. To this 
letter he had as yet received no reply. This might be a 
good sign, for if she did not agree to break off their 
relations she would have written at once, or even come 
herself, as she had done before. Nekhlyudov had heard 
that some officer was paying her marked attention, and 
although this tormented him by awakening jealousy, at 
the same time it encouraged him in the hope of escape 
from the lie he was living. : 

The next letter was from his chief steward. The 
steward wrote to say that Nekhlyudov must visit his 
estates so as to enter into Possession, and also, to decide 
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whether, in future, the land was to be managed as it had 
been when his mother was alive, or whether, as he (the 
steward) had represented to the late lamented Princess 
and now advised the Prince, he had not better increase 
his stock, and himself farm all the land now rented by 
the peasants. The steward wrote that this would be a 
far more profitable way of managing the property; at the 
same time, he apologized for not having forwarded the 
three thousand rubles income due on the Ist. This money 
would be sent on by the next post. The reason of the 
delay was that he could not get the money out of the 
Peasants, who had grown so untrustworthy that he had 
to appeal to the authorities. This letter was partly disa- 
greeable and partly pleasant. It was pleasant to feel 
that he had power over so large a property, and’ yet 
disagreeable, because Nekhlyudov had been an enthusi- 
astic admirer of Herbert Spencer. Being himself heir to 
a large property, he was specially struck by the stand 
taken up by Spencer in Social Statics, that justice for- 
bids private land-holding, and, with the straightforward 
resoluteness of his age, he had not merely argued that 
land could not be looked upon as private property, and 
Written essays on that subject at the university, but had 
acted up to his convictions: considering it wrong to hold 
landed property, he had given to the peasants the 500 
acres he had inherited from his father. Inheriting his 
mother’s large estates, and thus becoming a landed pro- 
Prietor, he had to choose one of two things: either to 
give up his property as he had given up his father’s land 
Some ten years before, or silently to confess that his 
former ideas were mistaken and false. 

He could not choose the former, because he had no 
means but the landed estates (he did not care to serve in 
a government position); moreover, he had formed luxu- 
Tious habits which he was sure he could not give up. 
Besides, he had no longer the same inducements; his 
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strong convictions, the resoluteness of youth, and the 
ambitious desire to do something unusual were gone. 
As to the second course, that of closing his eyes to 
those clear and unanswerable proofs of the injustice 
of land-holding which he had drawn from Spencer’s 
Social Statics, a brilliant corroboration of which he had 
at a later period found in the works of Henry George— 
such a course was impossible to him. 


And this was why the steward’s letter was unpleasant 
to him. 


* Ty + 


When Nekhlyudov had finished his coffee, he went to 
his study to look up the summons and see at what hour 
he was to appear at the Court, as well as to write his 
answer to the Princess. Passing through his studio, 
where an unfinished picture stood facing the easel, and a 
few studies hung on the walls, a feeling of inability to 
advance in art, a sense of his incapacity, came over him. 
He had often had this feeling of late, and explained it by 
his too finely developed aesthetic taste; still, the feeling 
was a very unpleasant one. 

Seven years before this he had given up military serv- 
e, feeling sure that he had a talent for art, and from 
the height of his artistic standpoint had looked down 
with some disdain at all other activity. And now it 
turned out that he had no right to do so, and therefore 
everything that reminded him of all this was unpleasant. 
He looked at the luxurious fittings of the studio with a 
heavy heart, and it was in no cheerful mood that he 
entered his study, a large, lofty room fitted up with a 
view to comfort, convenience, and elegant appearance. 
He found the summons at once in the pigeon-hole la- 


belled “Urgent,” of his large writing-table, He had to 
appear at the Court at eleven o'clock. 


ic 
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Nekhlyudov sat down to write a note in reply to the 
Princess, thanking her for the invitation, and promising 
to try to come to dinner. Having written one note, he 
tore it up, as it seemed too intimate. He wrote another, 
but it was too cold; he feared it might give offence, so 
he tore it up too. He pressed the button of an electric 
bell, and his servant, an elderly, morose-looking man, 
with whiskers and shaved chin and lip, wearing a grey 
cotton apron, entered the room. 

“Send for an izvozchik, please.” 

“Yes, sir,” 

“And tell the maid from the Korchagins who is wait- 
ing that I am obliged for the invitation and will try to 
come.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“It is not very polite, but I can’t write; no matter, I 
shall see her today,” thought Nekhlyudov, and went to 
get his overcoat. 

When he came out of the house, an izvozchik he knew 
with rubber tyres to his trap, was at the door waiting for 
him. “You had hardly gone away from Prince Kor- 
Chagin’s yesterday,” said the man, turning half round, 
“when I drove up, and the porter at the door says, ‘Just 
gone.’ ” 

“Even the izvozchiks know of my relations with the 
Korchagins,” thought Nekhlyudov, and again the ques- 
tion whether he should not marry Princess Korchagina 
Presented itself to him, and he could not decide it either 
Way, any more than most of the questions that arose in 

is mind at this time. : 

In favour of marriage in general, besides the com- 
forts of hearth and home, was the consideration that it 
Made it possible to live a moral life, and chiefly that a 
family—children—would, so Nekhlyudov hoped, give an 
aim to his now empty life. Against marriage in general 
Was the fear, common to bachelors past their first youth, 
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of losing freedom, and an unconscious awe of that mys- 
terious creature, a woman. 


and differed in every- 
thing—manner of Speaking, walking, laughing—from 
the common people (not by anything exceptional, but by 
nd no other word for 
very highly); and be- 
an of anybody else and 
im. This understanding 
of his superior worth, 
er good sense and cor- 
g Missy in particular, 
l likelihood, a girl with 
found, that she was 
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thought that she had 
loved someone 


else, even in the past. Of course she 


the ass of th 
turn to. 

“At any rate, before J 
yevna (the wife of the 


cision was comforting, « 


Well, I shall consider all that 
later on,” he Said to hi 


mself, as the trap drove silently 
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along the asphalt pavement up to the entrance of the 
Court. 

“Now I must fulfil my public duties conscientiously, 
as I am always in the habit of doing, and as I consider 
it right to do. Besides, they are often interesting.” And 
Passing the door-keeper, he entered the hall of the Law 
Courts. 


eye 


The corridors of the Court were already full of activ- 
ity. The attendants, out of breath, shuffling their feet 
along the ground, hurried backwards and forwards with 
all sorts of messages and papers. Ushers, advocates, and 
law officers passed hither and thither. Plaintiffs, and 
the defendants who were not in custody, wandered sadly 
along by the walls or sat waiting. 

“Where is the Law Court?” Nekhlyudov asked an at- 
tendant. 

“Which? There is the Civil Court and the Criminal 
Court.” 

“Iam on the jury.” , 

“The Criminal Court, you mean. Here to the right, 
then to the left—the second door.” 

Nekhlyudov followed the direction. , 

At the door mentioned two men stood waiting. One of 

em, a tall, fat merchant, a kind-hearted fellow, had 
evidently had some refreshments and something to 
drink, and was in most jovial spirits. The other was a 
Shop assistant of Jewish extraction. They were talking 
about the price of wool, when Nekhlyudov came up and 
asked them if this was the jurymen’s room. ; 

“Yes, my dear sir, this is it. One of us? On the jury, 
are you?” asked the merchant, with a merry wink. , 

“Ah, well, we shall have a go at the work together, 
he Continued, after Nekhlyudov had answered in the af- 
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firmative. “My name is Baklashov, merchant of the 
Second Guild,” he said, putting out his broad, soft, un- 
responsive hand: “We’ll do what we can!... With whom 
have I the honour?” 


Nekhlyudov gave his name and passed into the jury- 
men’s room. 

In the room were about ten persons of different sorts. 
They had only just arrived, and some were sitting, 
others walking up and down, looking at each other and 
making each other’s acquaintance. There was a retired 
colonel in uniform; some men in frock-coats, others in 
morning-coats, and one wore a peasant’s dress. 

Their faces all had a certain look of satisfaction at the 
prospect of fulfilling a public duty, although many of 
them had had to leave their businesses, and most of 
these were complaining of it. 

The jurymen talked among themselves about the 
weather, the early spring, and the prospects of business: 
some having been introduced, others just guessing who 
re not acquainted with Nekh- 
t introduced, evidently looking 
he taking it as his due, as he 
strangers. Had he been asked 
lf superior to the majority of 
given an answer; his life had 
itorious. He knew quite well 
ing English, French, and Ger- 


ned to be a man whom he 
his sister's children, Pyotr 
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Gerasimovich. Nekhlyudov never knew his surname, and 
even bragged a bit about this. This man was now a 
master at a public school. Nekhlyudov could not stand 
his familiarity, his self-satisfied laughter—his vulgarity, 
in short. 

“Ah, ha! You’re also trapped.” These were the words, 
accompanied with boisterous laughter, with which Pyotr 
Gerasimovich greeted Nekhlyudov. “So you couldn’t 
wriggle out of it?” 

“I never tried to wriggle out of it,” replied Nekhlyu- 
dov, gloomily, and in a tone of severity. 

“Well, that’s what I call being public-spirited. But just 
wait until you get hungry or sleepy; you'll sing to an- 
Other tune then.” 

“This son of a priest will be patting me on the shoul- 
der next,” thought Nekhlyudov, and walked away with a 
look of sadness on his face, that might have been 
natural if he had just heard of the death of all his re- 
lations, He came up to a group that had formed round a 
clean-shaven, tall, dignified man who was recounting 
Something with great animation. This man was talking 
about the trial going on in the Civil Court as of a case 
well known to himself, glibly using the names of the 
Judges and a celebrated advocate. He was saying that 
it seemed wonderful how the celebrated advocate had 
Managed to give such a clever turn to the affair that an 
old lady, though she had the right on her side, would 
have to pay a large sum to her opponent. 

The advocate is a genius,” said he. , 

The listeners heard it all with respectful attention, 
and several of them tried to put in a word, but the man 
interrupted them, as if he alone knew all about it. , 

i hough Nekhlyudov had arrived late, he had to wait a 
Ong time. One of the members of the Court had not yet 


come, and everybody was kept waiting. 
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The president of the Court had arrived early. He erm 
a tall, stout man, with long grey whiskers. Though m g 
ried, he led a very loose life, and his wife did the Ean 
so neither stood in the other’s way. This morning 
had received a note from a Swiss girl who had tormen 
been a governess in his house, and who was now on 
way from South Russia-to Petersburg. She wrote ‘A 
she would wait for him between five and six in the Hot r 
Italia. This made him wish to begin the sitting and mi 
it through as soon as possible, so as to have time tO a 
before six o’clock on the little red-haired Klara ae 
yevna, with whom he had begun a romance in the coun 
try last summer. 

He went into a private room, latched the door, took 2 
pair of dumb-bells out of a cupboard, moved his anos 
twenty times upwards, downwards, forwards, and sige 
ways, then, holding the dumb-bells above his heae 
lightly bent his knees three times. 

“Nothing keeps one going like a cold bath and ext 
cise,” he said, feeling the biceps of his right arm wa 
his left hand, on the third finger of which he wore a go! 
ring. He had still to do the moulinée movement (for he 
always went through those two exercises before a long 
sitting), when there was a pull at the door. The pres. 
dent quickly put away the dumb-bells and opene 
the door, saying, “I am sorry to have kept you 
waiting.” 

One of the members of the Court, a high-shouldered: 
discontented-looking man with gold spectacles, came 
into the room. 


“Matvei Nikitich has again not come,” he said in a 
dissatisfied tone. 


“Not yet?” said the president, putting on his uniform- 
“He is always late.” 
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de oe how he’s not ashamed of himself,” said 
tette angrily, sitting down and taking out a ciga- 
a waren i a very precise man, had had an unpleas- 
hey allows nter with his wife that morning. She had spent 
him for ance before the end of the month and had asked 
SER “ara money in advance; but he would not give 
len Mae ae oo so they had quarrelled. The wife told 
AGE rence he was going to behave like that, he need 
of eens, any dinner; there would be no dinner for him 
carry ‘it : this point he had left, fearing that she might 
“This b threat, for she was capable of anything. 
lookin > of living a good moral life,” he thought, 
Mea at the beaming, healthy, cheerful and kindly 
white: tas — with elbows far apart, was with his fine 
etibraide® s smoothing his thick grey whiskers over the 
tented Pops collar of his uniform. “He 1$ always con- 
The se merry, whereas I am suffering.” 
ae care came in with some documen 
dibarere u very much,” said the president, 
“The. Which case shall we take first?” 
secretar Poisoning case, I should say,” answ 
“AN y indifferently. 
ident arn the poisoning case let it be,” said the pres- 
o'clock a that he could get this case over by four 
E tomer then get away. «And Matvel Nikitich; has 
Not yet.” 
may Brevé?” 
“Then here,” replied the secretary. 
the poiso if you see him, please tell 
rava ee case.” 
in hana. was the public prosecu 
I 
Mte moe the secretary met Brevé, who, with 
oulders, a portfolio under one arm, the other 
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lighting a 
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tor who had this case 
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swinging with the palm turned to the front, was hurry- 
ing along the corridor clattering his heels. as 

“Mikhail Petrovich wants to know if you are ready? 
the secretary asked. 

“Of course; I am always ready,” said the public prose- 
cutor. “What are we taking first?” 

“The poisoning case.” 

“That will be all right,” said the public prosecutor, but 
did not think it all right. He had spent the night at an 
hotel with a friend who was giving a farewell party. UP 
to five in the morning they played cards and drank, so he 
had had no time to look at this poisoning case and meant 
to run through it now. The secretary, happening to know 
this, advised the president to begin with the poisoning 
case. The secretary was liberal, even radical, in opinion. 
Brevé was a conservative, and like all Germans resident 
in Russia, particularly devoted to Orthodoxy; and the 
secretary disliked him, and envied him his position. 

““Well, and how about the Skoptsy?’* asked the sec- 
retary. 

“I have already said that I cannot do it without wit- 
nesses, and so I shall say to the Court.” 

“Dear me, what does it matter?” 

_ “I cannot do it,” said Brevé, waving his hand emphat- 
ically, and he ran into his private room. 

He was putting off the case of the Skoptsy on account 
of the absence of a very unimportant witness, his real 
reason being that if they were tried by an educated jury 
they might possibly be acquitted. So by agreement with 
the president this case was to be tried at the coming ses- 
Sion in a provincial town, where there would be more 
peasants, and therefore more chances of conviction. 

The commotion in the corridor increased. The people 
crowded most at the doors of the Civil Court, in which 


* A religious sect.—Tr. 
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the case discussed by the dignified man who was so well 
versed in Court affairs was being heard. 

An interval in the proceeding occurred, and from the 
Court emerged the old woman whose property had been 
taken away from her by that genius of an advocate and 
given to his client, the business man, who had no right 
to it whatever. The judges knew all abo it the case, and 
the advocate and his client knew it better still, but the 
move they had invented was such that the old woman’s 
property had inevitably to be taken from her and handed 
Over to the business man. 

The old woman was stout, well dressed, and had enor- 
mous flowers on her bonnet. She stopped as she came 
Out of the door, and spreading out her short fat arms 
and turning to her advocate she kept repeating: “What 
does it all mean? The idea! How is it possible?” 

The advocate was looking at the flowers on her 
bonnet, evidently not listening to her but considering 
Some other question. 

Following the old woman out of the door of the Civil 
Court, his broad, starched shirt-front glistening from un- 
der his low-cut waistcoat, came the celebrated advocate 
who had managed to arrange matters so that the old 
Woman with the flowers lost all she had, and the busi- 
ness man, who paid him ten thousand, received more 
than one hundred thousand rubles. He walked quickly 
and his face was beaming with contentment and self- 
Satisfaction, and, feeling all eyes directed towards him, 
his whole bearing seemed to say: “No expressions of 

eference are necessary.” 


£ VIL Y 


At last Matvei Nikitich also arrived, and the usher, 
a thin man, with a long neck and a kind of sideways 
Walk, his lower lip protruding to one side, came into the 
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jurymen’s room. This usher was an honest man and had 
had a university education, but could not keep a place 
for any length of time, being subject to fits of drunken- 
ness. Three months before, a certain countess who patro- 
nized his wife had secured him this place, and he was 
very pleased to have kept it so long. 

“Well, gentlemen, is everybody here?” he asked, put- 
ting his pince-nez on his nose and looking round. 

“Everybody, I think,” said the jolly merchant. ; 

“All right; we'll soon see.” And taking a list from his 
pocket he began calling out the names, looking at the men, 
sometimes through and sometimes over his pince-nez. 

“Councillor of State I. M. Nikiforov!” 

“I am he,” said the dignified-looking man who was 
well versed in the ways of the Law Courts. 

“Ivan Semyonovich Ivanov, retired colonel!” 

“Here!” replied a thin man, in the uniform of a retired 
officer. 

“Merchant of the Second Guild, Pyotr Baklashov!” 

“Here we are, ready!” said the good-humoured mer- 
chant, with a broad smile. 


“Lieutenant of the Guards, Prince Dmitry Nekhlyu- 
doy!” 
“Tam he,” answered Nekhlyudoy, 


Looking over his pince-nez, the usher bowed to him 


politely and pleasantly, as if wishing to distinguish him 
from the others, 


“Captain Yuri Dmitriyevich Danchenko; Grigory Yefi- 
movich Kuleshoy, me 


rchant,” etc., etc, All but two were 
present. 


“Now, please to come to the Court, gentlemen,” said 
the usher, pointing to the door with an amiable wave of 
his hand. 
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The Court was a large, long room. At one end, with 
three steps leading up to it, was a raised platform, on 
which stood a table covered with a green cloth trimmed 
with fringe of a darker shade. Behind the table were 
placed three armchairs with very high, carved oak 
backs; and on the wall behind these hung a full-length, 
brightly-coloured portrait of the Emperor in uniform and 
Sash, with one foot advanced, and holding a sword. In 
the right corner hung a case with an icon of Christ 
crowned with thorns, while beneath it stood a lectern, 
and, on the same side, the public prosecutor's desk. On 
the left, opposite the desk, was the secretary’s table; 
and beyond, nearer the public, an oak railing, with the 
Prisoner’s dock, as yet unoccupied, behind it. On the 
right side of the platform there were high-backed chairs 
for the jury, and on the floor below, tables for the advo- 
Cates. All this was in the front part of the Court, divided 
from the back by a railing. , n 

The back was all taken up by seats in tiers. Sitting 
on the front seats were four women—either servants or 
factory girls—and two working men, all evidently over- 
awed by the grandeur of the room and not venturing to 
Speak above a whisper. ; 

Soon after the jury had entered, the usher came in 
with his sideward gait, and stepping to the front, called 
Out in a loud voice, as if he meant to frighten those 
Present: “The Court is coming!” 

Everyone got up, and the members of the Court 
Stepped on to the platform. First came the president, 
With his muscles and fine whiskers. Next came the 
gloomy member of the Court, now more gloomy i 
ever, having met his brother-in-law, who aae im 
that he had just called in to see his sister (the gs er’s 
wife), and that she had told him there would be no 


dinner there that day. 
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“So that evidently we shall have to call in at a cook- 
shop,” the brother-in-law added, laughing. 

“It is not a laughing matter,” said the gloomy mem- 
ber, and became gloomier still. 

Then, last of all, came the third member of the Court, 
that same Matvei Nikitich who was always late. He was 
a bearded man, with large, round, kindly eyes. He suf- 
fered from a catarrh of the stomach, and by his doctor's 
advice had this morning begun a new treatment, which 
had kept him at home longer than usual. Now, as he was 
ascending the platform, he wore a meditative air, re- 
sulting from a habit he had of deciding, by different curi- 
ous means, all sorts of self-put questions. Just now he 
had asked himself whether the new treatment would be 
beneficial, and had decided it would cure his catarrh if 
the number of steps from the door to his chair would 
divide by three. He made twenty-six steps, but man- 
aged to get in a short twenty-seventh just by his chair. 

The figures of the president and the members, in their 
uniform with gold-embroidered collars, looked very im- 
posing. They seemed to feel this themselves, and, as if 
overpowered by their own grandeur, they hurriedly sat 
down on the high-backed chairs behind the table with 
the green cloth, on which were a triangular article with 
an eagle on the top, two glass vases—something like 
those in which Sweetmeats are kept in refreshment- 


Tooms—an ink-stand pens, clean paper ly-cut 
l ; ; , and new 
pencils of different kinds, = ” 


„The public prosecutor came in with the judges. With 
his portfoli 


firmly made up his mind to make a career, and therefore 
thought it necessary to secure a conviction whenever he 
prosecuted. He knew the general outline of the poisoning 
Case, and had already formed the plan of his speech, but 
he still wanted a few facts, and these he began hastily 
noting down. 

The secretary sat on the opposite side of the platform, 
and, having got ready all the papers he might want, was 
looking through a newspaper article prohibited by the 
censor which he had procured and read the day before. 
He was anxious to have a talk about this article with 
the bearded member, who shared his views, but he 
wanted to look through it once more first. 


= VHE + 


The president, having looked through some papers and 
put a few questions to the usher and the secretary and 
received affirmative replies, gave the order for the pris- 
Oners to be brought in. 

The door behind the railing was instantly opened and 
two gendarmes, with caps on their heads and holding 
naked swords in their hands, came in, followed by the 
Prisoners: a red-haired, freckled man and two women. 
The man wore a prison cloak which was too long and 
too wide for him. He stuck out his thumbs and held his 
arms close to his sides, thus keeping the sleeves, which 
Were also too long, from slipping over his hands. 
Without looking at the judges he gazed steadfastly at the 
bench, and, passing to the other end of it, sat down 
Carefully at the very edge, leaving plenty of room Qe the 
Others, He fixed his eyes on the president, and began 
Moving the muscles of his cheeks as if whispering some- 
thing. The woman who came next was also dressed in a 
Prison cloak, and had a prison kerchief round her head. 
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3 WE 
She was elderly, her face was sallow, with no T 
or lashes, and with red eyes. She appeared a she 
calm. Having caught her cloak against somet z Sica 
detached it carefully, ere any haste, and sa 
The third prisoner was Maslova. r 
As soon n she appeared, the eyes of all the nig te 
the Court turned her way, and remained fixed ie Te 
white face, her sparklingly brilliant black eyes, ie en- 
swelling bosom under the prison cloak. Even t oka 
darme whom she passed on her way to her seat cooling 
at her fixedly until she sat down, and then, as if ane 
guilty, hurriedly turned away, shook himself, and beg 
staring at the window in front of him. taken 
The president paused until the prisoners had ae 
their seats, and when Maslova was seated turned to 
secretary. : 
Then A usual procedure commenced: the counting of 
the jury, remarks about those who had not Cona E 
fixing of the fines to be exacted from them, the decisi ap 
concerning those who claimed exemption, and the 
pointing of reserve jurymen. in 
Having folded up some bits of paper and put ER a 
one of the glass vases, the president turned up the Ps 
embroidered cuffs of his uniform a little way, baring i 
hairy wrists, and began, with the gesture of a mig ee 
drawing the lots one by one and opening them. T re 
having pulled down his cuffs, the president reques 
the priest to swear in the jury. nis 
The old priest, with his puffy yellow-pale face, d 
brown gown, his gold cross, and little medal, laboriou 
Moving his stiff legs beneath his cassock, came up tO 
lectern beneath the i 


d- 
con. The jurymen got up and crow 
ed towards the lectern, oss 
“Come up, please,” said the priest, pulling at the CT 

on his breast with his 


: i) al 
: plump hand, and waiting until 
the jury had drawn near 
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This priest had been in office for forty-six years, and 
was preparing to mark his jubilee in three years’ time, 
in the same manner as the archdeacon had marked his 
a short time before. He had served in the Criminal Court 
ever since it was opened, and was very proud of having 
sworn in some scores of thousands of men, and, in spite 
of his venerable age, of still continuing to labour for the 
welfare of the Church, of the Fatherland, and of his 
family, to whom he expected to leave, besides his house, 
thirty thousand rubles in interest-bearing papers. It 
never occurred to him that it was unseemly for one in 
his position to make men take oath on the Gospels, 
which forbid the taking of oaths. It did not at all trouble 
him; on the contrary, he liked this familiar occupation of 
his, through which he often got to know nice people. It 
was not without some pleasure that he had now made 
the acquaintance of the celebrated advocate, who 
inspired him with great respect by having received ten 
thousand rubles for that one case against the old lady 
With the enormous flowers on her bonnet. 

When they had all ascended the steps of the platform, 
the priest passed his bald grey head sideways through 
the greasy opening of the stole, and having rearranged 
his thin hair he again turned to the jury. “Now raise 
your right arms in this way and put your fingers together 
thus,” he said in his tremulous old voice, lifting his fat 
dimpled hand, and putting the thumb and two fingers 
together as if taking a pinch of something. “Now, repeat 
after me, ‘I promise and swear by Almighty God, by His 
Holy Gospels, and by the life-giving cross of our Lord, 
that in this work which, ” he said, pausing after each 
Phrase—“Don’t let your arm down; hold it like this, 
he remarked to a young man who had lowered his 
arm—* ‘that in this work which. ...”” 

The dignified man with the whiskers, the colonel, the 
Merchant, and several others, held their arms and fingers 
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i actly, 
as the priest required of them, very high, ie ee aa 
as if they liked doing it; others did it a PBa with 
carelessly. Some repeated the words tog loud a a af allt 
a defiant tone, as if they meant to say, In spite Se 
must and will speak out!” Others whispered eT d 
and not fast enough, and then, as if frightened, iget 
to catch up with the priest. Some kept ree a ei 
tightly together, as if fearing to drop the pon ni 
visible something they held; others kept separa E eli 
closing theirs. Everyone save the old pries vers 
awkward; but he was sure he was fulfilling a 
useful and important duty. . 

After the n PA the president requested r 
to choose a foreman, and the jury, thronging to the i of 
passed out into the debating-room, where almost a pos 
them at once began to smoke Cigarettes. Someone el 
posed the dignified man as foreman, and he was ae 
imously accepted. Then the jurymen put out their a 
rettes and threw them away, and returned to the py 
The dignified man informed the president that he 


É igh- 
chosen foreman, and all sat down again on the hig 
backed chairs. 


nity evidently 
strengthened th 
rious and valua 

As soo 


made a speech on their ri 
sibilities, 


ight, now handling his pencil, nóW 
the paper-knife, 


He told them that they had the right to interrogate 
the prisoners through the president, to use paper an 
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pencils, and to examine the articles put in as evidence. 
Their duty was to judge not falsely but justly. Their re- 
sponsibility meant that if the secrecy of their discussion 
were violated or communications were established with 
outsiders they would be liable to be punished. Everyone 
listened with an expression of respectful attention. The 
merchant, diffusing a smell of brandy around him and 
restraining loud hiccoughs, approvingly nodded his head 
at every sentence. 


* IX * 


When he had finished his speech the president turned 
to the prisoners. “Simon Kartinkin, stand up.” 

Simon jumped up, his lips moving more rapidly. 

“Your name?” 

“Simon Petrovich Kartinkin,” he said rapidly, with 
a cracked voice, having evidently prepared the an- 
swer. 

“What class do you belong to?” 

“Peasant.” 

“What gubernia, district, and parish?” 

“Tula Gubernia, Krapivensky District, Kupyansky 
parish, the village Borki.” 

“Your age?” 

“Thirty-three; born in the year one thousand eight—” 

“What religion?” 

“Of the Russian religion, Orthodox.” 

“Married?” 

“Oh no, Your Honour.” 

“Your occupation?” . 

“I was a valet in the Hotel Mauritania.” 

- “Have you ever been tried before?” 

“T never got tried before, because, 
formerly—” 

“So you never were tried before 


as we used to live 
9 


43 


“God forbid! never,” M 

“Have you received a copy of the indictment? 

“I have.” 

“Sit down.” : 

“Yevfimia Ivanovna Bochkova,” said the president, 
turning to the next prisoner. 

But Simon continued Standing in front of Bochkova. 

“Kartinkin, sit down!” 

Kartinkin continued Standing. 

“Kartinkin, sit down!” 


But Kartinkin Sat down only when the usher, with his 
head on one side and with preternaturally ip onlin 
eyes, ran up and said in a tragic whisper, “Sit down, Si 
down!” He then Sat down as hurriedly as he had risen, 


Bochkova was forty-three years old and came from 
town on Kolomna, She, too, had been in service at th 


“I have never been tried before 


» and have received 4 
copy of the indictment,” 


She gave her answers boldly 


. Your name?” said the woman-loving President, turn- 
ing with Special politeness to the third prisoner, “You 


e he added, soft] and gently, seeing 
that Maslova kept her Seat. . 
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Maslova got up quickly, and, with her chest expanded, 
Stood looking at the president with a peculiar expression 
of readiness in her smiling black eyes. 

“What is your name?” : 

“Lyubov,” she said quickly. 

Nekhlyudov had put on his pince-nez, looking at the 
prisoners while they were being questioned. “No, it is 
impossible,” he thought, not taking his eyes off the pris- 
oner. “Lyubov! How can it be?” he thought to himself, 
after hearing her answer. 

The president was going to continue his questions, but 
the member with the spectacles interrupted, angrily 
whispering something. The president nodded, and turned 
again to the prisoner. 

“How is this?” he said; “you are not put down here 
as Lyubov.” 

The prisoner remained silent. 

“I want your real name.” 

“What is your baptismal name?” asked the angry 
member, 

“Formerly I used to be called Katerina.” 

“No, it cannot be,” said Nekhlyudov to himself; and 
yet he was now certain that this was she, that same girl, 
half-ward, half-servant, with whom he had once been 
in love, really in love, and whom he had seduced in a 
moment of delirious passion, and then abandoned and 
never again brought to mind—because the memory 
would have been too painful, would have convicted him 
too clearly, proving that he who was so proud of his in- 
tegrity had treated this woman in a revolting, scandal- 
ous way. , 

Yes, this was she. He now cleariy saw in her face 
that strange, indescribable individuality which distin- 
guishes every face from all others; something peculiar, 
all its own, not to be found anywhere else. In spite of 
the unhealthy pallor and the fulness of the face, it was 
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` i in 

there, this sweet peculiar individuality; on gece, 
the slight squint of her eyes, in the voice, eines on 
in the naive smile and the expression of rea 
the face and figure. vient, 

“You should have said so,” remarked the presider 
again in a gentle tone. “Your patronymic? 

“I am illegitimate.” patie 

“Well, were you not called by your godfathe 
name?” 

“Yes, Mikhailovna.” a sited 

“And what is it she can be guilty of? A 
Nekhlyudov in his mind, unable to breathe freely. 


” res- 
“Your family name—your surname, I mean,” the p 
ident went on. 


“They used to c 
Maslova.” 

“What class?” 

“Meshchanka,”* 

“Religion—Orthodox?” 

“Orthodox.” 

“Occupation? What was your occupation?” 

Maslova remained silent, 

“What was your employment?” 

“T was in an establishment,” 


ed 
“What sort of an establishment?” asked the spectacl 
member severely, 


“You know yourself,” 
ing a hurried look round 
eyes on the president, 


There was Something so unusual in the a of 
her face, so terrible and piteous in the meaning of ick 
words she had uttered, in this smile, and in the qu! 
glance she had cast round the room, that the presiden 
was abashed, and for a moment there was absolu 


, e, 
all me by my mother’s surnam 


st- 
she said, and smiled. Them Pa 
the room, she again turne 


* Lower middle-class townspeople.—Tr. 
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ii in the Court. The silence was broken by someone 
ea g the public laughing, then someone said, “Ssh!” 

p the president looked up and continued: 

“Have you ever been tried before?” 

“Never,” answered Maslova softly, and sighed. 

“Have you received a copy of the indictment?” 

I have,” she answered. 

“Sit down.” 

a Ep Di Durt leant back to pick up her skirt in the way 
ie : ady picks up her train, and sat down, folding 
mall white hands in the sleeves of her cloak, her 
eyes still fixed on the president. 
Pia witnesses were called, and some sent away; the 
doctor who was to act as expert was chosen and called 
Into the Court. 
seo the secretary got up and b 
i ment. He read distinctly (thoug 
and r alike) with a loud voice, but so quic 
words ran into one another and formed on 
rupted dreary drone. 

The judges leant now on 0 
of their chairs, then on the ta 
and opened their eyes and whisper 
of the gendarmes several times repressed a yawn. 

The prisoner Kartinkin never stopped moving his 
cheeks. Bochkova sat quite’ still and straight, only now 
and then scratching her head under the kerchief. 

Maslova sat immovable, gazing at the reader; only 
now and then she gave a slight start as if wishing to 
reply, blushed, sighed heavily, and changed the position 
of her hands, looked round, and again fixed her eyes on 


the reader. 

Nekhlyudov was sitting on his high-backed chair in 
the front row, second from the end, staring at Maslova, 
without his pince-nez, and in his soul a complicated and 
painful struggle was going on. 


egan reading the in- 
h he pronounced the 
kly that the 
e uninter- 


ne, now on the other arm 


ble, then back again, shut 
ed to each other. One 
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aX. 


inaictment ran as follows: 

is the 17th of January 188—, Ferapont Smelen, © 
Second Guild merchant from the town of Kurgan 
Siberia, died suddenly in the Hotel Mauritania. sia 

“The local police doctor of the fourth district certi - 
that death was due to rupture of the heart, caused n 
the excessive use of alcoholic liquids. The body of t 
said Smelkov was interred. — 

“A few days later the Siberian merchant Timo : , 
a friend and fellow-townsman of Smelkov, =. 
from a trip to Petersburg, and on hearing of the toons 
stances attending Smelkov’s death notified his suspici ž 
that Smelkov had been poisoned with the purpose 
stealing the money he had with him. on 

“His suspicion was confirmed by a preliminary 19 
vestigation, which established: ‘ved 

“1) That just before his death Smelkov had recelV 
3,800 rubles from his bank, but the inventory taken is 
the possessions of the deceased revealed only 312 ru 
bles 16 kopeks, me? 

“2) That Smelkov had spent the whole day and nig Bs 
preceding his death with the prostitute Lyubka og 
Tina Maslova) in the brothel and in his room at ie 
Hotel Mauritania, to which room, at his request and a 
his absence, Katerina Maslova went from the broths 
with the purpose of fetching money. In the presence i 
Yevfimia Bochkova and Simon Kartinkin, both servan a 
at the hotel, Maslova unlocked and then locked Lot 
portmanteau containing the money with a key given it 
by Smelkov himself. When the portmanteau was PEE 
Bochkova and Kartinkin testify to having seen packs ° 
hundred-ruble banknotes therein. 

“3) That on returning to the Hotel Mauritania 
the brothel, Smelkoy was accompanied by the prostitul 
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Lyubka, who, on the advice of Kartinkin, sprinkled a 
white powder supplied to her by Kartinkin into a glass 
of brandy which was then given to Smelkov to drink. 

“4) That on the following morning Lyubka (Katerina 
Maslova) sold to her mistress (witness Kitayeva, owner 
of the brothel) a diamond ring which the said Maslova 
claimed had been presented to her by Smelkov. 

“5) That the chambermaid, Yevfimia Bochkova, de- 
posited 1,800 rubles on current account at the bank on 
the day following Smelkov’s death. 

“A medical examination of Smelkov’s body, a post- 
mortem, and a chemical analysis of the contents of Smel- 
kov’s digestive organs, revealed the presence of poison, 
which fact led to the conclusion that death had come as 
a result of poisoning. 

“The accused Maslova, Bochkova, and Kartinkin all 
pleaded not. guilty. Maslova stated that while the mer- 
chant Smelkov was in the brothel where she ‘works,’ 
as she expresses it, she was actually sent by the mer- 
chant to the Hotel Mauritania to get him some money, 
and that, having unlocked the portmanteau with a key 
given her by the merchant, she took out forty rubles, 
as she was told to do, but had taken nothing more; that 
Bochkova and Kartinkin, in whose presence she unlocked 
and locked the portmanteau, could testify to the truth of 
the statement. 

“She further gave evidence that when she came to 
the hotel for the second time, she did, at the instigation 
of Simon Kartinkin, give Smelkov some kind of powder, 
which she thought was an opiate, in a glass of brandy, 
hoping he would fall asleep and that she would be able 
to get away from him. As for the ring, Smelkov, having 
beaten her, himself gave it to her when she cried and 
threatened to go away. : 

“When cross-examined, the accused Yevfimia Bochkova 
stated that she knew nothing about the missing money, 
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that she had not even gone into Smelkov's room, but that 
Lyubka had been busy there all by herself: that if any- 
thing had been stolen, it must have been by Lyubka when 
she came with the merchant’s key to get his money. 

At this point Maslova gave a start, opened her mouth 
and looked at Bochkova, 

“When,” continued the secretary, “the receipt for one 
thousand eight hundred rubles from the bank was shown 
to Bochkova, and she was asked where she obtained such 
a sum, she said that it was her own earnings for twelve 
years, and those of Simon, whom she was going to marry. 

“The accused, Simon Kartinkin, when first examined, 

confessed that he and Bochkova, at the instigation of 
Maslova, who had come with the key from the brothel, 
had stolen the money, and divided it equally among 
themselves and Maslova.” 
. Here Maslova gave another start, and even roses 
blushing scarlet, and began to speak, but the usher 
stopped her, , 

“At last,” the secretary went on reading, “Kartinkin 


ng supplied the powder in order to get 
Smelkov to sleep. When 


Ps during twelve years’ service.” je 
ed an account of the examination of t 


In consequence of the aforesaid, the peasant of the 
village Borki, Simon Kartinkin, thirty-three years of agê' 
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Seven years of age, are charged with having, on the 17th 
of January 188—, jointly stolen from the said merchant, 
Smelkov, money and a diamond ring to the value of two 
thousand five hundred rubles, and of having given the 
said merchant, Smelkov, poison to drink, with intent to 
deprive him of life, in order to conceal their crime, and 
of having thereby caused his death. 

“This crime is provided for in Article 1453 of the Penal 
Code. Therefore, and in accordance with Article 201 of 
the Criminal Court Procedure the peasant Simon Kar- 
tinkin, the meshchanka Yevfimia Bochkova, and the 
meshchanka Katerina Maslova stand committed for trial 
by jury at the District Court.” a 
. Thus the secretary concluded the long act of indict- 
ment, and having folded the papers he sat down in his 
place, smoothing his long hair with his hands. All sighed 
with relief at the thought that now the investigation 
would commence and that all would soon be cleared up 
and justice be satisfied. Nekhlyudov alone did not share 
these feelings; he was entirely absorbed by horror at 
the thought of what this Maslova, whom he had 
known as an innocent and charming girl ten years ago, 
Could have done. 


* XI * 


When the reading of the indictment was over, the 
President, after consulting with the members, tanned to 
Kartinkin with an expression that plainly said: “Now we 
Shall find out the whole truth down to the minutest 
detail.” 

“Peasant Simon Kartinkin,” he said, stooping to 


the left. l 
Simon Kartinkin got up, stretched his arms down his 


sides, and leaning forward with his whole body, con- 
tinued moving his cheeks without speaking. 
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“You are charged with having, on the 17th day a 
January 188—, together with Yevfimia Bochkova pa 
Katerina Maslova, stolen money from a portmanteau 4 
longing to the merchant Smelkoy, and then, having ae 
cured some arsenic, persuaded Katerina Maslova to giv 
it to the merchant Smelkoy in a glass of brandy, ened 
Causing Smelkov’s death. Do you plead guilty?” said t 
president, stooping to the right. A 

“Not nohow, because our business is to attend on t 
guests, and—” 


“You may say all that later on. Do you plead guilty? 

“Oh no, sir. I only—” ayo” 

“You'll tell us that afterwards. Do you plead guilty? 
asked the president quietly and firmly. 

“Can’t do such a thing, because that—” , d 

The usher again rushed up to Simon Kartinkin an 
stopped him in a tragic whisper. 

The president moved the hand in which he held the 
Paper and placed the elbow in a different position, an 
with an air that said: “This is finished,” turned to Yev- 
fimia Bochkova. j 

“Yevfimia Bochkova, you are charged with having, or 
the 17th of January 188—, in the Hotel Mauritania, tO 
gether with Simon Kartinkin and Katerina Maslovs 
stolen some money and a ring from the merchant smer 
kov’s portmanteau, and, having shared the money among 

» Of giving poison to the merchant Smelkov, 
thereby Causing his death, Do you plead guilty?” 7 

“I am not guilty of anything,” boldly and firmly E 
plied the prisoner, “I never went near the room, bu 
when this baggage went in she did the whole business.” 

“You'll tell us that afterwards,” the president apor 
said, quietly and firmly. “So you do not plead guilty? 

“I did not take the money nor give the drink, nor 8° 


into the room. Had I Sone in I should have kicke 
her out.” 
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“So you do not plead guilty?” 

Never.” 

“Very well.” ; 
fis po Maslova,” the president began, turning to 
in ird prisoner, “the charge against you is that, hav- 
s & Come from the brothel with the key of the merchant 
owen S portmanteau, you stole from his portmanteau 
l me money and a ring.” He said all this like a lesson 
farnt by heart, leaning to the member on his left, who 
was whispering into his ear that a jar mentioned in 
the list of the material evidence was missing. “Stole 
Out of his portmanteau some money and a ring,” he 
repeated, “and shared it. Then, returning to the Hotel 
Mauritania with Smelkov, you gave him poison in 
his drink, and thereby caused his death. Do you plead 
guilty?” 

a) am not guilty of anything,” she began rapidly. “As 
I said before I say again, I did not take it—I did not 
take it—I did not take anything, and the ring he gave 
me himself,” 

“You do not plead guilty of having stolen two 
thousand five hundred rubles?” asked the president. 

“Tve said I took nothing but the forty rubles.” 

“Well, and do you plead guilty of having given the 
Merchant Smelkov a powder in his drink?” 

“Yes, that I did. Only, I believed what they told me, 
that it was a sleeping-powder, and that no harm could 
Come of it. I never thought, and never wished. ... God 
is my witness, I never meant this,” she said. 

“So you do not plead guilty of having stolen the 
Money and the ring from the merchant Smelkov, but 
oe that you gave him the powder?” said the presi- 

ent, $ 
hat; but I thought it was a 


“Well fess t 
, yes, I do con aes 


Sleeping-powder. I only gave it to make him 
er meant and never thought of worse. 
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“Very well,” said the president, evidently satisfied ar 
the results attained. “Now tell us how it all happene a 
and he leant back in his chair and put his hands on cH 
table. “Tell us all about it. A free and full confession 

ill be to your advantage.” i 
tel ae 4 look straight at the president 
in silence. 

“Tell us how it happened.” ‘dl 

“How it happened!” Maslova suddenly began rapi i 
“I came to the hotel and was shown into the room. a 
was there, already very drunk.” She pronounced t 
word “He” with a look of horror in her widesapen Se 
“I wished to go away, but he would not let me.” S 


stopped, as if she had lost the thread or remembered 
something else. 


“Well, and then?” ‘ 
“Well, what then? I remained a bit, and went hom 
again.” a 

At this point the public prosecutor raised himself 
little, leaning on one elbow in an awkward manner. iz 
“You would like to put a question?” asked the p 
t; and having received an answer in the ARTMANE 
he made a gesture inviting the public prosecutor 
speak. «ted 
“T want to ask: was the prisoner previously aoe 
with Simon Kartinkin?” said the public prosecutor, oa a 
out looking at Maslova, and having put the question "^ 
compressed his lips and frowned. d 
The president repeated the question. Maslova stare 
at the public prosecutor with a frightened look. 
“With Simon? Yes,” she said. irt- 
“I should like to know what the prisoner’s acquain 


. . . t 
ance with Kartinkin consisted in. Did they mee 
often?” 


“Consisted in?,. s 
not an acquaintance 


den 


— . it was 
He invited me for the guests; it it 
€ at all,” answered Maslova, an 
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Ously moving her eyes from the president to the public 
prosecutor and back to the president. 

“I should like to know why Kartinkin invited only 
Maslova for the guests, and none of the other girls?” said 
the public prosecutor, with half-closed eyes and a cun- 
ning, Mephistophelian smile. 

“I don’t know. How should I know?” said Maslova, 
Casting a frightened look round, and fixing her eyes 
rs Nekhlyudov for a moment. “He asked whom he 

liked.” 

“Is it possible that she has recognized me?” thought 
Nekhlyudov, and the blood rushed to his face. But Mas- 
lova turned away without distinguishing him from the 
Others, and again fixed her eyes anxiously on the public 
Prosecutor. 

“So the prisoner denies having had any intimate rela- 
tions with Kartinkin? Very well, I have no more ques- 
tions to ask.” 

And the public prosecutor took his elbow off the desk 
and began writing something. In reality he did not write 
at all, but only traced over with his pen the words of 
his notes, having seen procureurs and advocates, after 
putting a clever question, enter a remark into their 
notes which should subsequently confound their 
adversary. 

The president did not address the prisoner at once, 
because he was asking the member with the spectacles 
whether he agreed that the questions (which had all 
been prepared beforehand and written out) should be put. 

“Well! What happened next?” he went on. -7 

“I came home,” said Maslova, looking a little more 
boldly, but only at the president, “gave the money to the 
mistress, and went to bed. Hardly had I fallen asleep 
when one of our girls, Bertha, woke me. ‘Go, your mer- 
chant has come again!’ I did not wish to go, but Madame 
ordered me to, He’—she again uttered the word “He 
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with evident horror—“he kept treating our girls, and 
then wanted to send for more wine, but his money = 
all gone, and Madame would not trust him, and he oa 
me to his lodgings and told me where the money wa 
and how much to take. So I went.” , 

The president was whispering to the member on his 
left, but in order to appear as if he had heard he re- 
peated her last words. 

“So you went. Well, what next?” 

“I went, and did all he told me; went into his room. 
I did not go alone, but called Simon Kartinkin and her, 
she said, pointing to Bochkova. 

“That’s a lie, I never went in,” Bochkova began, but 
was stopped. ” 
“In their presence | took out four ten-ruble notes, 
continued Maslova, frowning, without looking at Boch- 

kova. 

“Yes, but did the prisoner notice,” again asked m 
prosecutor, “how much money there was when she wa 
getting out the forty rubles?” d 

Maslova shuddered when the prosecutor addresse 


her; she did not know why it was, but she felt he wished 
her evil, d 
“I did not count it, but only saw some one-hundre 
ruble notes.” 
“Ah! The prisoner saw one-hundred-ruble notes- 
That’s all,” 


“Well, so you brought back the money,” continued thé 
president, looking at the clock, 

“I did.” 

“Well, and then?” 


“Then he took me back with him,” said Maslova. 
“Well, and 


. is 
Pee how did you give him the powder? In hi 
rink?” 


How did T give it? 1 put it in and gave it him.” 
Why did you give it him?” 
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She did not answer at once, but sighed deeply and 
heavily. “He would not let me go,” she said, after a mo- 
ment’s silence, “and I was quite tired out, and so I went 
Out into the passage and said to Simon: ‘If he would 
only let me go, I am so tired.’ And he said: ‘We are also 
Sick of him; we were thinking of giving him a sleeping- 
draught; he will fall asleep, and then you can go.’ So I 
Said, ‘All right.’ I thought it was harmless, and he gave 
me the packet. I went in. He was lying behind the parti- 
tion, and at once called for brandy. I took a bottle of 
liqueur brandy from the table, poured out two glasses, 
One for him and one for myself, and put the powder into 
his glass and gave it him. Had I known, how could I 
have given it to him?” 

“Well, and how did the ring come into your posses- 
Sion?” asked the president. 

“He himself gave it to me.” 

‘When did he give it you?” , 7 

“That was when we came back to his lodgings. I 
wanted to go away, and he gave me a knock on the head 
and broke my comb. I got angry and said I'd go away, 
a he took the ring off his finger and gave it to me so 

at I should not go,” she said. : ; 

Then the public prosecutor again slightly raised a 
Self, and, putting on an air of simplicity, asked r 
permission to put a few questions. Having tote 
i A he said, bending his head over his embroider 
Collar: ' 

„ ‘I Should like to know how long the prisoner remained 
in the merchant Smelkov’s room.” ; 

Maslova an ee frightened; she again ree 
anxiously from the public prosecutor to the presi , 
anid Said hurriedly: M 

© not re ber how long. ‘ i 

Yes, but e prisoner remember if she gent any 
Where else in the hotel after she left Smelkov? 


te 
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Maslova considered for a moment. “Yes, I did go into 
an empty room next to his.” ; 

“Yes, and why did you go there?” asked the public 
prosecutor, forgetting himself and addressing her direct. 

“I went in to rest a bit, and to wait while an izvozchik 
was called.” 

“And was Kartinkin in the room with the prisoner, 
or not?” 

“He came in.” 

“Why did he come in?” 

“There was some of the merchant’s brandy left, and 
we finished it together.” 

“Oh, finished it together! Very well! And did the 
prisoner talk to Kartinkin, and, if so, what about?” 

Maslova suddenly frowned, blushed very red, and 
said hurriedly: P 

“What about? I did not talk about anything, and that S 
all I know. Do what you like with me; I am not guilty, 
and that’s all.” 

“I have nothing more to ask,” said the prosecutor, and, 
drawing up his shoulders in an unnatural manner, he 
began writing in the notes for his speech, that, on the 


prisoner’s own evidence, she had been in the empty room 
with Kartinkin, 


There was a short silence. 

“You have nothing more to say?” 

“I have told everything,” she said with a sigh, and 
sat down. 
Then the president noted down something, and having 
listened to a whisper from the member on his left he 
announced a ten minutes’ adjournment, rose hurriedly 
and left the Court. The communication he had received 
from the tall bearded member with the kindly eyes was 
that the member, having felt a slight stomach derange- 
ment, wished to do a little massage and take some drops: 
And this was why the Proceedings were interrupted. 
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When the judges had risen, the advocates, the jury, 
and the witnesses also rose, and, with the pleasant feel- 
ing that part of this important business was finished, 
began moving in different directions. 

Nekhlyudov went into the jurymen’s room, and sat 
down by the window. 


* XII * 


“Yes, this was Katyusha!” 

The relations between Nekhlyudov and Katyusha had 
been the following: 

When Nekhlyudov first saw Katyusha he was a 
student in his third year at the university, and was pre- 
paring an essay on land tenure during the summer vaca- 
tion, which he passed with his aunts. Up to then he had 
always spent the summer with his mother and sister 
on his mother’s large estate near Moscow. But that year 
his sister had married and his mother had gone abroad 
to a watering-place, and he, having his essay to write, 
resolved to spend the summer with his aunts. It was 
very quiet on their secluded estate, and there was 
nothing to distract his mind; his aunts loved their 
nephew and heir very tenderly, and he, too, was fond of 
them and of their simple, old-fashioned life. 

During that summer on his aunts’ estate, Nekhlyudov 
passed through that blissful state when a young man 
himself, without guidance from anyone outside, realizes 
for the first time all the beauty and significance of life 
and the importance of the task allotted in it to man, and, 
grasping the possibility of unlimited advance towards 
perfection for one’s self and for all the world, gives him- 
self to his task, not only hopefully but with full convic- 
tion of attaining to the perfection he imagines. In that 
year, while still at the university, he had read Spencer's 
Social Statics, and- Spencer’s views on land-holding es- 
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F : e 
pecially impressed him, he himself par: opada 
estates. His father had not been rich, but his a for her 
received twenty-five thousand acres of lan a atl 
dowry. At that time he fully realized all the erug wt i 
injustice of private property in land, and being a 
those to whom a sacrifice to the demands of con ia 
gives the highest spiritual enjoyment, he seee - ee 
he would not retain property rights, but would Seas 
peasant labourers have the land he had inherite Le 
his father. It was on this land question he was w 

his essay. ; i 

He agi his life on his aunts’ estate in the ee 
ing manner. He got up very early—sometimes at sine 
o’clock—and before Sunrise went through the mor mae 
mists to bathe in the river below the hill. He ig ea 
while the dew still lay on the grass and flowers. = his 
times, having finished his coffee, he sat down wit nna 
books of reference and his papers to work at his es left 
but very often, instead of reading or writing, he ods: 
home again and wandered through the fields and wo the 
Before dinner he lay down and slept somewhere E ike 
garden. At dinner he amused and entertained his a ms 
with his bright spirits, then rode on horseback, or W oF 
for a row on the river, and in the evening sat reading 
playing “patience” with his aunts. 

Many been especially a moonlight night, he ST 
not sleep, simply because he was so filled by 
emotional joy of life: and instead of sleeping 
wandered about the garden with his dreams @ 
thoughts, sometimes till daybreak. the 

And so, peacefully and happily, he lived through ae 
first month of his Stay with his aunts, taking no P i 
ticular notice of their half-ward, half-servant, the bla of 
eyed, quick-footed Katyusha. At that time (at the sa 
nineteen) Nekhlyudov, brought up under his mot his 
wing, was still quite pure. If a woman figured in 
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dreams at all it was only as a wife. All the other women, 
whom, according to his ideas, he could not marry, were 
not women for him but human beings. 

But on Ascension Day that summer, a neighbour of 
his aunts’ and her family—two young daughters and a 
schoolboy—together with a young artist of peasant 
origin who was staying with them, came to spend the 
day. After tea they all went for a game in the meadow 
in front of the house, where the grass had already been 
mown. They played at the game of widow, and Katyusha 
joined them. Running about and changing partners 
Several times, Nekhlyudov caught Katyusha and she 
became his partner. Up to this time he had liked Katyu- 
sha’s looks, but the possibility of any nearer relations 
with her had never entered his mind. 

“Impossible to catch those two unless they should 
Stumble,” said the merry young artist, whose turn it was 
to catch, and who could run very fast with his short, 
bandy, but strong peasant legs. 

“You!... and not catch us?” said Katyusha. 

“One, two, three,” and the artist clapped his hands. 

Katyusha, hardly restraining her laughter, changed 
places with Nekhlyudov behind the artist’s back, and 
after pressing his large hand with her little rough 
One, ran to the left, rustling with her starched petti- 
coat. 

Nekhlyudov ran fast to the right, trying to escape 
from the artist, but when he looked round he saw the 
artist running after Katyusha, who kept well ahead, her 
firm young legs moving rapidly. There was a lilac bush 
in front of them, and Katyusha made a sign with her 
head to Nekhlyudov to join her behind it; for if they once 
Clasped hands again they were safe from their pursuer— 
that is a rule of the game. He understood the sign and 
ran behind the bush, but he did not know that there was 
a small ditch there overgrown with nettles. He stumbled 
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and fell into the nettles already wet with dew, stinging 
his hands, but rose immediately, laughing at his mishap. 

Katyusha, her eyes black as sloes and her face radiant 
with joy, was flying towards him, and they caught hold 
of each other’s hand. i 

“Got stung, I dare say?” she said, arranging her hair 
with her free hand, breathing hard and looking straight 
up at him with a pleasant smile. 

“I didn’t know there was a ditch here,” he answered, 
smiling also, and keeping her hand in his, She drew 
nearer to him, and he himself, not knowing how it hap- 
pened, stooped towards her. She did not move away, 
and he pressed her hand tight and kissed her on the lips- 

“There! you’ve done it!” she said; and freeing her hand 
with a swift movement she ran away from him. 

Breaking two branches of white lilac from which the 
blossoms were already falling, she began fanning het 
burning face with them; then, with her head turned look- 
ing back at him, she walked away, swaying her arms 
briskly in front of her, and joined the other players. 

After this there grew up between Nekhlyudov and 
Katyusha those peculiar relations which often exist be 
tween a pure young man and girl who are attracted tO 
One another. 

When Katyusha came into the room, or even when he 
Saw her white apron from afar, everything brightened 
up in Nekhlyudov’s eyes; as when the sun appears every- 
thing becomes more interesting, more joyful, more im: 
portant. The whole of life seemed full of gladness. A” 
she felt the same. But it was not only Katyusha’s 
‘presence that had this effect on Nekhlyudov. The mere 
thought that Katyusha existed (and for her the mere 
thought that Nekhlyudoy existed) had the same effect. 

Whether he received an unpleasant letter from his 
mother, or could not get on with his essay, or felt the 
unreasoning sadness often experienced by young people, 
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he had only to remember Katyusha and that he should 
see her, and it all vanished. 

Katyusha had much work to do in the house, but she 
managed to get a little leisure for reading, and Nekhlyu- 
dov gave her Dostoyevsky and Turgenev (whom he had 
just read himself) to read. She liked Turgenev’s A Quiet 
Nook best. They had talks at moments snatched when 
meeting in the passage, on the verandah, or in the yard, 
and occasionally in the room of his aunts’ old servant, 
Matryona Pavlovna, with whom he sometimes used to 
drink tea, and where Katyusha lived. These talks in Ma- 
tryona Pavlovna’s presence were the pleasantest. When 
they were alone it was worse. Their eyes at once began 
to say something very different and far more important 
than what their mouths uttered. Their lips puckered and 
they felt a kind of dread of something that made them 
part quickly. 

These relations between Nekhlyudov and Katyusha 
continued during the whole of the remainder of his first 
visit to his aunts. They noticed it and became frightened, 
and even wrote to Princess Yelena Ivanovna, NeKhlyu- 
dov’s mother. His aunt Maria Ivanovna feared Dmitry 
would form an illicit intimacy with Katyusha; but her 
fears were groundless, for Nekhlyudov, himself hardly 
Conscious of it, loved Katyusha, loved her as. only those 
who are pure can love, and therein lay his safety—his 
and hers. He not only did not feel any desire to possess 
her physically, but the very thought of it filled him with 
horror. The fears of the more poetical Sophia Ivanovna, 
that Dmitry, with his thoroughgoing, resolute character, 
having fallen in love with a girl, might make up his mind 
to marry her without considering either her birth or her 
station, had more foundation. : E 

Had Nekhlyudov at that time been conscious of his 
love for Katyusha, and especially had he been told that 
he must on no account join his life with that of a girl 
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in her position, it might easily have happened that = 
his usual straightforwardness he would have Ser ; 
the conclusion that there could be no possible reason fo 
him not to marry any girl whatever if only he loved ir 
But his aunts did not mention their fears to him, ana 
when he went away he was still unconscious of his 
love for Katyusha. 

He was sure that what he felt, for her was only one 
of the manifestations of the joy of life that filled ae 
whole being, and that this sweet, merry lassie age 
this joy with him. "Yet when he was going away Ta 
Katyusha stood with his aunts in the porch, and ape 
him with her dark, slightly squinting eyes filled wit 
tears, he felt that, after all, he was leaving something 
beautiful, precious, something which would never recur: 
And he grew very sad. wahia 

“Good-bye, Katyusha,” he said, looking across Sop ie 
Ivanovna’s cap as he was getting into the carriage 
“thank you for everything.” , r 

“Good-bye, Dmitry Ivanovich,” she said, with ne 
pleasant, tender voice, keeping back the tears that fille 


e 
her eyes; and she ran away into the hall, where sh 
could cry in peace, 


* XIII * 


After that, Nekhlyudov did not see Katyusha for thre 
years. When he saw her again he had just got his eer 
mission as officer and was going to join his oS 
On the way he came to spend a few days with his oe 
but he was now a very different young man from x 
who had spent the summer with them three seats ug 
He had then been an honest, unselfish lad, ready a 
sacrifice himself for any good cause; now he was ae 
depraved, refined egotist, caring only for his own ch 
joyment. Then God’s world seemed a mystery whic 
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he tried enthusiastically and joyfully to solve; now 
everything in life seemed clear and simple, defined by 
the conditions of the life he was leading. Then he had 
felt the importance and necessity of communion with 
nature, and with those who had lived and thought and 
felt before him—philosophers and poets. What he now 
considered necessary and important were human insti- 
tutions and intercourse with his comrades. Then women 
seemed mysterious and charming—charming by the 
very mystery that enveloped them; now the purpose of 
women, all women except those of his own family and 
the wives of his friends, was a very definite one: 
women were the best means towards an already expe- 
rienced enjoyment. Then money was not needed, for 
he did not require even one-third of what his mother 
allowed him, and it was possible to refuse the property 
inherited from his father and give it to the peasants 
But now his allowance of fifteen hundred rubles a 
month did not suffice, and he had already had 
some unpleasant talks about it with his mother. Then 
he had looked on his spirit as his J; now it was his 
healthy strong animal I that he looked upon as him- 
self. 

And ail this terrible change had come about because 
he had ceased to believe himself and had taken to be- 
lieving others. This he had done because it was too dif- 
ficult to live believing one’s self: believing one’s self, 
one had to decide every question, not in favour of one’s 
animal I, which is always seeking for easy grati- 
fication, but in almost every case against it. Believing 
Others, there was nothing to decide; everything had 
been decided already, and always in favour of the 
animal I and against the spiritual. Nor was this all. 
Believing in his own self, he was always exposing him- 
self to the censure of those around him; believing others, 
he had their approval. 
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Thus, when Nekhlyudov thought and spoke of the 
serious matters of life—God, truth, riches, poverty—all 
around him thought it out of place and even rather 
ridiculous, and his mother and aunts called him, with 
kindly sarcasm, notre cher philosophe. But when he 
read novels, told improper anecdotes, went to see funny 
vaudevilles in the French theatre and gaily repeated the 
jokes, everybody admired and encouraged him, When 
he considered it right to limit his needs, wearing an old 
overcoat, taking no wine—everybody thought it odd 
and considered it posing; but when he spent large sums 
on hunting, or on furnishing a special and luxurious 
study for himself, everybody admired his taste and gave 
him expensive presents to encourage his hobby. While 
he kept pure and meant to remain so till he married, his 
friends feared for his health, and even his mother was 


he had become a “real” man, and had gained over some 
French woman from his friend. (As to the episode with 
Katyusha, the Princess could not without horror think 
that he might have come to marry her.) 

In the same way, when Nekhlyudov came of age and, 
because he considered the holding of private property 1" 
land wrong, gave to the peasants the small estate in- 
family with d; r, this step filled his mother an 
amily with dismay, and served all his relatives as a 
n of him. He was continually wold 
ere no richer after having renee 
contrary, poorer, having starte 
nd left off doing any work. BU 
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At first Nekhlyudov struggled: all he had considered 
good while he had faith in himself was considered bad, 
and what he had considered evil was looked upon as 
good by those among whom he lived, but the struggle 
grew too hard. And at last Nekhlyudov gave in, that is, 
he left off believing his own self and began believing 
others. At first this giving up of faith in himself was un- 
pleasant, but it did not long continue so. At that time 
he acquired the habits of smoking and drinking, and 
Soon got over this unpleasant feeling and even felt great 
relief. 

Nekhlyudoy, with his passionate nature, gave himself 

unreservedly to the new way of life so approved of by 
all around him, and he quite stifled the inner voice which 
demanded something different. This began after he 
moved to Petersburg, and it reached its climax when he 
entered the army. 
; Military life in general depraves men. It places them 
Conditions of complete idleness, that is, absence of all 
rational and useful work; frees them from their common 
human duties, which it replaces by merely conventional 
duties to the honour of the regiment, the uniform, the 
flag; and, while giving them on the one hand absolute 
POwer over other men, also puts them into conditions 
of servile obedience to those of higher rank than them- 
Selves, 

But when, to the general depravity caused by military 
Service, with its honours, uniforms, flags, its permitted 
Violence and murder, there is added the depravity caused 
by riches and near intercourse with members of the im- 
perial family (as is the case in the select regiment of the 
Guards in which all the officers are rich and of good 
family), then this depravity develops into a perfect 
Mania of selfishness. And this mania of selfishness 
attacked Nekhlyudov from the moment he entered the 
army and began living as his companions did. He had no 
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occupation whatever, except, dressed in a uniform splen- 
didly made and well brushed by other people, and with 
weapons also made and cleaned and handed to him by 
others, to ride to parade on a fine horse which had been 
bred, broken in, and fed by others. There, with other 
men like himself, he had to flourish a sword, to fire off 
guns, and teach others to do the same. He had no other 
work, and the highly placed persons, young and old, the 
Tsar and those near him, not only sanctioned this occu- 
pation but praised and thanked him for it. 

What was considered good and important besides this, 
was to eat, and particularly to drink, in officers’ clubs 
and the best restaurants, squandering large sums of 
money, which came from some invisible source; then 
theatres, balls, women; then again riding on horseback, 
flourishing swords and jumping, and again the squander- 
ing of money—wine, cards, and women. 

This kind of life depraves military men even more than 
others, because if any other than a military man leads 
such a life he cannot help being ashamed of it in the 
depth of his heart. A military man is, on the contrary: 
proud of a life of this kind, especially in war-time, an 
Nekhlyudoy had entered the army just after war wit 
the Turks had been declared. “We are prepared to 58 
rifice our lives at the war, and therefore a gay, reckless 
life is not only pardonable, but absolutely necessary for 
us—and so we lead it.” ; 

Such were Nekhlyudov’s confused thoughts at this 
period of his existence, and he felt all the time the de- 
light of being free from the moral restraints he had for” 
merly set himself. And the state he lived in was th@ 
of a chronic mania of selfishness. t 

He was in this state when, after an absence of abot 
three years, he came again to visit his aunts. 
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* XIV S 


Nekhlyudoy went to visit his aunts because their es- 
tate lay near the road he had to travel in order to join 
his regiment (which had already gone to the front), be- 
cause they had very warmly asked him to come, and 
especially because he wanted to see Katyusha. Perhaps 
in his inmost heart he had already formed those evil 
designs against Katyusha which his now uncontrolled 
animal self suggested to him; but he was not conscious 
of this, wishing only to revisit the spot where he had 
been so happy, to see his rather funny, but dear, kind- 
hearted old aunts, who always, without his noticing it, 
surrounded him with an atmosphere of love and admi- 
ration, and to see sweet Katyusha, of whom he had 
retained so pleasant a memory. 

He arrived at the end of March, on Good Friday, atter 
the thaw had set in. It was pouring with rain, so that he 
had not a dry thread on him, and he was feeling very 
cold, but yet vigorous and full of spirits as always at 
that time, “Is she still with them?” he thought, as he 
drove into the familiar, old-fashioned courtyard sur- 
rounded by a low brick wall, and now filled with snow 
off the roofs. 

He expected she would 
sledge bells, but she did not. T 
with pails and tucked-up skirts, W 
Scrubbing the floors, came out 0 ‘ 
was not at the front door either, and only Tikhon, the 
Man-servant, with his apron On, evidently also busy 
Cleaning, came out into the porch. His aunt Sophia 
Ivanovna alone met him in the anteroom; she was wear- 


ing a silk dress and a cap. ; 
Well, this is nice of you to come,” said Sophia Iva- 
novna, kissing him. “Maria is not well: she got tired in 
church; we have been to communion.” 


come out when she heard the 
wo barefooted women 
ho had evidently been 
f the side door. She 
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“I congratulate you, Aunt Sophia,” said Nekhlyudov, 
kissing Sophia Ivanovna’s hand. “Oh, I beg your par- 
don, I have made you wet.” 

“Go to your room—why, you are soaking wet. one! 
me, you’ have got a moustache!... Katyusha! Katyusha! 
Get him some coffee; be quick.” 

“In a minute,” came the sound of a well-known, pleas- 
ant voice from the passage; and Nekhlyudov’s heart 
cried out, “She’s here!” and it was as if the sun had 
come out from behind the clouds. ’ 

Nekhlyudov, followed by Tikhon, went ‘gaily to his 
old room to change his things. He felt inclined to ask 
Tikhon about Katyusha: how she was, what she was 
doing, was she not going to be married? But Tikhon was 
so respectful and at the same time so severe, insisted SO 
firmly on pouring the water out of the jug for him, that 
Nekhlyudov could not make up his mind to ask him 
about Katyusha, but only inquired about Tikhon’s grand- 
Sons, about the old so-called “brother’s horse,” and 
about the dog Polkan. All were alive except Polkan, who 
had gone mad the summer before, 

When he had taken off all his wet things and just be 
Bun to dress again, Nekhlyudov heard quick footsteps 
and a knock at the door. Nekhlyudov knew the sten 
and also the knock. No one but she walked and knocke 
like that. 


Having thrown his wet greatcoat over his shoulders, 
he opened the door. 

“Come in.” It was she, Katyusha, the same, ont 
sweeter than before, The slightly squinting naïve blac 
eyes looked up in the remembered way. Now, as then» 
she had on a white apron. She brought him from hit 
aunts a piece of scented Soap, with the wrapper jus 
taken off, and two towels, a long Russian embroidere 
one, and the other a bath towel. The unused soap with 
the stamped inscription, the towels, and her own self— 
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all were equally clean, fresh, undefiled, and pleasant. The 
Irrepressible smile of joy at the sight of him made the 
Sweet firm lips pucker up as of old. 

“How do you do, Dmitry Ivanovich?” she uttered with 
difficulty, her face suffused with a rosy blush. 

_ “Good morning. How do you do?” he said, also blush- 
Ing. “Alive and well?” 

_ “Yes, the Lord be thanked. And here is your favourite 
Pink soap, and towels from your aunts,” she said, put- 
ting the soap on the table and hanging the towels over 
the back of a chair. 

“There: te everything here,” said Tikhon, in defence 
Of the visitor’s self-dependence, and pointed to Nekhlyu- 
dov’s open dressing-case filled with brushes, perfume, 
fixatoire, a great many bottles with silver lids, and all 
Sorts of toilet appliances. 

“Thank my aunts, please. Oh, how glad I am t 
here!” said Nekhlyudovy, his heart filling with light and 
tenderness as of old. 

She only smiled in answer to these wor 
Went out, 

The aunts, who had always loved Nekhlyudov, wel- 
comed him this time more warmly than ever. Dmitry 
Was going to the war, where he might be wounded or 
Killed, and this touched the old ladies. ; 

Nekhlyudov had arranged to stay only a day and night 
with his aunts, but when he had seen Katyusha he agreed 
to stay over Easter with them, and telegraphed to his 
friend Shenbok, whom he was to have [oea at Odessa, 

O come and meet him at his aunts’ instead. ; 

As soon as he had seen Katyusha, Nekhlyudov's for- 
mer feelings for her awoke again. Again, just as ee 

€ could not see her white apron without emotion; ne 

“Could not listen to her steps, her voice, her laugh, 
Without a feeling of joy; he could not look at her im 
lack as sloes, without a feeling of tenderness, especially 


o be 


ds, and 
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when she smiled; and, above all, he could not notice 
without confusion how she blushed when they met. He 
felt he was in love, but not as before when this love 
was a kind of mystery to him and he would not own, 
even to himself, that he loved, and when he was con- 
vinced that one could love only once: now he knew he 
was in love and was glad of it, and knew vaguely, 
though he sought to conceal it even from himself, what 
this love was and what it might lead to. In Nekhlyudov, 
as in every man, there were two beings; one the spiri- 
tual, seeking only that kind of happiness for himself 
which tends towards the happiness of all; the other, the 
animal man, seeking only his own happiness, and ready 
to sacrifice to it the happiness of the rest of the world. 
At this period of his mania of self-love, brought on by 
life in Petersburg and in the army, this animal man ruled 
‘al and completely crushed the spiritual man in 

im. 

But when he saw Katyusha and experienced the same 
feelings as he had had three years before, the spiritual 
man in him raised his head once more and began to as- 
sert his rights. And up to Easter, during two whole days, 


a unacknowledged, ceaseless struggle went on within 
Im. 
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near the door and brought in the censers for the priest. 
Then, having given the priest and his aunts the Easter 
kiss, though it was not midnight and therefore not Easter 
yet, he was already going to bed when he heard the old 
Servant Matryona Pavlovna preparing to go to the 
church to have the Easter cakes and sweets blest after 
the midnight service. “I shall go too,” he thought. 

The road to the church was impassable either in a 
Sledge or on wheels, so Nekhlyudov, who behaved in his 
aunts’ house just as if he were at home, ordered the old 
horse, “the brother’s horse,” to be saddled; and instead 
of going to bed he put on his gay uniform, a pair of 
tight-fitting riding-breeches, and his overcoat, and mount- 
ing the old, overfed, and heavy horse, which neighed 
Continually all the way, he rode in darkness through the 
puddles and snow to the church. 


* XV * 


For Nekhlyudov this early Mass remained for ever 
after one of ‘the brightest and most vivid memories of 
his life, 

When he rode out of the darkness, broken only here 
and there by patches of white snow, into the churchyard 
illuminated by a row of lamps around the church, the 
Service had already begun. ; 

The peasants, recognizing Maria Ivanovna’s nephew, 
led his horse, which was pricking up its ears at the sight 
Of the lights, to a dry place for dismounting, put it up 
for him, and showed him into the church, which was 
full of people. ; 

On the right stood the peasants: the old men in home- 
Spun coats, clean white linen bands wrapped round their 
legs; the young men in new cloth coats, bright-coloured 


belts round their waists, and top-boots. 
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i d silk 
the left stood the younger women, with re Te 
ran on their heads, black velveteen o E 
jackets, bright red shirt-sleeves, a The 
green, blue, and red—and iron-shod leather aea anny 
old women, dressed more quietly, stood be z ene 
with white kerchiefs, homespun coats, old-fa es 
skirts of dark homespun material, and SEE ae 
Gaily dressed children, their hair well oiled, wen 
ut among them. i 
; The an making the sign of the cross, bowed oe 
and raised their heads again, shaking back their ne 
The women, especially the old ones, fixed their et ne 
an icon surrounded with candles and made papi ee 
the cross, firmly pressing their folded fingers to os et 
chief on their foreheads, to their shoulders, and Pei 
stomachs, and, whispering something, stooped C sople. 
down. The children, imitating the grown-up Panis 
prayed earnestly when they knew that they were 
observed. The 


S among them. : of 
d up to the front. In the middle 
the church stood th i 


and to the right of the ambo, ae 
behind the landed Proprietor’s wife, stood nage nee 
Pavlovna in a shot lilac dress ang fringed white S ai 
and Katyusha in a white dress with a tucked bodice 
blue sash, and a red bow in her black hair. 

Everything Seeme, 
ful: the priest in h 
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crosses; the deacon; the clerk and chanters in their 
silver and gold surplices; the amateur choristers in their 
best clothes, with their well-oiled hair; the merry tunes 
of the holiday hymns that sounded like dance music; 
and the continual blessing of the people by the priest, 
who held a thick candle decorated with flowers; and the 
again and again repeated cry of “Christ is risen! Christ 
is risen!” All was beautiful; but, above all, Katyusha, in 
her white dress, blue sash, and the red bow on her black 
head, her eyes beaming with rapture. 

Nekhlyudov knew that she felt his presence with- 
out looking at him. He noticed this as he passed her, 
walking up to the altar. He had nothing to tell her, but he 
invented something, and whispered as he passed her, 
“Aunt told me that she would break her fast after Mass.” 

The young blood rushed up to Katyusha’s sweet face, 
as it always did when she looked at him. The black eyes, 
laughing and full of joy, gazed naively up and remained 
fixed on Nekhlyudov. 

“I know,” she said, with a smile. 

At this moment the clerk was going out with a copper 
pot of holy water in his hand, and, not noticing Ka- 
tyusha, brushed her with his surplice. Evidently he 
brushed against Katyusha through wishing to pass Nekh- 
lyudov at a respectful distance, and Nekhlyudov was 
surprised that he, the clerk, did not understand that 
everything here, yes and in all the world, only existed 
for Katyusha, and that everything else might remain un- 
heeded, but not she, because she was the centre of all. 
For her the gold glittered round the icons; for her all 
these candles in candelabra and candlesticks were alight; 
for her were sung these joyful hymns, “Behold the Pass- 
over of the Lord! Rejoice, O ye people!” All—all that 
was good in the world was for her. And it seemed to him 
that Katyusha knew that it was all for her, when he 
looked at her well-shaped figure, the tucked white dress, 
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and the rapt, joyous expression of her face, by te 
knew that just exactly what was singing in his own s 
was singing in hers also. 
In the interval between the early and the late igh 
Nekhlyudov left the church. The people stood aside 


let him pass, and bowed. Some knew him; others asked 
who he was. 


till coming out, clattering with their 


nailed boots on the stone steps, and dispersing over the 


churchyard. ; k 
A very old man with shaking head, his aunts’ cook, 


stopped Nekhlyudov in order to gi 
his wife, an ol 


egg, dyed yellow, out of her hand 
Nekhlyudov; and a 
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up to her. She gave him something, drew nearer him, and 
evincing no sign of disgust but her eyes still shining 
with joy, kissed him three times. And while she was 
doing this her eyes met Nekhlyudov’s with a look as if 
she were asking, “Am I doing right?” “Yes, dear, yes, it 
is right; everything is right, everything is beautiful. I 
love you!” 

They came down the steps of the porch, and he came 
up to them. He did not mean to give her the Easter kiss, 
but only to be nearer to her. 

Matryona Pavlovna bowed her head, and said with a 
smile, “Christ is risen!” and her tone implied, “Today 
we are all equal.” She wiped her mouth with her hand- 
kerchief rolled into a ball, and extended her lips to- 
wards him. 

“He is, indeed,” answered Nekhlyudov, kissing her. 
Then he looked at Katyusha; she blushed, and drew 
nearer. “Christ is risen, Dmitry Ivanovich.” “He is 
risen, indeed,” answered Nekhlyudov, and they kissed 
twice, then paused as if considering whether a third kiss 
were necessary, and, having decided that it was, kissed 
a third time and smiled. 

“Aren’t you going to the priest’s?” asked Nekhlyudov. 

“No, we shall sit out here for a bit, Dmitry Ivanovich,” 
Said Katyusha with an effort, as if she had accomplished 
Some joyous task, and, her whole chest heaving with a 
deep sigh, she looked straight in his face with a look of 
devotion, virgin purity, and love, in her very slightly 
Squinting eyes. 

In the love between a man and a woman there always 
comes a moment when this love has reached its zenith— 
a moment when it is unconscious, unreasoning, and with 
nothing sensual about it. Such a moment had come for 
Nekhlyudov on that Easter night. When he now recalled 
Katyusha, that moment veiled all else: the smooth glossy 
black head, the white tucked dress closely fitting her 
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som, 

graceful maidenly form, her as yet ot ae 
the blushing cheeks, the tender shining blac Fate TaD 
her whole being stamped with those two ma A 
acteristics, purity and chaste love—love not shoe ane 
(he knew that) but for everybody and every ta eed 
for the good alone but for all that is in the world, 
for that beggar whom she had kissed. age niet 

He knew she had that love in her, because tha oi 
and morning he was conscious of it in himself, an 
scious that in this love he became one with her. PEAT 

Ah! if it had all stopped there, at the point 1 “ee 
reached that night! “Yes, all that horrible bustina ne 
not yet happened on Easter night!” he thought, as 
by the window of the jurymen’s room. 


* XVI * 


When he returned fr 


he 
om church Nekhlyudov broke th 
fast with his aunts an 


e 
d took a glass of spirits and Sih 
wine, having got into the habit of drinking while i 
his regiment, and on reaching his room he fell asleep 
once, dre 


bing his eyes and stretching himself, 
“Katyusha, is it you? Come in,” he said. 
She opened the door. 


. . me 
“Dinner is ready,” she said, She still had on the sa 
white dress, but not 


the bow in her hair. She looked 2 
him with a smile, as if she had communicated some V 
good news to him. «a his 
“I am coming,” he answered, as he rose, taking 
comb to arrange his hair, 
She stood still for a minute 
down his comb and made 
very moment she turned 


: w 
, and he, noticing it, panel 
a step towards her, but at nick 
suddenly and went with 4 


78 


light steps along the strip of carpet in the middle of the 
passage. 

“Dear me, what a fool I am,” thought Nekhlyudov. 
“Why did I not stop her?” And he ran and overtook her. 

What he wanted her for he did not know himself, but 
he felt that when she came into his room something 
should have been done, something that is generally done 
on such occasions, and that he had omitted to do it. 

“Katyusha, wait,” he said. 

“What do you want?” she said, stopping. 

“Nothing, only—” and, with an effort, remembering 
how men in his position generally behave, he put his arm 
round her waist. 

She stood still and looked into his eyes. 

“Don’t, Dmitry Ivanovich, you must not,” she said, 
blushing to tears and pushing away his arm with her 
Strong hard hand. 

Nekhlyudov let her go, and for a moment he felt not 
only confused and ashamed but disgusted with himself. 
He should now have believed himself, and he would have 
known that this confusion and shame were caused by 
the best feelings of his soul demanding to be set free; 
but he thought it was only his stupidity, and that he 
ought to behave as everyone else did. He overtook her 
again and kissed her on the neck. 

This kiss was very different from that first thoughtless 
kiss behind the lilac bush, and very different from the 
kiss this morning in the churchyard. This was a dread- 
ful kiss, and she felt it so. f 

“Oh, what are you doing?” she cried, in a tone as if he 
had irreparably broken something of priceless value, 
and ran quickly away. 

He came into the dining-room. His aunts, elegantly 
dressed, their family doctor, and a neighbour were al- 
ready there. Everything seemed very ordinary, but in 
Nekhlyudov a storm was raging. He understood nothing 
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their bedroom, so that Katyusha was sure to D ts 
the maids’ sitting-room. He again went out into S 
porch. It was dark, damp, and warm out of doors; g 
that white spring mist which drives away the last Ton 
or is caused by the thawing of the last snow, filled th 

air. From the river below the hill, about a hundred paces 
from the front door, came a strange sound. It was the 
ice breaking up. n 

Nekhlyudov descended the steps and went to the win- 
dow of the maids’ room, stepping over the puddles on 
the patches of glazed snow. His heart was beating a 
fiercely in his breast that he seemed to hear it; his la 
boured breath came and went in a burst of long-drawn 
sighs. In the maids’ room a small lamp was burning, 
and Katyusha sat alone by the table looking thought- 
fully in front of her. Nekhlyudov stood a long time with- 
out moving, and waited to see what she, not knowing 
that she was observed, would do. For a minute or two 
she did not move; then she lifted her eyes, smiled and 
shook her head as if chiding herself, then changed her 
pose and dropped both her arms on the table and again 
began gazing down before her. 

He stood and looked at her, involuntarily listening to 
the beating of his own heart and the strange sounds 
from the river. There on the river, beneath the white 
mist, the unceasing labour went on, and sounds as Of 
something sobbing, cracking, dropping, being shattered 
to pieces, mingled with the tinkling of the thin bits of 
ice as they broke against each other like glass. 

There he stood, looking at Katyusha’s serious, suffer- 
ing face, which betrayed the inner struggle of her soul, 
and he felt pity for her; but, strange though it may 
seem, this pity Only increased his desire. 


Desire had taken entire Possession of him. a 
He knocked at the window. She started as if she ha 
received an electric shock, her whole body trembled, 
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and a look of terror came into her face. Then she jumped 
up, approached the window, and brought her face close 
to the pane. The look of terror did not leave her face 
even when, holding her hands up to her eyes like blinkers 
and peering through the glass, she recognized him. Her 
face was unusually grave; he had never seen it so before. 
She returned his smile, but only in submission to him; 
there was no smile in her soul, only fear. He beckoned 
her with his hand to come out into the yard to him. But 
she shook her head and remained at the window. He 
brought his face close to the pane, and was going to call 
out to her, but at that moment she turned to the door. 
Evidently someone inside had called her. Nekhlyudov 
moved away from the window. The mist was so dense 
that five steps from the house the windows could not be 
seen, but the light from the lamp shone red and huge out 
of a shapeless black mass. And on the river the same 
strange sounds went on, sobbing and rustling and crack- 
ling and tinkling. Somewhere in the mist not far off, a 
cock crowed; another answered, and then others far in 
the village took up the cry, till the sound of the crowing 
blent into one, while all around was silent excepting 
the river, It was the second time the cocks crowed that 
night. 

Nekhlyudov walked up and down behind the corner of 
the house, and once or twice stepped into a puddle. Then 
he again came up to the window. The lamp was still 
burning, and she was again sitting alone by the table as 
if uncertain what to do. He had hardly approached the 
window when she looked up. He tapped. Without looking 
who it was she at once ran out of the room, and he heard 
the outside door open with a snap. He waited for her 
near the side porch, and put his arms round her without 
Saying a word. She clung to him, put up her face, and 
met his kiss with her lips. They were standing behind 
the corner of the side porch, on a place where the snow 
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ted, and he was filled with tonmenting 
andi Kryesor M Then the door again gave o 
sort of snap and opened, and the voice of Matry 
Pavlovna called out angrily, “Katyusha! ie 

She tore herself away from him and returned to = 
maids’ room. He heard the latch click and then all we 
quiet. The red light disappeared and only the mist re 
mained, and the bustle on the river went on. 5 

Nekhlyudov went up to the window, nobody was 
be seen; he tapped but got no answer, He went back pears 
the house by the front door, but could not sleep. He go 
up and went with bare feet along the passage to a 
door, next to Mairyona Pavlovna’s room. He heard 
Matryona Pavlovna Snoring quietly, and was POr D 
go on when she coughed and turned on her creaking 
bed, and his heart stopped, and he stood immovable for 
about five minutes. When all was quiet and she began to 
Snore peacefully again, he went on, trying to step on 
the boards that did not creak, and came to Katyusha’s 
door. No sound was to be heard. She was probably 
awake, or else he would have heard her breathing. 
But as soon as he whispered, “Katyusha!” she jumped 
up and began to persuade him, as if angrily, to g0 
away. 

“What do you mean by it? What 
aunts will hear.” These were 
was Saying, “I am all yours, 
Nekhlyudoy understood. 

“Open! Let me in 
He hardly knew what he was saying, 

She was silent; then he heard her hand feeling for the 
latch. The latch clicked, and he entered the room. He 
caught hold of her į 


are you doing? Your 
her words, but all her being 
” And it was this only that 


: i Wa 
just for a moment! I implore you: 


“Oh, dear! What are you doing?” she whispered; but 
he, paying no heed to her words, carried her into his 
room. 

“Oh don’t; you mustn't! Let me go!” she said, clinging 
closer to him. ` 


When she left him, trembling and silent, giving no an- 
Swer to his words, he again went out into the porch and 
stood trying to understand the meaning of what had 
happened. 

It was getting lighter. From the river below, the creak- 
ing and tinkling and sobbing of the breaking ice came 
Still louder, and a gurgling sound could now also be 
heard. The mist had begun to sink, and from above it the 
waning moon dimly lit up something black and weird. 

“What is the meaning of it all? Is it a great joy, ora 
great misfortune, that has befallen me?” he asked him- 
self, 

“It happens to everybody—everybody does it,” he said 
to himself, and went to bed and to sleep. 


* XVII * 


The following day the gay, handsome, and brilliant 
Shenbok joined Nekhlyudov at his aunts’ house, and 
quite won their hearts by his refined and amiable man- 
ner, his high spirits, his generosity, and his affection for 
Dmitry, 

But though the old ladies admired his generosity it 
rather perplexed them, for it seemed exaggerated. He 
8ave a ruble to some blind beggars who came to the 
gate, gave fifteen rubles in tips to the servants, and 
when Sophia Ivanovna’s pet dog hurt his paw and it bled, 
he tore into strips his hem-stitched cambric handkerchief 
(which Sophia Ivanovna knew cost at least fifteen rubles 
a dozen) and bandaged the dog’s foot with it. The old 
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ladies had never met people of this kind, and did not 
know that Shenbok owed two hundred thousand rubles 
which he was never going to pay, and that therefore 
twenty-five rubles more or less did not matter a bit to him. 

Shenbok stayed only one day, and he and Nekhlyudov 
both left that night. They could not be away from their 
regiment any longer, for their leave was fully up. 

On this last day with his aunts, while the previous 
night was still fresh in his memory, two feelings kept 
struggling in Nekhlyudov’s breast. One was the burning, 
sensual recollection of animal love (though it had far 
from fulfilled his expectations) mixed with a certain 
satisfaction at having gained his end; and the other was 
the consciousness of having done something very wrong, 
which had to be put right not for her sake but for his 
own. 

At the stage which Nekhlyudov’s selfish mania had 
now reached he could think of nothing but himself. He 
was wondering whether his conduct, if found out, would 
be blamed much, or at all; but he did not consider what 
Katyusha was now going through, and what was going 
to happen to her. 


He saw that Shenbok guessed his relations to her. and 
this flattered his vanity. 

“Ah, I see how it is you have taken such a sudden 
fancy to your aunts that you have been living with them 
nearly a week,” Shenbok remarked when he had seen 
Katyusha. “Well, I don’t wonder—I should have done 
the same. She’s charming.” 

_Nekhlyudov was also thinking that though it was 4 
pity to go away before having fully gratified the cravings 
of his love for her, yet the absolute necessity of parting 
had its advantages, because it put a sudden stop to rela- 
tions it would be very difficult for him to continue. Then 
he thought that he ought to give her some money, not 
for her, not because she might need it, but because it 
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was the thing to do and he would be considered dishon- 
ourable if he did not pay her after having made use 
of her. So he gave her what seemed to him a liberal 
amount considering his and her station. 

On the day of his departure, after dinner, he went out 
and waited for her at the side entrance. She flushed up 
when she saw him and wished to pass by, directing by a 
look his attention to the open door of the maids’ room, 
but he stopped her. 

“I have come to say good-bye,” he said, crumpling in 
his hand an envelope with a hundred-ruble note inside. 
“There, I—” 

She guessed what he meant, knit her brows, and shak- 
ing her head pushed his hand away. 

“Take it; oh, you must!” he stammered, and thrust the 
envelope into the bib of her apron, and ran back to his 
room, groaning and frowning as if he had hurt himself. 
And for a long time he strode up and down writhing as 
in pain, and even stamping and groaning aloud as he 
thought of this last scene. 

“But what else could I have done? Is it not what hap- 
Pens to everyone? To Shenbok, with that governess he 
Was telling me about; to Uncle Grisha; and to my father 
who, when he was living in the country, had bya peasant 
Woman that illegitimate son Mitenka, who is still living. 
And if everyone does the same... well, I suppose it can’t 
be helped.” In this way he tried to get peace of mind, but 
in vain. The recollection of what had passed burnt his 
Conscience. 

In his soul—in the very depths of his soul—he knew 
that he had acted in a base, cruel, cowardly manner, and 
that the knowledge of this act of his must prevent him, 
not only from finding fault with anyone else, but even 
from looking straight into other people’s eyes, not to 
Mention the impossibility of considering himself a splen- 
did, noble, high-minded fellow, as he did and had to do 
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o on living his life boldly and merrily. There was 
A one A of the problem—not to think about it. 
And he did not. 

The life he was now entering upon, the new surround- 
ings, new friends, the war, all helped him to forget. And 
the longer he lived the less he thought about it, until at 
last he forgot it completely. ; 

Once only, when, after the war, he went to see his 
aunts in hopes of meeting Katyusha, and heard that after 
his last visit she had left, and that his aunts had heard 
she had been confined somewhere or other and had gone 
quite to the bad, his heart ached. Judging by the time of 
her confinement the child might or might not have been 
his. His aunts blamed her and said she inherited her 
mother’s depraved nature, and he was pleased to hear 
this opinion of theirs. It seemed to acquit him. At first 
he thought of trying to find her and her child, but then, 
just because in the depths of his soul he felt so ashamed 
and pained when thinking about her, he did not make the 
necessary effort to find her, but tried again to forget his 
sin, ceasing to think about it. 

And now this strange coincidence brought it all back 
to his memory, and demanded from him the acknowledge- 
ment of the heartless, cruel cowardice which had made 
it possible for him to live these ten years with such a sin 
on his conscience. But he was still far from such ack- 
nowledgement, and his only fear was that everything 
might now be found out, and that she or her advocate 


might recount it all and put him to shame before every- 
one present. 


* XIX * 


In this state of mind Nekhlyudov left the Court and 
went into the jurymen’s room. He sat by the window lis- 


tening to what was being said around him, and smoked 
all the time. 
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The merry merchant seemed with all his heart to sym- 
pathize with Smelkov’s way of spending his time. 

a “There, old fellow, that was something like! Real Sibe- 
rian fashion! He knew what he was about, no fear! That’s 
the sort of wench for me.” 

The foreman was stating his conviction that in some 
way or other the expert’s conclusions were the impor- 
tant thing. Pyotr Gerasimovich was joking about some- 
thing with the Jewish clerk, and they burst out laugh- 
ing. Nekhlyudov answered all the questions addressed to 
him in monosyllables and only longed to be left in peace. 

When the usher, with his sideways gait, called the jury 
back to the Court, Nekhlyudov was seized with fear, as 
if he were going not to judge but to be judged. In the 
depth of his soul he felt he was a scoundrel, who ought 
to be ashamed to look people in the face, yet, by sheer 
force of habit, he stepped on to the platform in his usual 
Self-possessed manner, and sat down next to the foreman, 
crossing his legs and playing with his pince-nez. 

The prisoners had also been led out, and were now 
brought in again. 

There were some new faces in Cour 
Nekhlyudov noticed that Maslova co 
eyes off a very fat woman who sat in the row in front 
of the grating, very showily dressed in silk and velvet, a 
high hat with a large bow on her head, and an elegant 
little reticule on her arm, which was bare to the elbow. 

his was, as he subsequently found out, one of the 
Witnesses, the mistress of the establishment to which 
Maslova had belonged. 

The examination of the witnesses commenced; they 
Were asked their names, religion, etc. Then, after some 
questions as to whether the witnesses were to be 
examined on oath or not, the old priest came in again, 
fragging his legs with difficulty, and, again fingering 

e golden cross on his breast, swore In the witnesses 


t—-witnesses—and 
uld not take her 
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and the expert in the same auiet manner, and with the 
same assurance that he was doing something useful and 
important. 

The witnesses having been sworn in, all but Kitayeva, 
the keeper of the brothel, were led out again. She was 
asked what she knew about this affair. Kitayeva nodded 
her head and the big hat at every sentence, and smiled 
affectedly. She gave a very full and intelligent account, 
speaking with a strong German accent. 

First of all, the hotel servant Simon, whom she knew, 
came to her establishment to get a girl for a rich Sibe- 
rian merchant, and she sent Lyubov. After a time Lyu- 
bov returned with the merchant. The merchant was 
already a bit “elevated”—she smiled as she said this— 
and went on drinking and treating the girls. He ran short 
of money and sent this same Lyubov to his lodgings. He 
had taken a “predilection” to her. She looked at the 
prisoner as she said this. 

Nekhlyudov thought he saw Maslova smile here, and 
this seemed disgusting to him. A strange, indefinite feel- 
ing of loathing, mingled with compassion, arose in him. 

“And what was your opinion of Maslova?” asked the 
blushing and confused applicant for a judicial post, aP- 
pointed to act as Maslova’s advocate. 

“Zee ferry pest,” answered Kitayeva. “Zee yoons 
voman is etucated and elecant. She vas prought up Wy 
a goot family and can reat French. She tid have a trop 
too moch sometimes, put nefer forcot herself. A ferry 
goot girl.” 

Katyusha looked at the woman, then suddenly turned 
her eyes on the jury and fixed them on Nekhlyudov, a? 
her face grew serious and even severe. One of her 
serious eyes squinted, and those two strange eyes for 
some time gazed at Nekhlyudov, who, in spite of the 
terrors that seized him, could not take his look off these 
squinting eyes, with their bright, clear whites. 
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He thought of that dreadful night, with its mist and 
the ice breaking on the river below, and especially of the 
waning moon with upturned horns that had risen to- 
wards morning, lighting up something black and weird. 
These two black eyes now looking at him reminded him 
of this weird, black something. 

She has recognized me,” he thought, and he shrank 
back as if expecting a blow. But she had not recognized 
him. She sighed quietly, and again looked at the presi- 
dent. Nekhlyudov also sighed. “Oh, if it would only get 
on quicker,” he thought. 

He now felt the same loathing an 
as when, out shooting, he was obliged to kill off a 
wounded bird. The wounded bird struggles in the game 
bag. One is disgusted and yet feels pity, and one is in 
a hurry to kill the bird and forget about it. 

Such mixed feelings filled Nekhlyudov’s breast as he 
Sat listening to the examination of the witnesses. 


d pity and vexation 


* XX * 


case dragged out to a great 


length. After each witness had been examined separately, 
and the expert last of all, and a great number of useless 
questions had been put by the public prosecutor and by 
both advocates with the usual air of importance, the 
President invited the jury to examine the objects offered 
as material evidence. They included an enormous ring 
with a small rosette of diamonds, which had evidently 
been worn on the first finger, and a test tube in which 
the poison had been analyzed. These things had seals 
and labels attached to them. 
a as the jurymen were about to 
ngs, the public prosecutor rose 


But, as if to spite him, the 


have a look at these 
and demanded that 


ot 


before they did this ee of the doctor’s examina- 
i ody should be read. 
eee who was hurrying the business througi 
as fast as he could in order to get to his Swiss B 
though he knew that the reading of the paper C ae 
have no other effect than that of producing roe 
and putting off the dinner-hour, and that the "ean ote 
secutor only wanted it read because he knew he ha ta 
right to demand it, had no option but to express hls 

msent. : 
E secretary got out the doctor’s report ano aran 
began to read in his dull lisping voice, making no distin 
tion between the r’s and I's. 

The external examination proved that: 


“1) Ferapont Smelkov’s height was six feet five 
inches.” j the 

“Not so bad, that. A very good size,” whispered 
merchant, with interest, into Nekhlyudov’s ear. 

“2) He looked about forty years of age. 

“3) The body was of a swollen appearance. es 
“4) The flesh was of a greenish colour, with dark spo 
in several places. coe 

“5) The skin was raised in blisters of different sizes 
and in places had come off in large pieces. z 
“6) The hair was chestnut; it was thick, and separa 

ed easily from the skin when touched. 


“7) The eyeballs protruded from their sockets, and 
the cornea had grown dim. 


“8) Out of the nostrils, both ears, and the mouth, 
oozed serous li 


quid; the mouth was half-open. h 
“9) The neck was almost hidden by the swelling of the 
face and chest.” 


And so on, and so on. 


Four pages were covere 


d with the twenty-seven para- 
graphs describing 


all the details of the external examina- 
tion of the enormous, fat, swollen, and decomposing 
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bo 7 
iei aa who had been making merry in the 
finrancen say efinite loathing that Nekhlyudov felt was 
life, is Bes the description of the corpse. Katyusha’s 
corpus i PRONS: liquid oozing from the nostrils of the 
own ae eyes protruding from their sockets, and his 
Sanie Order ave of Katyusha, all seemed to belong to the 
engulfed h hoo and he felt surrounded and wholly 
When z ings of a like nature. 
ination w e reading of the report of the external exam- 
raised his i ended, the president heaved a sigh and 
sails sc ead hoping it was finished; but the secretary 
nation, nt on to the description of the internal exami- 
ma o praan again dropped his hea 
could ha He eyes. The merchant next 
swayed Š% y keep awake, and now an 
o and fro. The prisoners and the ger 
Perfectly quiet. 
ey ene examination showed that: 
of the en skin was easily detachable 
“oy T ull, and there was no coagu 
and in e bones of the skull were of averag 
g in sound condition. 
T On the membrane of the brain 
eal ei spots about four inches long, the me 
eing of a dull white.” 
And so on for thirteen paragraphs r 


d on to his hand 
to Nekhlyudov 
d then his body 
ndarmes sat 


from the bones 
lated blood. 
e thickness 


there were two 
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coe observed in the stomach, and to a lesser degree 
fio e bowels and kidneys, at the post-mortem examina- 
n, and described in the official report, gave great 
Hens tig to the conclusion that Smelkov’s death was 
oS by poison which had entered his stomach mixed 
wh alcohol. To decide from the state of the stomach 

at poison had been introduced was difficult; but it 
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was necessary to suppose that the poison entered i 
stomach mixed with alcohol since a great quantity © 
the latter was found in Smelkov’s stomach. 
“He could drink, and no mistake,” whispered the mer- 
chant again, having just woken up. iit 
The reading of this report had taken a full hour, pr 
it had not satisfied the public prosecutor, for, when : 
had been read through and the president turned to eae 
saying, “I suppose it is superfluous to read the repor 
of the examination of the internal organs?” he answere! 
in a severe tone, without looking at the president, 
shall ask to have it read.” f 
He raised himself a little, and showed by his manne 
that he had a right to have this report read and wou” 
claim this right; and that if that were not granted ? 
would serve as a cause of appeal. ME 
The member of the Court with the big beard and kindly 
eyes with sagging pouches under them, who sufferé 
from catarrh of the stomach, feeling quite done ect 
turned to the president: “What is the use of reading @ 
this? It is only dragging it out. These new brooms do 1°" 
sweep clean; they only take a long while doing it, 
The member with the gold spectacles said nothing, DY” 
only looked gloomily in front of him, expecting nothing 
good, either from his wife or from life in general. 
The reading of the report commenced: — 
“In the year 188—, on February 15, I, the undersigne® 
commissioned by the medical department, made an exam- 
ination, No. 638,” the secretary began again with geal 
ness, raising the pitch of his voice as if to dispel te 
sleepiness that had overtaken all present, “in the pres 


‘ 3 1 
ence of the assistant medical inspector, of the interna 
organs: 


“1) The right lun 
glass jar). 


“2) The contents of the stomach (in a 6-lb. glass jar). 


g and the heart (contained in a 6-Ib- 
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“3) The stomach itself (in a 6-lb. glass jar). 

“4) The liver, the spleen, and the kidneys (in a 9-lb. 
glass jar). 

“5) The intestines (in a 6-lb. earthenware jar).” 

The president here whispered to one of the members, 
then stooped to the other, and having received their con- 
sent, he said, “The Court considers the reading of this 
report superfluous.” 

The secretary stopped reading and folded the paper, 
and the public prosecutor angrily began to write down 
something. 

“The gentlemen of the jury may now examine the 
articles of material evidence,” said the president. The 
foreman and several of the others rose and went to the 
table, not quite knowing what to do with their hands. 
They looked in turn at the ring, the glass vessels, and 
the test tube. The merchant even tried on the ring. 

“Ah! that was a finger,” he said, returning to his 
Place; “like a cucumber,” he added, Evidently the 
image he had formed in his mind of the gigantic mer- 
Chant amused him. 


* XXI * 


When the examination of the articles of material evi- 
dence was finished, the president announced that the in- 
vestigation was now concluded, and immediately called 
on the prosecutor to proceed, hoping that as the latter 
was also a man, he, too, might feel inclined to smoke or 
dine, and show some mercy to others. But the public 
Prosecutor showed mercy neither to himself nor to 
anyone else. He was very stupid by nature, but besides 

his, he had had the misfortune of finishing school with 
z gold medal and of receiving a reward for his essay on 
ervitude when studying Roman Law at the university, 
and was therefore self-confident and self-satisfied in the 
highest degree (his success with the ladies also conduc- 
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ing to this), and his stupidity had become extraordi- 
nary. 

When called on to speak, he rose slowly, showing the 
whole of his graceful figure in his embroidered uniform. 
Putting both hands on the desk he looked round the 
room, slightly bowing his head, and, avoiding the eyes of 
the prisoners, he proceeded to deliver the speech he had 
prepared while the reports were being read. 

“Gentlemen of the jury! The case that now lies before 
you is, if I may so express myself, very characteristic. 

According to his view, the speech of a public 
prosecutor should always have a public importance, like 
the celebrated speeches made by advocates who have 
become distinguished. True, the audience consisted of 
three women—a seamstress, a cook, and Simon's sister 
—and a coachman; but this did not matter. The celeb- 
rities had also begun in that way. To be always at the 
height of his position, that is, to penetrate into the 
depths of the psychological significance of crime an 
lay bare the wounds of society, was one of the prosecu- 
tor’s principles. , 

“You see before you, gentlemen of the jury, a crime 
characteristic, if I may so express myself, of the end of 
our century; bearing, so to say, the specific features O 
that very painful phenomenon, the corruption to which 
those elements of our present-day society—which are, 
if I may say so, particularly exposed to the scorching 
rays of this process—are subject.” 

The public prosecutor spoke at great length, trying not 
to forget any of the effective phrases he had formed in 
his mind, and, on the other hand, never to pause but 


let his speech flow on for an hour and a quarter without 
a break, 


Only once he sto 
swallowing his saliva 
made 


pped, and for some time stood 
‘lva, but he soon mastered himself see 
up for the interruption by heightened eloquenc® 
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He Spoke, now with a tender, insinuating accent, step- 
bing from foot io foot and looking at the jury; now in 
quiet business-like tones, glancing into his notebook; 
now with a loud accusing accent, looking from the 
audience to the advocates. But “he avoided looking at 
the Prisoners, who were all three gazing fixedly at him. 
Every new craze then in vogue among his set was 
alluded to in his speech; every thing that then was, and 
Some things that still are, considered to be the last words 
of scientific wisdom: heredity and congenital crime, 
Lombroso and Tarde, evolution and the struggle for 
existence, hypnotism and hypnotic influence, Charcot 
and decadence. 
According to his definition, the merchant Smelkov was 
a type of the powerful unspoilt Russian, who, having 
fallen into the hands of deeply degraded individuals, had 
Perished in consequence of his generous, trusting nature. 
Simon Kartinkin was the atavistic product of serfdom, 
a Stupefied, ignorant, unprincipled man, who had not 
even any religion. Yevfimia was his mistress, and a 
Victim of heredity; all the signs of degeneration were 
Observable in her. The chief wire-puller in the affair was 
aslova, presenting the phenomenon of decadence in its 
lowest form, 
“This woman,” he said, looking at her, “has, as we 
te today heard from her mistress in this Court, re- 
ceived an education, and can not merely read and write, 
knows French. She is an orphan, and in all likelihood 
Carries in her the germs of criminality. She was educated 
an enlightened, noble family, and might have lived by 
Onest Work, but, deserting her benefactresses, she pave 
erself up to her passions, for the gratification of which 
She entered a brothel, where she was distinguished from 
> Companions by her education, and chiefly, gentlemen 
of the jury, as you have heard from her mistress, by 
er power of acting on the visitors by means of that 
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mysterious capacity lately investigated by science, 
especially by the school of Charcot, known by the name 
of hypnotic influence. By these means she gets hold of 
this Kussian, this kind-hearted Sadko, the rich merchant,” 
and uses his trust in order first to rob and then pitilessly 
to murder him.” 

“Well, he is piling it on now, isn’t he?” said the presi- 
dent, with a smile, bending towards the serious member. 

“A fearful blockhead!” said the serious member. 

Meanwhile the public prosecutor went on with his 
speech. 

“Gentlemen of the jury,” gracefully swaying his body, 
“in your hands rests not only the fate of these persons, 
but also, to some extent, the fate of society, which will 
be influenced by your verdict. Grasp the full significance 
of this crime, the danger that menaces society from 
those whom I may be permitted to term pathological in- 
dividuals, such as Maslova. Guard it from infection; 
guard the innocent and strong elements of society from 
contagion and even from destruction.” 

And as if himself overcome by the importance of the 
expected verdict, the public prosecutor sank into his 
chair, evidently highly delighted with his speech. 

The sense of the speech, when divested of all its flow- 
ers of rhetoric, was that Maslova, having gained the 
merchant's confidence, hypnotized him and went to his 
odgings with his key meaning to take all the money 
herself, but having been caught in the act by Simon an 
Yevfimia, had had to share it with them. Then, in order 
to hide the traces of the crime, she had returned to the 
lodgings with the merchant and there poisoned him. 
After the prosecutor had spoken, a middle-aged man, 
in swallow-tail coat and low-cut waistcoat showing a 
large half-circle of starched white shirt, rose from th? 


r. Hero of an old Russian folk ballad of the Novgorod cjele: 
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advocates’ bench and made a speech in defence of Kar- 
tinkin and Bochkova. This was an advocate engaged by 
them for three hundred rubles. He declared them both 
innocent, and put all the blame on Maslova. 

He denied the truth of Maslova’s statements that 
Bochkova and Kartinkin were with her when she took 
the money, laying great stress on the point that her 
evidence could not be accepted, she being charged with 
poisoning. The one thousand eight hundred rubles, the 
advocate said, could have been easily earned by two 
honest and industrious persons getting from three to five 
rubles a day in tips from the lodgers. The merchant’s 
money was stolen by Maslova and given over to some- 
One, or even lost, as she was not in a normal state. The 
Poisoning was committed by Maslova alone. 

He therefore begged the jury to acquit Kartinkin and 
Bochkova of stealing the money; or, if they could not ac- 
quit them of the theft, at least to admit that it was done 
without any participation in the poisoning. 

With a thrust at the public prosecutor, the advocate 
remarked, in concluding, that the brilliant observations 
Of his learned friend on heredity, while explaining scien- 
tific facts concerning heredity, were inapplicable in this 
Case, as Bochkova was of unknown parentage. , 

The public prosecutor noted something down with an 
angry look, and shrugged his shoulders in contemptuous 
Surprise, 

: Then Maslova’s advocate rose, and timidly and hesitat- 
ingly began his speech in her defence. Without denying 
that she had taken part in the stealing of the money, he 
insisted on the fact that she had no intention of poison- 
ing Smelkov, but had given him the powder only to make 
him fall asleep. He tried to indulge in a little eloquence 
by describing how Maslova was led into a life of de- 
bauchery by a man who had remained unpunished, while 
She had to bear all the burden of her fall; but this 
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excursion into the domain of psychology was so unsuc- 
cessful that it made everybody feel uncomfortable. 
When he mumbled something about men’s cruelty and 
. women’s helplessness, the president tried to help him by 
asking him to keep to the facts of the case. 

When he had finished, the public prosecutor got up to 
reply. He defended his position against the first advocate 
by saying that even if Bochkova were of unknown 
parentage the truth of the doctrine of heredity was 
thereby in no way invalidated, since the laws of heredity 
were so far proved by science that we can not only 
deduce the crime from heredity, but heredity from the 
crime. As to the statement made in defence of Maslova, 
that she was debauched by an imaginary (he laid @ 
particularly venomous stress on the word “imaginary”’) 
seducer, he could only say that from the evidence before 
them it appeared much more likely that she had played 
the part of temptress to many and many a victim who 
had fallen into her hands. Having said this he sat down 
in triumph. 


Then the prisoners were offered permission to speak 
in their own defence. 

Yevfimia Bochkova repeated once more that she knew 
nothing about it and had taken part in nothing, an 
firmly laid the whole blame on Maslova. Simon Kartinkin 
only repeated several times, “It’s your business, put I 
am innocent; it’s unjust.” ; 

Maslova said nothing in her defence. When the prest- 
dent told her she might do so, she only lifted her eyes 
to him, cast a look round the room like a hunted animal, 
and, dropping her head, began to cry, sobbing aloud. 

“What’s the matter?” the merchant asked NekhlyudoV: 
hearing him utter a strange sound. This was a forcibly 
suppressed sob. 

Nekhlyudov had not yet understood the significance of 
his present position, and attributed the sobs he could 
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hardly keep back and the tears that filled his eyes to the 
weakness of his nerves. He put on his pince-nez in order 
to hide the tears, then got out his handkerchief and 
began blowing his nose. 

Fear of the disgrace that would befall him if everyone 
in the Court knew of his conduct stifled the inner work- 
ing of his soul. This fear was, during this first period, 
Stronger than all else. 


* XXII * 


After the last words of the prisoners had been heard, 
the form in which the questions were to be put to the 
jury was settled, which also took some time. At last the 
questions were formulated, and the president began the 
Summing up. 

Before putting the case to the jury, he spoke for some 
time in a pleasant, homely manner, explaining to them 
that burglary was burglary and theft was theft, that 
Stealing froma place which was under lock and key was 
Stealing from a place under lock and key, and that steal- 
Ing from a place not under lock and key was stealing 
from a place not under lock and key. While explaining 
this, he looked several times at Nekhlyudov as if wish- 
ing to impress upon him these important truths in hopes 

at, having comprehended them, Nekhlyudov would 
make his fellow-jurymen also understand them. When 

© Considered that the jury were sufficiently imbued 
With these truths, he proceeded to enunciate another— 
Namely, that a murder is an action which has, as its 
Consequence, the death of a human being, and that 
Poisoning could therefore also be termed murder. When, 
in his Opinion, this truth had also been received by the 
Jury, he went on to explain that if theft and murder were 
Committed at the same time the combination of the 
crimes was theft with murder. 
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Although he was himself anxious to tinish as soon as 
possible, although he knew that his Swiss girl would be 
waiting for him, he had grown so used to his occupation 
that, having begun to speak, he could not stop himself, 
and went on to impress on the jury with much detail 
that if they found the prisoners guilty they would have 
the right to give a verdict of guilty; and if they found 
them not guilty, to give a verdict of not guilty; and i 
they found them guilty of one of the crimes and not of 
the other, they might give a verdict of guilty on the one 
count and of not guilty on the other. Then he explaine 
that though this right was given them they should use 
it with reason. He was going to add that if they gave 
an affirmative answer to any question that was put tp 
them, they would thereby affirm everything included 1" 
the question; so that if they did not wish to affirm the 
whole of the question they should mention the part 0 
the question they wished to be excepted. But, glancing 
at the clock, and seeing it was already five minutes to 
three, he decided to sum up the case without further 
delay. 

“The facts of this case are the following,’ began the 
president, and repeated all that had already been said 
several times by the advocates, the public prosecutor, 
and the witnesses. , 

The president spoke, and the members beside him lis- 
tened with deeply attentive expressions, but looked from 
time to time at the clock, for they considered the speech 
too long though very good—that is, such as it ought tO 
be. The public prosecutor, the lawyers, and, in fact, 
everyone in the Court, shared the same impression. he 
president finished the summing up. 

It seemed as if everything had been said; but no, the 
president could not as yet forego his right of speaking: 
So pleasant was it to hear the impressive tones Of his 
own voice that he found it necessary to say a few WOT 3 
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more about the importance of the rights given to the 
jury: how carefully they should use those rights and 
how they ought not to abuse them, about their being on 
their oath, that they were the conscience of society, 
that the secrecy of the debating-room should be con- 
sidered sacred, and so forth. 

From the time the president commenced his speech, 
Maslova, as if fearful of losing a single word, did not 
take her eyes off him; so that Nekhlyudov was not afraid 
of meeting her eyes, and kept looking at her all the time. 
And his mind passed through those phases in which a 
face we have not seen for many years first strikes us 
with the external changes wrought during the time of 
Separation, and then gradually becomes more and more 
like its old self, when the changes made by time seem to 
disappear, and before our spiritual eyes rises only the 
principal expression of one exceptional, unique, spiritual 
individuality, ; 

This was exactly what Nekhlyudov experienced. 

Yes, in spite of the prison cloak, in spite of the devel- 
Oped figure, the fulness of the bosom and of the lower 
Part of the face, in spite of a few wrinkles on the fore- 

ead and temples, and the swollen eyes, this was cer- 
tainly the same Katyusha who, on that Easter night, had 
SO innocently looked up to him whom she loved, her 
fond laughing eyes full of joy and life. 

“What a surprising coincidence that after all these 
Years, during which I never saw her, this case should 
have Come up today when I am on the jury, and that it 
'S in the Prisoner's dock I see her again! And how will it 
€nd? Oh, if they could only get on quicker!” 

Still he would not give in to the feelings of repentance 
Which began to arise within him. He tried to consider it 
A aS a chance incident, which would pass without af- 
“cting his manner of life. He felt himself in the position 
ofa Puppy, when its master, taking it by the scruff of its 


108 


neck, rubs its nose in the mess it has made. The puppy 
whines, draws back and wants to get away as far as pos- 
sible from the effects of its misdeed, but the pitiless mas- 
ter does not let go. 

And so Nekhlyudov, feeling all the repulsiveness of 
what he had done, felt also the powerful hand of the 
master, but he did not yet understand the whole signifi- 
cance of his action and would not recognize the master’s 
hand. He did not wish to believe that it was the effect of 
his deed that lay before him, but the pitiless hand of the 
master held him, and he had a foreboding that he should 
not escape. He was still keeping up his courage and så 
on his chair in the first row in his usual self-possessed 
pose, one leg carelessly thrown over the other, and play- 
ing with his pince-nez. Yet all the while, in the depths of 
his soul, he felt the cruelty, cowardice, and baseness, not 
only of this particular action of his but of his whole self- 
willed, depraved, cruel, idle life; and that dreadful veil 
which had in some unaccountable manner hidden rom 
him this sin of his, and the whole of his subsequent life 
for ten years, was beginning to shake, and he caug 
glimpses of what was covered by that veil. 


* XXIII * 


At last the president finished his speech, and jifting 
the list of questions with a graceful movement of ps 
arm, he handed it to the foreman, who came up tO : 
it. The jury, glad to be able to get away into the debat- 


his sword out of the scabbard, and, holding it up 
his shoulder, stood at the door. The judges got YP and 
went away. The prisoners were also led out. 
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When the jury came into the debating-room the first 
thing they did was to take out their cigarettes, as before, 
and begin smoking. The sense of the unnaturalness 
and falseness of their position, which all of them had 
experienced in varying degrees while sitting in their 
Places in the Court, passed when they entered the debat- 
ing-room and started smoking, and they settled down 
with a feeling of relief and at once began an animated 
conversation. 

“°Tisn’t the girl’s fault. She’s got mixed up in it,” 
said the kindly merchant. “We must ask that she be 
shown mercy.” 

“That’s just what we have to consider,” said the fore- 
man. “We must not give way to our personal impres- 
sions.” 

“The president’s summing up was good,” remarked 
the colonel. 

“Good? Why, it nearly sent me to sleep!” 

“The chief point is that the servants could have known 
nothing about the money if Maslova had not been 
F league with them,” said the clerk of Jewish extrac- 

ion, 

“Well, do you think that it was she who stole it?” 
asked one of the jury. 

a T Will never believe it,” cried the kindly merchant; 
it was all that red-eyed hag’s doing.” 

„They are a nice lot, all of them,’ 5 

„But she says she never went into the room. 

„Oh, believe her, by all means!” . 
a should not believe that jade, not for the world. 
‘hether you believe her or not does not settle the 
Westion,” said the clerk. 
the girl had the key,” said the colonel. 
«Nat if she had?” retorted the merchant. 
nd the ring?” 


’ said the colonel. 
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“But didn’t she tell all about it?” again cried the mer- 
chant. “The fellow had a temper of his own, and had 
had a drop too much besides, and gave the girla knock; 
what could be simpler? Well then, he’s sorry—quite nat- 
urally. ‘There, never mind,’ says he; ‘take this? Why, 
I heard them say he was six foot five high; I should think 
he must have weighed twenty stone.” 

“That’s not the point,” said Pyotr Gerasimovich. “The 
question is, whether it was she who invented and in- 
stigated this affair, or the servants.” 

“Tt was not possible for the servants to do it alone; 
she had the key.” 

This kind of random talk went on for a considerable 
time. 

At last the foreman said: “I beg your pardon, gentle- 
men, but had we not better take our places at the table 
and discuss the matter? Come, please.” And he took the 
chair. 

“But they’re up to anything, these wenches,” said the 
clerk; and as a confirmation of his opinion that Maslova 
was the chief culprit, he related how a comrade of his 
had had his watch stolen on the boulevard by a loose 
woman. 

Apropos of this the colonel narrated a still more strik- 
ing case: the theft of a silver samovar. 5 

“Gentlemen, I beg you to attend to the questions: 
said the foreman, tapping the table with his pencil. 

All were silent. 

The questions were expressed in the following terms: 

“1) Is the peasant of the village Borki, KrapivenskY 
District, Simon Petrovich Kartinkin, thirty-three years F 
age, guilty of having, in agreement with other person’ 
given the merchant Smelkov, on the 17th January 188— 
in the town of—, with intent to deprive him of life for 
the purpose of robbing him, poisoned brandy whic 
caused Smelkov’s death, and of having stolen from him 
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about two thousand five hundred rubles in money and a 
diamond ring? 

“2) Is Yevfimia Ivanovna Bochkova, forty-three years 
of age, guilty of the crimes described above? 

“3) Is Katerina Mikhailovna Maslova, twenty-seven 
years of age, guilty of the crimes described in the first 
question? 

“4) If the prisoner Yevfimia Bochkova is not guilty 
On the first question, is she guilty of having, on the 17th 
January 188—, in the town of—, while in service at 
the Hotel Mauritania, stolen from a locked portmanteau 
belonging to the merchant Smelkov, a lodger in that ho- 
tel, and which was in the room occupied by him, two 
thousand five hundred rubles, for which object she un- 
locked the portmanteau with a key she brought and fitted 
to the lock?” 

The foreman read the first question. 

Well, gentlemen, what do you think?” 

Nis question was quickly answered. All agreed to say 
Guilty,” believing that Kartinkin had taken part both 
the Poisoning and the robbery. An old artelshchik,* 
Whose answers were all in favour of acquittal, was the 
only exception. 

The foreman thought he did not understand, and be- 
Ban to point out to him that everything pointed to Kar- 


Unkin’s guilt. The old man answered that he did under- 


wand, but still thought it better to have pity on him. 
opi € are not saints ourselves,” he said, and kept to his 
nion, 
Eug answer to the second question concerning Boch- 
answ was, after much dispute and many exclamations, 
ar by the words, “Not Guilty,” there being no 
Proofs of her having taken part in the poisoning— 


a . . 
ct her advocate had strongly insisted on. 


« 


Mempecmber of an artel, an association of workmen, in which the 
S share profits and liabilities. —Tr- 
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The merchant, anxious to acquit Maslova, insisted 
that Bochkova was the chief instigator of it all. Many of 
the jury shared this view, but the foreman, wishing to 
be in strict accord with the law, declared they had no 
grounds to consider Bochkova as an accomplice in the 
poisoning. After much disputing, the foreman’s opinion 
triumphed. 

To the fourth question, concerning Bochkova, the an- 
swer was “Guilty.” But on the artelshchik’s insistence 
she was recommended to mercy. 

The third question, concerning Maslova, raised a fierce 
dispute. The foreman maintained she was guilty both 
of the poisoning and the theft, to which the merchant 
would not agree. The colonel, the clerk, and the old ar- 
telshchik sided with the merchant, the rest seemed 
shaky, and the opinion of the foreman began to gain 
ground, chiefly because all the jurymen were getting 
tired, and preferred to take up the view that would bring 
them sooner to a decision and thus set them free. 

From all that had passed, and from his former knowl- 
edge of Maslova, Nekhlyudov was certain that she was 
innocent of both the theft and the poisoning; and he 
felt sure that all the others would come to the same 
conclusion. When he saw that the merchant’s awkward 
defence (evidently based on his physical admiration for 
her, which he did not even try to hide), and the fore- 
man’s insistence, and especially everybody’s weariness» 
were all tending to her condemnation, he longed to ex- 
press his opinion, but feared to do so lest his relations 
with Maslova should be discovered. Yet he felt he coul 
not allow things to go on in that way; and, blushing an 
growing pale again, he was about to speak, when Pyotr 
Gerasimovich, irritated by the authoritative manner O 
the foreman, began to raise his objections, and said the 
very thing Nekhlyudov was about to say. 

“Allow me for one moment,” he said. “You seem tO 
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think that her having the key proves she is guilty of the 
theft; but what could be easier than for the servants to 
Open the portmanteau with a false key after she was 
gone?” 

“Of course, of course,” said the merchant. 

“She Could not have taken the money, because in her 
Position she would hardly know what to do with it.” 

“That's just what I say,” remarked the merchant. 

“But it is very likely that her coming put the idea into 
the servants’ heads, and that they grasped the oppor- 
tunity, and threw all the blame on her.” 

Pyotr Gerasimovich spoke so irritably that the fore- 
Man became irritated too, and went on obstinately de- 
fending the opposite view; but Pyotr Gerasimovich spoke 
So convincingly that the ‘majority agreed with him, 
and decided that Maslova was not guilty of stealing the 
money, and that the ring was given her. i 

zut when the question of her having taken part in the 
Poisoning was raised, her zealous defender, the mer- 
Chant, declared that she must be acquitted, because she 
“ould have had no motive for the poisoning. The fore- 
man, however, said that it was impossible to acquit her, 
because She herself pleaded guilty to having given the 
Powder, 
ates, but thinking it was opium,” said the merchant. 
nel Pium can also deprive one of life,” said the a 

ee Who was fond of wandering from the subject; an 
hay Egan telling how his brother-in-law’s wife i eae 
a is died of an Overdose of opium if there had not be 
The C°" at hand so that steps could be taken zi pa 
Self. Colone] told his story so impressively, with i 
o = Ssession and dignity, that no one had the courag 
pI doup him. Only the clerk, infected by a, 
are go, JEd to break in with a story of his own: y as 
dro Ome who get so used to it that they can take forty 
Pee I ave a relative—” but the colonel would not al- 
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low himself to be interrupted, and went on to relate the 
effects of the opium on his brother-in-law’s wife. 

“But, gentlemen, do you know it is getting on to- 
wards five o'clock?” said one of the jury. 

“Well, gentlemen, what are we to say, then?” inquired 
the foreman. “Shall we say she is guilty, but without intent 
to rob? And without stealing any property? Will that do?” 

Pyotr Gerasimovich, pleased with his victory, agreed. 

“But she must be recommended to mercy,” said the 
merchant. 

All agreed; only the old artelshchik insisted that they 
should say “Not Guilty.” 

“Tt comes to the same thing,” explained the foreman; 
“without intent to rob, and without stealing any PrOP™ 
erty. Therefore, not guilty—that’s evident.” 

“All right; that’ll do. And we recommend her to mer- 
cy,” said the merchant gaily. 

They were all so tired, and so confused by the discus- 
sions, that nobody thought of adding that she was guilty 
of giving the powder, but without intent to take life. — 

Nekhlyudov was so excited that he did not notice this 
omission, and so the answers were written down in the 
form agreed upon and taken to the Court. 

Rabelais tells of a lawyer who in conducting 4 case 
quoted all sorts of laws, read twenty pages of senseless 
judicial Latin, and then proposed to the judges to throw 
dice, and if the numbers proved odd the defendant wou 
be right, if even, the plaintiff. 

It was much the same in this case. The resolution Was 
taken not because everybody-agreed upon it, put because 
the president, who had been summing up at such length, 
omitted to say what he always said on such occasions» 
that the answer might be, “Yes, guilty, but without the 
intent of taking life”; because the colonel had related the 
story of his brother-in-law’s wife at such great lengt)» 
because Nekhlyudov was too excited to notice that the 
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Proviso “without intent to take life” had been omitted, 
and thought that the words “without intent to rob” nul- 
lified the charge; because Pyotr Gerasimovich had re- 
tired from the room while the questions and answers 
Were being read, and chiefly because, being tired, and 
wishing to get away as soon as possible, all were ready 
to agree to the decision which would soonest bring mat- 
ters to an end. 

The jurymen rang the bell. The gendarme who stood 
putside the door with his sword drawn put the sword 
back into the scabbard, and stepped aside. The judges 
took their seats and the jury came out one by one. 

The foreman brought in the paper with an air of so- 
lemnity, and handed it to the president, who looked at 
it, and, Spreading out his hands in astonishment, 
to consult his companions. The president was oi es 

at the jury, having put in one proviso—without nie 
to Tob—did not put in a second proviso—without es 
to take life, From the decision of the jury it followe 
p at Maslova had not stolen nor robbed, and had yet 

°lsoned a ma ithout any apparent reason. 

“Just see so 2 e 6 oar they have come 
to,” he Whispered to the member on his left. ‘ This means 
Servitude in Siberia, and she is innocent. — 
sw urely you do not mean to say she is innocent?” a 

wed the serious member. 


Pena] 


for -© She is, Positively innocent. I think this is ne 
Shee ee Article 817 into practice.” (Article 817 sta 

P 1 

1 


€ Court considers the decision of the jury unjust 
May set it aside.) 


th What do you think?” said the president, turning to 
e Other Member, 


at t kindly member did not answer at once. He looked 
the Ss number on a paper before him and a 
Settled es; the sum would not divide by three. He ha 


'n his mind that if it did divide by three he would 
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agree to the president’s proposal but though the 
would not so divide, his kindness made him agree 
the same. 
“J too, think it should be done,” he said. pa 
“And you?” asked the president, turning to the serlo 
member. 


“ TEE he 

“On no account,” he answered firmly. ` As it ee 
papers accuse the juries of acquitting prisoners. z 
o tha 


will they say if the judges do it? I shall not agree t 
on any account.” , 
The president looked at his watch. “Tt is a pity, ae 
what’s to be done?” and he handed the questions tO 
foreman to read out. tto 
All got up, and the foreman, stepping from foo he 
foot, coughed, and read the questions and the anew as 
All the Court—secretary, advocates, and even the pu 
prosecutor—expressed surprise. nd- 
The prisoners sat impassive, evidently not undersir 
ing the meaning of the answers. Everybody sat do a 
again, and the president asked the prosecutor what pu 
ishments the prisoners should be subjected to. , 
The prosecutor, glad of his unexpected success in i 
ting Maslova convicted, and attributing it entirely fy 
own eloquence, looked up the necessary informat! 
rose and said: . Ar 
“With Simon Kartinkin I should deal according to mid 
ticle 1452, and paragraph 4 of Article 1453. Yev lova 
Bochkova according to Article 1659. Katerina Mas 
according to Article 1454.” uld 
All three punishments were the heaviest that co 
be inflicted. 
“The Court will adjourn to consider the senten 
said the president, rising. feel- 
Everybody rose after him and, with the pleasant ove 
ing of a task well done, began to leave the room or 
about in it. 


get- 


” 
ce, 
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; __D'you know, sirs, we have made a shameful hash of 
it?” said Pyotr Gerasimovich, approaching Nekhlyudov, 
to whom the foreman was relating something. “Why, 
We've got her to Siberia.” 

“What do you say?” exclaimed Nekhlyudov. This time 
he did not notice the teacher's familiarity. 

“Why! we did not put in our answer ‘Guilty, but with- 
cut intent to cause death.’ The secretary just told me 
that the public prosecutor is for condemning her to fif- 
teen years’ penal servitude.” 

“Well, but it was decided that way,” said the foreman. 

: Pyotr Gerasimovich began to dispute this, saying that 
since she did not take the money it followed naturally 
that she could not have had any intention of committing 
murder. 

“But 1 read the answer before going out,” said the 
foreman, defending himself, “and nobody objected.” 

“I had just then gone out of the room,” said Pyotr 
Gerasimovich, turning to Nekhlyudov, “and your 
thoughts must have been wool-gathering to let the thing 
Pass,” 

“I never thought—” said Nekhlyudov. 

“Oh, you didn’t?” 

“But we can get it put right,” 

“Oh dear, no; it’s finished.” 


Nekhlyudov looked at the pr r f 
was being decided still sat motionless behind the railing 


in front of the soldiers. Maslova was smiling. An evil 
feeling stirred in Nekhlyudov’s soul. Up to now, expect- 
ng her acquittal and thinking she would remain in the 
town, he was uncertain how to act towards her. Any 
kind of relation with her would be so very difficult. But 
Siberia and penal servitude at once cut off every possi- 
bility of any kind of relation with her. The wounded bird 
Would stop struggling in the game bag, and would remind 


him of its existence no longer. 


said Nekhlyudov. 


isoners. They whose fate 
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* XXIV * 


Pyotr Gerasimovich’s assumption was correct. 

The president came back from the consulting-room 
with a paper, and read as follows:— 

“April 28th, 188—. By His Imperial Majesty’s ukase, 
the Criminal Court, on the strength of the decision of 
the jury, in accordance with Section 3 of Article 771, and 
Section 3 of Articles 776 and 777 of the Criminal Court 
Procedure decrees that the peasant, Simon Kartinkin, 
thirty-three years of age, and the meshchanka, Katerina 
Maslova, twenty-seven years of age, shall be deprived of 
all property rights and be sent to penal servitude in Si- 
beria, Kartinkin for eight, Maslova for four years, with 
the consequences stated in Article 28 of the code. The 
meshchanka, Bochkova, forty-three years of age, shall J 
deprived of all special personal and acquired rights, an 
be imprisoned for three years with consequences in a€- 
cord with Article 49 of the code. The costs of the case to 
be borne equally by the prisoners; in case of their oe 
without sufficient property, the costs to be transferre 
to the Treasury. Articles of material evidence to be sol ? 
the ring to be returned, the glass vessels destroyed. d 

Kartinkin stood holding his arms close to his sides an 
moving his lips. Bochkova seemed perfectly calm. Nian 
lova, when she heard the sentence, blushed scarlet. ‘I = 
not guilty, not guilty!” she suddenly cried, so that it ne 
sounded through the room. “It is a sin! I am not puil 
I never wished—I never thought! It is the truth I ee 
Saying—the truth!” and sinking on the bench she burs 
into tears and sobbed aloud. , t 

When Kartinkin and Bochkova went out she still sêt 
crying, so that a gendarme had to touch the sleeve ° 
her cloak. e 

“No; it is impossible to leave it so,” said Nekhlyudo! 
to himself, utterly forgetting his evil thoughts. He hu 
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Tied out into the corridor after her. Without knowing 
Why, he Wished to look at her once more. There was 
quite a crowd at the door. The advocates and jury were 
going out, pleased to have finished the business, so he 
was obliged to wait a few seconds, and when he at last 
Sot out into the corridor she was far in front. He hur- 
ried along the corridor after her, regardless of the atten- 
tion he was attracting, caught her up, passed her, and 
stopped. She had ceased crying and only sobbed, wiping 
her reddened face with the end of her kerchief, She 
passed without noticing him. Then he hurried back to 
See the president. The latter had already left the Court, 
and Nekhlyudov, following him into the lobby, went up 
to him just as he had put on his light grey overcoat and 
Was taking his silver-mounted walking-stick from an 
attendant, 

“Sir, may I have a few words with you concerning the 
Case that has just been tried?” said Nekhlyudov. “I am 
One of the jury.” 

“ h, certainly, Prince Nekhlyudov. I shall be delighted. 
I think we have met before,” said the president, pressing 
Nekhlyudov’s hand and recalling with pleasure the eve- 
ning when he first met Nekhlyudov, and had danced so 
Baily, better than all the young people. “What can I do 

Or you?” 

le “There was a mistake in the answer concerning Mas- 
va. She is not guilty of the poisoning, and yet she is 

condemned to penal servitude,” said Nekhlyudov, with 
Preoceupied and gloomy air. . 

answar. Court passed sentence in accordance with the 

in SWers You yourselves gave,” said the president, mov- 

& towards the front entrance, “though they seemed 
haq to be quite consistent.” And he remembered that he 
of e on going to explain to the jury that a yo al 
the SUlty" meant guilty of intentional murder unless 

Words “without intent to take life” were added, 
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but had, in his hurry to get the business over, omitted 
to do so. 

“yes, but could not the mistake be rectified?” . 

«A reason for an appeal can always be found. You will 
have to speak to an advocate,” said the president, put- 
ting on his hat a little to one side and continuing tO 
move towards the door. 

“But this is terrible.” 

“Well, you see, there were two possibilities before 
Maslova,” said the president, evidently wishing to be as 
polite and pleasant to Nekhlyudov as he could, Then, 
having arranged his whiskers over his coat collar, he put 
his hand lightly under Nekhlyudov’s elbow, and, still 
directing his steps towards the front entrance, he said, 
“You are going too?” 

“Yes,” said Nekhlyudov, quickly putting on his coat, 
and following him. 

They stepped out into the bright, merry sunlight, and 
had to raise their voices on account of the rattling of 
wheels in the street. 

“The situation is a curious one, you see,” said the 
president. “What lay before this Maslova was one of two 
things: either to be almost acquitted and only imprisoned 
for a short time, or, taking the preliminary confinement 
into consideration, perhaps not at all—or Siberia. There 
is nothing between. Had you but added the words, ‘with- 
out intent to cause death, she would have been ac- 
quitted.” 

“Yes, it was inexcusable of me to omit that,” said 
Nekhlyudov. 

“That’s where the whole matter lies,” said the presi- 
dent, with a smile, and looked at his watch. 

He had only three-quarters of an hour left before the 
time appointed by his Klara would elapse. 

“Now, if you like, speak to the advocates. You'll have 
to find a reason for an appeal, but that can be easily 
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done.” Then, turning to an izvozchik, he called out, “To 
the Dvoryanskaya, thirty kopeks; I never give more.” 

“All right, your honour; I'll take you.” 

“Good afternoon. If I can be of any use, my address 
is Dvornikov House, on the Dvoryanskaya; it’s easy to 
remember.” And bowing in a friendly manner he got 
into the trap and rode off. 


+ XXV * 


His conversation with the president, and the fresh air, 
quieted Nekhlyudov a little. He now thought that the 
feelings he had experienced had been exaggerated hy the 
unusual surroundings in which he had spent the whole 
of the morning. 

, “Of course it’s a strange and striking coincidence, and 

ìt is absolutely necessary to do all in my power to lighten 

her fate, and to do it as soon as possible. Yes, at once! 
must find out here in the Court where Fanarin or 

Mikishin lives,” he said, recalling the names of two well- 
nown advocates. 

He returned to the Court, took off his overcoat, and 
Went upstairs. In the first corridor he met Fanarin him- 
self, He stopped him, and told him that he was just 
Boing to look him up on a matter of business. 
ieee oain knew Nekhlyudov by sight and name, and 

d he would be very glad to be of service to him. 
not push I am rather tired, still, ae plate ee 

“se very lon rhaps you might tell n a 
sas Will et ace in aera And he led Nekhlyudov 
Bones a room, probably some judge’s cabinet. They sat 

Yn by the table. 

" ra and what is your business?” mieni 
vate, 7 of all, I must ask you to keep the bus p 


the -& {0 not want it known that I take an interest in 
e affair.” 
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“Oh, that of course. Well?” 

“T was on the jury today, and we have condemned a 
woman to hard labour, an innocent woman. This troubles 
me very much.” 

Nekhlyudov, to his own surprise, blushed and became 
confused. Fanarin glanced at him rapidly, and looked 
down again, listening. 

“Well?” said he. 

“We have condemned an innocent woman, and I 
should like to appeal to a higher Court.” 

“To the Senate, you mean,” said Fanarin, correct- 
ing him. 

“Yes, and I should like to ask you to take the case 
in hand.” j 

Nekhlyudov wanted to get the most difficult part over, 
and added: “I will take the costs of the case on myself, 
whatever they may be.” F 

“Oh, we shall settle all that,” said the advocate, smil- 
ing with condescension at Nekhlyudov’s inexperience 1n 
these matters. 

“What is the case?” 

Nekhlyudov stated what had happened. 

“All right. l'Il set to work and look through the case 
tomorrow. Then come the day after—no—better on 
Thursday. Come to me after six and I will give you an 
answer. Well, and now let us go; I have a few inquiries 
to make here.” 

Nekhlyudov took leave of him and went out. 

The talk with the advocate, and the fact that he had 
taken measures for Maslova’s defence, quieted him still 
more. He went out into the street. The weather was 
beautiful, and he was glad to draw in a long breath of 
spring air. He was at once surrounded by izvozchiks of- 
fering their services, but he went on foot. At once a whole 
swarm of pictures and memories of Katyusha and his 
conduct to her began whirling in his brain, and he felt 
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depressed and everything seemed gloomy. “No, I shall 
Consider all this later on; I must now get rid of all these 
disagreeable impressions,” he thought to himself. 

He remembered the Korchagins’ dinner and looked at 
his watch. It Was not yet too late to get there in time. 
He heard the ringing of a passing tramcar, ran to catch 
it, and jumped on. He jumped off again when they got to 
the market-place, took a good izvozchik, and ten minutes 
later he was at the entrance of the Korchagins’ big 
house, 


* XXVE* 


“Please to walk in, Your Excellency,” said the friend- 
ly, fat door-keeper of the Korchagins’ big house, open- 
ing the door, which moved noiselessly on its patent 
English hinges; “you are expected. They are at dinner, 
but the orders are to admit you.” 

The door-keeper went up to the staircase and rang. 

“Are there any strangers?” asked Nekhlyudov, taking 
Off his overcoat. i ' 

“Only M., Kolosoy and Mikhail Sergeyevich besides 
the family.” ; 

A very handsome footman, in a swallow-tail coat and 
White gloves, looked down from the landing. oe 

“Please to walk up, Your Excellency,” he said. “You 
are expected,” 

Nekiiynas went up and passed through the splendid 
large ball-room, which he knew so well, into the dining- 
room, There the whole Korchagin family—except the 
mother Sophia Vasilyevna, who never left her boudoir— 
Were sitting round the table. At the head of the table m 

Korchagin; on his left, the doctor, and on en 
à Visitor, Ivan Ivanovich Kolosov, a former ie r 
noblesse, now a bank director, Korchagin’s a = 
a liberal, Next on the left side sat Miss Rheder, the 
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governess of Missy’s little sister, and the four-year-old 
girl herself. Opposite them, Missy's brother, Petya, the 
only son of the Korchagins, a gymnasium boy in the 
sixth form. It was because of his examinations that the 
whole family were still in town. Next to him sat a uni- 
versity student who was coaching him, and Missy's 
cousin, Mikhail Sergeyevich Telegin, generally called 
Misha; opposite him, Katerina Alexeyevna, a forty-year- 
old maiden lady, a Slavophil; and at the foot of the table 
sat Missy herself, with an empty place by her side. 

“Ah! that’s right! Sit down. We are still at the fish,” 
said old Korchagin with difficulty, chewing carefully 
with his false teeth, and lifting his bloodshot eyes (which 
had no visible lids to them) to Nekhlyudov. 

“Stepan,” he said, with his mouth full, addressing the 
stout, dignified butler and pointing with his eyes to the 
empty place. 

Though Nekhlyudov knew Korchagin very well, and 
had often seen him at dinner, today his red face with the 
sensual, smacking lips, the fat neck above the napkin 
stuck into his waistcoat, and the whole over-fed military 
figure, struck him very disagreeably. Nekhlyudov inv 
luntarily remembered what he knew of the cruelty of this 
man, who, when in command, used to have men flogge® 
and even hanged, without rhyme or reason, simply 
because he was rich and had no need to curry favour. 

“Immediately, Your Excellency,” said Stepan, getting 
a large soup-ladle out of the sideboard, which was dec 
orated with a number of silver vases. And he made @ 
sign with his head to the handsome footman, who began 
at once to arrange the untouched knives and forks a0 
the napkin, elaborately folded, with the embroider 
family crest uppermost, in front of the empty place 
next to Missy. 

Nekhlyudov went round shaking hands with every” 
one, and all, except old Korchagin and the ladies, ToS? 
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when he approached. And this walk round the table, this 
shaking the hands of people, with many of whom he 
never talked, seemed unpleasant and odd. He excused 
himself for being late, and was about to sit down be- 
tween Missy and Katerina Alexeyeyna, but old Korchagin 
insisted that if he would not take a glass of vodka he at 
least must whet his appetite with a bit of something at 
the side-table, on which stood small dishes of lobster, 
Caviare, cheese, and salt herring. Nekhlyudov did not 
realize how hungry he was until he began to eat, and, 
then, having taken some bread and cheese, he went 
On eating with zest. 

“Well, have you succeeded in undermining the bases 
of Society?” asked Kolosov, ironically quoting an ex- 
Pression used by a reactionary newspaper in attacking 
trial by jury. “Acquitted the culprits and condemned the 
Mnocent, eh?” 

“Undermining the bases—undermining the bases,” re- 
Peated Prince Korchagin, laughing. He had a firm faith 
in the wisdom and learning of his liberal friend and 
Companion. 
ont the risk of seeming rude, Nekhlyudov left Kolo- 
on S question unanswered. and, sitting down to his 

raming soup, went on eating. ; 
the Do let him eat,” said Missy, with a smile. She used 
kh] Pronoun as a reminder of her intimacy with Ne- 

yudoy, 
ave aioe Went on in a loud voice and lively manner to 
TA Contents of the article against trial by jury 
Mikh had aroused his indignation. Missy's cousin, 
ail Sergeyevich, endorsed all his statements, and 


rels : : 
p ated the contents of another article in the same 
aper, 


the? looked, as usual, very distinguée, and well, un- 
te Slvely well, dressed. l 
u must be terribly tired and hungry,” she said, 
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after waiting until Nekhlyudov had swallowed what was 
in his mouth. 

“Not particularly. And you? Have you been to look 
at the pictures?” he asked. 

“No, we put that off. We have been playing tennis at 
the Salamatovs’. It is quite true, Mr. Crooks plays re- 
markably well.” 

Nekhlyudov had come here in order to distract his 
thoughts, for he used to like being in this house, both 
because its refined luxury had a pleasant effect on him 
and because of the atmosphere of tender flattery that 
unobtrusively surrounded him. But, strange to say, today 
everything in the house was repulsive to him—every- 
thing: beginning with the door-keeper, the broad stair- 
case, the flowers, the footman, the table decorations, UP 
to Missy herself, who today seemed unattractive and af- 
fected. Kolosov’s self-assured, trivial tone of liberalism 
was unpleasant; as was also the sensual, self-satisfied, 
bull-like appearance of old Korchagin, and the French 
phrases of Katerina Alexeyevna, the Slavophil. The con- 
strained looks of the governess and the student were un- 
pleasant too, but the most unpleasant of all was the pro- 
noun “him” that Missy had used. Nekhlyudov had long 
been wavering between two ways of regarding Missy; 
sometimes he looked at her as if by moonlight and could 
see in her nothing but what was beautiful: then she ap- 
peared fresh and beautiful and clever and unaffected; 
then suddenly, as if the bright sun shone on her, he saw 
her defects and could not help seeing them. This was 
such a day for him. Today he saw all the wrinkles of her 
face, saw the way her hair was crimped, the sharpness 0 
her elbows, and, especially, how large her thumb-nail 
was and how like her father’s. 

“Tennis is a dull game,” said Kolosov; “we used to 
play lapta when we were children. That was much more 
amusing.” 
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f “Oh no, you have never tried it; it's awfully interest- 
ing,” said Missy, laying, it seemed to Nekhlyudov, a very 
affected stress on the word “awfully.” 

Then a discussion arose in which Mikhail Sergeyevich, 
Katerina Alexeyevna, and all took part, except the gov- 
erness, the student, and the children, who sat silent and 
wearied. 

“Oh, these everlasting disputes!” said old Korchagin, 
laughing, and he pulled the napkin out of his waistcoat, 
noisily pushed back his chair (which the footman in- 
stantly caught hold of) and left the table. 

Everybody rose after him, and went up to another 
table on which, in bowls, stood glasses of warm scented 
water. They rinsed their mouths; then resumed the con- 
versation, interesting to no one. 
_ “Don’t you think so?” said Missy to Nekhlyudoy, call- 
ing for a confirmation of the statement that nothing 
Shows up a man’s character like a game. She noticed that 
Preoccupied and, as it seemed to her, dissatisfied look 
which she feared, and she wanted to find out what had 
Caused it. 

“Really I can’t say; I h 
Nekhlyudov ae | 

“Will you come to Mamma?” asked Missy. 

“Yes, yes,” he said, in a tone which plainly showed 
that he did not want to go, and took out a cigarette. 

She looked at him in silence questioningly, and he 
felt ashamed. “To come into a house, and give the people 
the dumps,” he thought about himself; then, trying to be 
amiable, said that he would go with pleasure if the Prin- 


cess would admit him. 
“Oh yes! Mamma will be pleased. You may smoke 
there; Ivan I ich is also there.” 
; vanovich is also z ; 
The mistress of the house, Princess Sophia Vasilyevna, 
was a recumbent lady. It was the eighth year that, when 
Visitors were present, she lay dressed in lace and rib- 


ave never thought about it,” 
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bons, surrounded with velvet, gilding, ivory, bronze, 
lacquer, and flowers, never going out, and only receiving, 
as she put it, intimate friends, namely, those who accord- 
ing to her idea stood out from the common herd. 

Nekhlyudov was admitted into the number of these 
friends because he was considered clever, because his 
mother had been an intimate friend of the family, and 
because it was desirable that Missy should marry him. 

Sophia Vasilyevna’s room lay beyond the large and 
the small drawing-rooms. In the large drawing-room, 
Missy, who was in front of Nekhlyudov, stopped reso- 
lutely, and taking hold of the back of a small gilt chair, 
faced him. 

Missy was very anxious to get married, and as he was 
a suitable match and she also liked him, she had accus- 
tomed herself to the thought that he should be hers 
(not she his). She pursued her aim with that unconscious 
yet obstinate cunning often observable in the mentally 
diseased, and now began talking to him in order to get 
him to explain his intentions. 

“I see something has happened,” she said. “Tell me, 
what is the matter with you?” 

He remembered the meeting in the Law Courts, and 
frowned and blushed. 

“Yes, something has happened,” he said, wishing to 
be truthful; “a very unusual and serious event.” 

“What is it, then? Can you not tell me what it is?” 

“Not now. Please do not ask me to tell you. I have 
not yet had time fully to consider it,’ and he blushed 
still more. i 

“And so you will not tell me?” A muscle twitched in 
her face and she pushed back the chair she was holding. 

“No, I cannot,” he answered, feeling that these words 
were also an answer to himself acknowledging that, in 
reality, something very important had happened to him. 

“Well, then, come!” 
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She shook her head as if to expel useless thoughts, and 
Went on in front of him with a quicker step than usual. 
_ He fancied that her mouth was unnaturally compressed 
es Order to keep back tears. He was ashamed of 
Naving hurt her, and yet he knew that the least weak- 
ness on his Part would mean disaster, that is, would bind 
him to her. And today he feared this more than anything, 
and he followed her silently to the Princess’s boudoir. 


* XXVII * 


_ Princess Sophia Vasilyevna, Missy’s mother, had fin- 
ished her very elaborate and nourishing dinner. (She 
always had it alone, so that no one should see her per- 
°rming this unpoetical function.) By her couch stood 
4 small table with her coffee, and she was smoking a 
Pachitos. Princess Sophia Vasilyevna was a long, thin 
Woman, with dark hair, large black eyes, and long teeth, 
and still pretended to be young. 

Her intimacy with the doctor was getting talked about. 

ekhlyudoy had known of that for some time; but when 
he Saw the doctor sitting by her couch, his oily, glisten- 
'ng beard Parted in the middle, he not only remembered 
the Tumours about them, but felt greatly disgusted. . 

By the table, on a low, soft, easy chair next to Sophia 
Vasilyevna, set Kolosov stirring his coffee. A glass of 
"dueur stood on the table. 

Missy came in with Nekhlyudov, but did not stay. 

“When Mamma gets tired of you and drives you away, 
Nien come to me,” she said, turning to Kolosov and 
Nekhlyudoy, and speaking as if nothing had occurred; 
and she went away, smiling merrily and stepping noise- 
lessly on the thick carpet. O 

“How do you do, dear friend? Sit down and talk,” said 
Princess Sophia Vasilyevna, with her artificial and in- 
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sincere-looking but very natural smile, showing her fine, 
long teeth—a splendid imitation of what her own had 
once been. “I hear that you have come from the Law 
Courts very much depressed. I think it must be very 
trying to a person with a heart,” she added in French. 

“Yes, that is so,” said Nekhlyudov. “One often feels 
one’s own de...; one feels one has no right to judge.’ 

“Comme c’est vrai,” she cried, as if struck by the truth 
of this remark. She was in the habit of artfully flattering 
all those with whom she conversed. 

“Well, and what of your picture? It does interest me 
so. If I were not such a sad invalid, I should have been 
to see it long ago,” she said. 

“I have quite given it up,” Nekhlyudov replied dryly. 
The falseness of her flattery seemed as evident to him 
today as her age, which she was trying to conceal, and 
he could not put himself into the right state to behave 
politely. 

“Oh, that is a pity!... Why, he has a real talent for 
art; I have it from Repin’s own lips,” she added, turning 
to Kolosov. 

“Why is it she is not ashamed of lying so?” Nekhlyu- 
dov thought, and frowned. 

When she had convinced herself that Nekhlyudov was 
in a bad temper and that one could not entice him into 
an agreeable and clever conversation, Sophia Vasilyevna 
turned to Kolosov, asking his opinion of a new play. She 
asked it in a tone as if Kolosov’s opinion would decide 
all doubts, and each word of this opinion be worthy of 
being immortalized. Kolosov found fault both with the 
play and its author, and that led him to express his views 
on art. Princess Sophia Vasilyevna, while trying to defend 
the play, seemed at the same time impressed by the truth 
of his arguments, either giving in at once, or at least 
modifying her opinion. Nekhlyudov looked and listened, 
but neither saw nor heard what was going on before him. 
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mes now to Sophia Vasilyevna, now to Kolosov, 
thin : n noticed that neither he nor she cared any- 
talked ii oni the play or each other, and that if they 
the tical san Oe to gratify the physical desire to move 
a mee the throat and tongue after having eaten; 
was a lice olosov, having drunk vodka, wine, and liqueur, 
Selda ittle tipsy—not tipsy like the peasants, who drink 
ane m, but like people to whom drinking wine has be- 
+ a a habit. He did not reel about or talk nonsense, but 
Safle In a state that was not normal: excited and self- 
7 ed. Nekhlyudov also noticed that during the con- 
ersation Princess Sophia Vasilyevna kept glancing un- 
easily’ at the window, through which a slanting ray of 
Sunshine, which might vividly light up her aged face, was 
ginning to creep towards her. : 
How true,” she said, in reference to some remark of 
Kolosov’s, touching the button of an electric bell by the 
Side of her couch. 

The doctor rose, and, like one who is at home, left the 
room without saying anything. Sophia Vasilyevna fol- 
p ed him with her eyes, and continued the conversa- 

ion. 

_ “Please, Philip, draw these curtains,” she said, point- 
ing to the window, when the handsome footman came in 
answer to the bell. 

N “No; whatever you may say, there is some mysticism 
in him; without mysticism there can be no poetry,” she 
Said, one of her black eyes angrily following the foot- 
man’s movements as he was drawing the curtains. 

“Without poetry, mysticism is superstition; without 
Mysticism, poetry is—prose,” she pursued, with a sor- 
Towful smile, still not losing sight of the footman and the 
Curtains, . 

“Philip, not that curtain; the one at the large window,” 
she exclaimed in a suffering tone. Sophia Vasilyevna was 
evidently pitying herself for having to make the effort of 
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sincere-looking but very natural smile, showing her sot 
long teeth—a splendid imitation of what her own ree 
once been. “I hear that you have come from the a 
Courts very much depressed. I think it must sll 
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Listening now to Sophia Vasilyevna, now to Kolosov, 
Nekhlyudov noticed that neither he nor she cared any- 
thing about the play or each other, and that if they 
a it was only to gratify the physical desire to move 
a T of the throat and tongue after having eaten; 
Pa n Kolosov, having drunk vodka, wine, and liqueur, 
so ittle tipsy—not tipsy like the peasants, who drink 
eee like people to whom drinking wine has be- 

© War i AES did not reel about or talk nonsense, but 
satisfied ea that was not normal: excited and self- 
versation Pri yudov also noticed that during the con- 
easily at D Sophia Vasilyevna kept glancing un- 
sunshine, a Cue danona h a A a slanting Tay of 
beginnin è ght ; vidly light up her aged face, was 
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en true,” she said, in reference to some remark of 

‘O/0SOv's, touching the button of an electric bell by the 
Side of her couch. 
= The doctor rose, and, like one who is at home, left the 
1 om without saying anything. Sophia Vasilyevna fol- 
a him with her eyes, and continued the conversa- 

fi: 

, “Please, Philip, draw these curtains,” she said, point- 
ing to the window, when the handsome footman came in 
answer to the bell. 

å “No; whatever you may say, there is some mysticism 
in him; without mysticism there can be no poetry,” she 
Said, one of her black eyes angrily following the foot- 
man’s movements as he was drawing the curtains. 

“Without poetry, mysticism is superstition; without 
Mysticism, poetry is—prose,” she pursued, with a sor- 
rowful smile, still not losing sight of the footman and the 
Curtains. 

“Philip, not that curtai 
She exclaimed in a suffering tone. Sophia 
evidently pitying herself for having to ma 


n; the one at the large window,” 
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always in 800d spirits, Well, are 
to disperse your 
Nekhlyudoy f; 


you coming? We’ll try 
Mauvaise humeur.” ; 
elt as a horse must feel when it is being 
e it submit to having the bit put in its 
™essed, and today he felt less than ever 
ll. 


e excused himself, Saying he had to be at home, and 
began taking leave. Missy kept his hand longer than 
usual. 

“Remember that what is important to you is important 
She said. “Are you coming tomorrow? 
Probably not,” said Nekhlyudov; and feeling ashamed, 
without knowing n her account or his own, 
he blushed and we 

“What is it? 


* said Katerina 


e,” Missy was going 
own with a face from 
ery different face from 
d at him. Even to Kate- 
z not make so vulgar a pun, 
said, “We all have our good and our bad 


e, too, will q 
him.” S happened jt 


x “Ts it Possible that h 
a 


€ceive?” she thought; 
Would be very bad of 

If Missy had haq A 
all that has hapo q Plain What sh 


i € could have 
e knew ¢ 
pes but ha hat he h 


© meant by “after 
said nothing defi- 
not only excited her 
r a promise, No definite 
—only looks and smiles 
e Onsidereq him as her own, and 
ould p very harq 
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* XXVIII * 


“Shameful and horrid, horrid and shameful!” Nekhlyu- 
dov kept saying to himself, as he walked home along the 
familiar streets. The depression he had felt whilst speak- 
ing to Missy would not leave him. He felt that, looking at 
it externally, as it were, he was in the right, for he had 
never said anything to her that could be considered bind- 
‘ng, never made her an offer; but he knew that in reality 
he had bound himself to her, had raised her hopes. And 
yet today he felt with his whole being that he could not 
Marry her. 

“Shameful and horrid, horrid and shameful!” he re- 
Peated to himself, not only about his relations with 
Missy, but about everything. “Everything is horrid and 
Shameful,” he muttered, as he stepped into the porch of 
his house. 

“Tam not going to have any supper,” he said to his 
Man-servant Kornei, who followed him into the dining- 
room, where the cloth was laid for supper and tea. “You 
May go.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Kornei, yet he did not go, but began 
Clearing the supper off the table. Nekhlyudov looked at 
Kornei with a feeling of ill-will. He wished to be left 
alone, and it seemed to him that everybody was bother- 
ing him in order to spite him. When Kornei had gone 
away with the supper things Nekhlyudov went up to the 
Samovar and was going to make himself some tea, ie 

faring Agrafena Petrovna’s footsteps, he went hurrie : 
ly into the drawing-room so as not to be seen by her, an 
Shut the door after him. It was in this room his mother 

ad died three months before. On entering the ae 
Which two lamps with reflectors were burning, one lig a 
ng up his father’s portrait and the other his ene a : 
„membered what his last relations with his mot - a 

een, And they also seemed unnatural and disgusting. 
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; ja 
OW was he to break off his relations ny e 
Vasilyevna and her husband in such a way as to be 
to look him 


and his children in the eyes? How oT 
gle himself fro; Ow escape the contradictio 


m Missy? H ee 
t holding land was unjust and his re 

tention of the land inherited 

for his gj i Katyusha? 

not be left i 


ard labour in Siberia. She 


eserved hard labour, Atone for a auray 
ad he not then, when he gave her 
he w i 


for his fault? 
Y recalled to mi 


me horror and disgust he had en 
$ > dear! oh, ear! ho 'Sgusting,” he cried ou 
aloud, as he ha done then, « nly a Scoundrel, a knave, 
Could do sy a thing. And I~] am that knave, that 
Scoundrel!» went on aloud, “But is it possible?” —he 
Stopped anq stood Still—“is if Possible that I am really 
a scoundrel. Well, who but I? py 
“And then, is this t 


© answered himself. 
he only thing?” he Went on convicting 


hi “ 
ee Ad not my conduct towards Maria Vasilyevna 
A ee base and disgusting? And my attitude 
fil, on th oney? To use riches, considered by me unlaw- 
mother? re plea that they were supplied to me by my 
my fond nd the whole of my idle, detestable life? And 
anda s uct towards Katyusha to crown all? A knave 
decern eN Let them judge me as they like; I could 
Aaa hem, but myself I cannot deceive.” f 

lately , suddenly, he understood that the aversion he had 
vine and particularly today, felt for everybody—the 
was » and Sophia Vasilyevna, and Kornel, and Missy— 
a. aversion for himself. And strange to say, 1n this 
thou wledgement of his baseness there was something 
gh painful yet joyful and quieting. 
Wh ore than once in Nekhlyudov’s life there had been 
oi T he called a “cleansing of the soul.” By cleansing 
a e soul he meant a state of mind in which, after a 
ng period of sluggish inner life, a total cessation of its 
activity, he began to clear out all the rubbish that had 

accumulated in his soul and caused this cessation. 
After such an awakening, Nekhlyudov always made 
Some rules for himself which he meant to follow for ever 
after, wrote his diary, and began afresh a life which he 
hoped never to change again. “Turning over a new leaf,” 
he called it to himself in English. But each time the temp- 
tations of the world entrapped him, and without noticing 
it he fell again, often lower than before. 
He had thus several times in his life raised and 
Cleansed himself. The first time this happened was dur- 
ing the summer he spent with his aunts; that was his 
Most vital and rapturous awakening, and its effects had 
lasted some time. Another awakening was when he left 
the civil service and joined the army at war-time, ready 
to sacrifice his life. But here the choking-up process was 
soon accomplished. Then an awakening came when he 
left the army and went abroad, devoting himself to art. 
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From that time until now a lon 
without any cleansing, and therefor, 
the demands of his conscie 


as Come of jt?” whispered a 
voice of the tempter within, “What is the use of se ts 
any more? Are yoy the only One?—all are alike, S 
life,” whispered the voice, 


A Shall tell M 
am a profligate and 


cannot marry her, and have only 
uselessly Upset her, aria Vasilyevna.... 
i er. I shall tell her husband 
» have been deceiving ne 
f the inheritance in such a way ie 
acknowledge the truth, I shall tel her, Katyusha, t 
nd ha 


ve sinned against her, and wi 
n to ease her lot. Yes, Į will see her, and as 
her to forgive me, , 


& her. Pardon, as children do.” |., He 
ri necessary,” 


d his han 


eone: “Lord, help a 
> Come, enter Within me, and Purify me of al 
this abomination.» 


He prayed, asking God to help him, to enter into him 
and cleanse him; and what he was praying for had hap- 
Pened already; the God within him had awakened in 
his Consciousness. He felt himself one with Him, and 
erstore felt not only the freedom, fulness and joy of 
ri but all the power of righteousness. All, all the best 

at aman can do, he felt capable of doing. 

His eyes filled with tears as he was saying all this to 
himself; good and bad tears: good because they were 
tears of joy at the awakening of the spiritual being with- 
in him, the being that had been asleep all these years, 
and bad tears because they were also tears of tender- 
ness to himself at his own goodness. 

He felt hot, and went to the window and opened it. 
The window faced the garden. It was a moonlit, quiet, 
fresh night; something rattled past, and then all was 
Still. The shadow of a tall poplar fell on the ground just 
Opposite the window, and all the intricate pattern of 
its bare branches was clearly defined on the clean-swept 
gravel, To the left the roof of a coach-house shone white 
in the moonlight—in front the black shadow of the gar- 
den wall was visible through the tangled branches of 
the trees, Nekhlyudov gazed at the roof, the moonlit gar- 
den, and the shadows of the poplar, and drank in the 

resh, invigorating air. : 

“How delightful, how delightful; oh God, how delight- 
ful!” he said, meaning that which was going on in his 
soul, 


* XXIX * 


Maslova only reached her cell at six in the evening, 
med as she was to 


tired and footsore, having, unaccusto 
i r ny road that day. 


Walking, gone ten miles on the sto. 
She was crushed by the unexpectedly severe sentence 


and tormented by hunger. 
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: ii 
i trial, when the so 
i he first interval of the ial, i 
Mod eating bread and hard-boiled eggs yae. 
: lized she was , 

outh watered and she real e i 
“a een it beneath her dignity to beg of then 
Three hours later the desire to 


e wanted Only one thi 
he was in this state 


when Boch 
were led into the sam 


Bochkova began at Once 
“convict.” 


ng now—to smoke. 
kova and Kartinkin 


you? 
Out be aea What you have deserved, that you've got. 

Basta an you l give up your finery, no fear!” 
geere ka = motionless with her hands inside her 
at the ‘ee her head and looking in front of her 
So don't y floor. She only said: “J don’t bother you, 
she ed og bother me.... I don’t bother you, do 1?” 
a Pe pa several times, and was silent again. She 
kidawa ss up a little when Bochkova and Kartinkin were 

hee y and an attendant brought her three rubles. 
inii you Maslova?” he asked. “Here you are; a lady 

“A ae he said, giving her the money. 

«y ady—what lady?” 

This just take it. I’m not going to talk to you.” 
Ke phe money was sent py Kitayeva, the prothel-keeper. 
with San leaving the Court she turned to the usher 
little b question whether she might give Maslova a 
missio oney. The usher said she might. Having got per- 
fora A she removed the three-buttoned suède kid glove 
folds Ei plump white hand, brought out of the back 
ita “hon her silk skirt an elegant purse, and took out of 
tne undle of coupons just cut from some interest-bear- 
one papers she had earned in her establishment, chose 
Ene worth two rubles and fifty kopeks, and added two 
the nty and one ten kopek coins, and gave all this to 

usher. The usher called an attendant, and in the 
presence of the donor handed the money to him. 
Blease to giff it accurately,” said Karolina Alber- 


want of confidence, 


and that was why he treated Maslova so prusquely. 
because it could give 


Pe to herself, and all her thoughts ce 
ens to smoke. She so longed for it t 
reathed in the air when the fu 
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the secretary, who 
to go, forgot about 
arguing with one of 
dden by the censor. 


took the money, and 
and did indeed get her the 
Onestly return the change. 

ke on the way, and with her 
craving unsatisfied she contin 


rettes and h 


n shaven, rattling his 
atching his feet in them, Sprang up to her 
and embraced her, 
“What! don’t 


your chum? Come, come; don’t 
shouted he, showing his teeth, and 
hen she Pushed him away. 
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“You : 
as what are you up to?” shouted the in- 
The petro rs coming up from behind. 
si ct shrank back ¢ i 
ee turned on Maslova sii E Tae as 
Sg you here for?” 
a A 
from the toe ae to say she had been brought back 
E to = al but she was so tired that she did 
‘She. has retir 
One of O from the Law Courts, sir,” said 
is cap, oldiers, coming forward with his fingers to 
“Well 
have this hand her over to the chief warder. I won't 
ac this sort of thing.” 
“g a sir.” 
o 
The pre take her in!” shouted th 
Push on ik warder came up, gave Maslova an angry 
for her to “ shoulder, and making a sign with his head 
en’s ward = hy led her into the corridor of the wom- 
ibited WE here she was searched, and as nothing pro- 
cigarette as found on her (she had hidden her box of 
s inside a roll) she was led into the same cell 


she 
had left in the morning. 


e assistant inspector. 


* XX * 
s imprisoned was a 


AN ‘ 
he cell in which Maslova wa 
d sixteen feet broad; 


On, 

it eee twenty-one feet long an 

thirds ne windows and a large, dilapidated stove. Two- 

tiers, Th, the space was taken uP by plank-beds built in 

shrunk e planks they were made of had warped and 

With a. Opposite the door hung a dark-coloured icon 
a wax candle sticking to it and a punch of immor- 


tel 
les hanging down from it. To the left, on a blackened 
stood a stinking tub. 


pa 
Tae of the floor behind the door, 
inspection had taken place, and the women were 


1 
Ocked in for the night. 
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s, in- 
The occupants of this room were fifteen person 

z : 

cluding three children. 


i ite li ly two of the women were 
oe a kee ee hei imprisoned for seta 
eg aye arrested because she had no aye 
Ra wr most of her time in sleep. The consump | 
a aa not asleep, but lay with | a 
a cloak folded under her head, trying to A 
i the phlegm that irritated her throat, so as no 
3 Í a 
i of the other women, most of whom ae ie 
ing on but coarse brown holland chemises, stoo pape 
out of the window at the convicts down in the 


as 
arse canvas sack. This mei 
ailway Watchman, imprisoned for t 
months because she did no 


t come out with the flags = 
ing, and an accident occurre 
ce. She was a short, snub-nosed woman, 
black eyes, kind ha 
n who were Sewing was Fedosia, T 
a young gir], White and rosy, very pretty, with brig a 
child’s eyes, and long, fair Plaits, which she wore twiste 
round her head. Sh 


kept in prison for attempt- 
ing to poison She 
diately after h 


the ej 
bail, ete during which she had been let out on 
ad come to ta only made it up with her husband but 
they were ae him, so that when her trial came on 
husband, her r and soul to one another. Although her 
in-law, who serine and especially her mother- 
Could to get e grown very fond of her, did all they 
labour in Sib er acquitted, she was sentenced to hard 
Sia had her fost. The kind, merry, ever-smiling Fedo- 
So fond of r ank-bed next to Maslova’s, and had grown 
to attend a ey that she took it upon herself as a duty 
ting Without wait on her. Two other women were sit- 
Woman of ab any work on the plank-beds. One was a 
Probably o out forty, with a pale, thin face, who had 
baby at hae as been very handsome. She sat with her 
mitted was th in, white breast. The crime she had com- 
Peasants’ vi at when a conscript was (according to the 
the people iew) unlawfully taken from their village, and 
conscript a the police-officer and released the 
the first 4 e (an aunt of the lad unlawfully taken) was 
Ewas b catch hold of the bridle of the horse on which 
doing cee carried off. The other woman who sat 
With a be ing was a kindly, grey-haired old woman 
and spon back, She sat on the bed behind the stove, 
een ed to catch a fat four-year-old boy who ran 
This bo hay forwards in front of her, laughing gaily. 
cut has ad only a little shirt on and his hair was 
ing, “The As he ran past the old woman he kept repeat- 
This ere, haven’t caught me!” 
She SN woman and her son 
iit ts her imprisonment with 
“old a concerned about her son, 
State oe who she feared wou 
tobe no one to wash for him. 
at one rs these seven women there 
They of the open windows, holding 0: 
were making signs and shoutin, 


were accused of arson. 
perfect cheerfulness, 
and chiefly about her 
Id get into a terrible 


were four standing 


n to the iron bars. 
g to the convicts 
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had met on entering the prison, and baie 
te through the yard. One of these Ton 
an big and heavy, with a flabby body, red ye 
an coe e yellow face, her hands, an 
ruded from her unbuttoned col- 


or finery, Behind her, 
in a very dirt emise, stood a thin, miserable- 
looking, n who was to be tried for con 
cealment of theft. Thi 


istened to the words of abuse 
í n and the ung at each other, re- 
peating them softly, as ig learning them by heart. The 
* A made-up word from khorosha, 800d-looking —Tr, 
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twelf: : 

ceo who paid no attention to what was 
girl, Kite He a a deacon’s daughter, a very tall, stately 
She went s drowned her illegitimate baby in a well. 
The eee barefoot, wearing only a dirty chemise. 
and hung a ort plait of her fair hair had come undone 
up and beg untidily. Looking at no one, she paced 
every ti e free space of the cell, turning abruptly 

ime she came up to the wall. 


* XXXI * 


ie the padiock rattled and the door opened to let 
deacon’s ee the cell, all turned towards her. Even the 
Maslov aughter stopped for a moment and looked at 
pena man lifted brows, but, without saying a word, 
Korabl er energetic striding UP and down. 
and look yova stuck her needle into the brown sacking 
éles, ed questioningly at Maslova through her specta- 
Mee gracious! back again? 
bass you. So you’ve got it?” 
cent like a man’s. 
besid took off her spectacles an 
Side her on the plank-bed. 
it ka here have old Auntie and I been saying, ‘Why, 
hia ay well be they’ll let her 80 free at once.’ That also 
shee they say. Some get a heap of money even, it 
Sin lepends on one’s luck,” the watchman’s wife began, 
i her words. “And just see how it’s turned 
will It seems our guessing Was all wrong. The Lord 
illed otherwise, ducky,” she went on in her pleasant 


tones, 

d ‘Is it possible? Have they sentenced you?” asked Fe- 
si | with tender concern, Jooking at Maslova with her 
ight-blue, childlike eyes; and her bright young face 


changed as if she were going to CTY: 


and I felt sure they'd 
she said in her hoarse 


d put her work down 
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Maslova did not answer, but went on to her place, the 
second from the end, and sat down beside Korablyova. 

“Have you had anything to eat?” said Fedosia, ris- 
ing and coming up to Maslova. 

Maslova gave no reply, but, putting the rolls on the 
bedstead, took off her dusty cloak, and the kerchief off 
her curly black head. 

The old woman who had been playing with the boy 
came up and stood in front of Maslova. “Tk, tek, tek?” 
she clicked with her tongue, shaking her head pityingly. 

The boy also came up with her, and, putting out his 
upper lip, stared with wide-open eyes at the rolls Mas- 
lova had brought. When, after all that had happened to 
her that day, Maslova saw all these sympathetic faces, 
her lips trembled and she felt inclined to cry, but she 
succeeded in restraining herself until the old wo; 
the boy came up. When she hear 
ing of the old woman’s ton 


man and 


ucl » but she took out a ci 55; 
lit it at the lamp, took a p oo 
Maslova, still crying, beg 
bacco smoke, 
“Penal servitude,” sh 
, e i 
smoke, and sobbing, ee ee ee 
Pie ae fear the Lord, the cursed soul-slayers?”” 
mee “Srablyova, “sentencing the lass for nothing.” 


an greedily to inhale the to- 
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Cn pe moment the sound of loud, coarse laughter 
Th e from the women who were still at the window. 
oa little girl also laughed, and her childish treble 
a a with the hoarse and screeching laughter of the 
th rs. One of the convicts outside had done something 
at produced this effect on the onlookers. 
Pat: see the shaved hound, what he’s doing,” said 
l red-haired woman, her whole fat body shaking with 
aughter; and leaning against the grating she shouted 
Meaningless obscene words. 
“gee the fat fright’s cackling. What is she laughing 
at?” said Korablyova, and again turned to Maslova: 
How many years?” she asked. 
Four,” said Maslova, and the tears ran down her 
Sheele in such profusion that one fell on the cigarette. 
he crumpled it up angrily and took another. 
‘Though the watchman’s wife did not smoke, she 
Paed up the cigarette Maslova had thrown away and 
egan straightening it out, talking unceasingly. 

There, now, ducky, so it’s true,” she said. “Truth’s 
gone to the dogs and they do what they please, and here 
We were guessing that you'd g0 free. Korablyova says: 
She’ll go free.’ ‘No,’ says I. ‘No, dear, my heart tells me 
they'll give it her,’ says I. And so it’s turned out,” she 
Went on, evidently listening with pleasure to her own 
Voice, 

The women who had been standing by the window 
now also came up to Maslova, the convicts who had 
amused them having gone away. The first to come up 
Were the bulgy-eyed woman imprisoned for illicit trade 
spirits, and her little girl. , 

_ “Why such a hard sentence?” asked the woman, sit- 
ting down by Maslova and knitting fast. , i 

“Why so hard? Because there’s no money. That’s why! 
Had there been money, and a good lawyer been hired 
that’s up to their tricks, they’d have acquitted her, no 
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fear,” said Korablyova. “There’s what’s-his-name—that 
hairy one with the long nose. He'd bring you out clean 
from pitch, mum, he would. Ah, if we'd only had him? 

“Him, indeed,” said Khoroshavka, grinning and sit- 
ting down near them. “Why, he wouldn’t spit at you for 
less than a thousand rubles.” 

“Seems you've been born u 
terrupted the old woman imprisoned for arson. “Only 
think: to entice the lad’s wife, and to lock him up to feed 
vermin, and me too, in my old days—” she began to 
re-tell her story for the hundredth time, “If it isn’t the 
beggar’s staff, it’s the prison. Yes, the beggar’s staff and 
the prison don’t wait for an invitati 


on!” 
“Ah, it seems that’s the Way with all of them,” 
the spirit-trader; and looking at her little girl’ 


s head she 
put down her knitting, drew the child between her knees, 
and began to search her`head with deft fingers, “ ‘Why 
do you sell spirits» indeed,” 


she went on, “Why?—but 
ildren on?” 


nder an unlucky star,” in- 


said 


“All right, fork Out,” said Korablyova, 
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, Maslova got out the money, 
In a roll, and Passed th 


which she had also hidden 
lyova, though sh 


on to Korablyova, Korab- 
ad, accepted it, trusting to 
ything, and who said that 
WO rubles fift ks, and 
P to the ventil ao 


oe the dust out of her cloak and kerchief, got up on 
“q edstead, and began eating a roll. 

fro kept your tea for you,” said Fedosia, getting down 

cq. 4 a Shelf a mug and a tin tea-pot wrapped in a rag, 


ob afraid it’s quite cold.” dnt 
of tea, Phar Nien quite cold, and tasted mote Ot Hin WAR 
with her an ova filled the mug and began drinking ìt 
„g nashka, here you are,” she said, breaking off a bit 
er — and giving it to the boy, who stood looking at 
Cate ne Meanwhile Korablyova handed the flask of 
her a and a mug to Maslova, who offered some to 
ered nd to Khoroshavka. These prisoners were consid- 
io the aristocracy of the cell because the 
Bho and they shared what they possesse 
ers, 

In a few minutes Maslova brightened up and related 
With vivacity what had happened at the Court, mimick- 
ing the public prosecutor, and describing what had 
Struck her most, namely, how all the men had followed 
her about. In the Court they all looked at her, she said, 
and kept coming into the prisoners’ room while she was 
there, 

“One of the guard even says: ‘It’s all to look at you 
that they come.’ One would come in, ‘Where is such a 
paper? or something; but I see it is not the paper he 
Wants, he just devours me with his eyes,” she said, shak- 
ng her head. “Regular artists.” 

“Yes, that’s so,” flowed the musical tones of the 


watchman’s wife; “they're like flies after sugar. They can 
do without anything else, but the likes of them will go 
that!” 


Without bread sooner than miss 

“And here, too,” Maslova interrupted her, 
thing. Hardly had they brought me 
a gang from the railway. They pestere 
know how to rid myself of them. Thank 


of 


y had some 
d with 
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—he turned them off. One bothered so, I hardly got 
NAW hats he like?” asked Khoroshavka. 
“Dark; with moustaches.” 
“It must be him.” 
“Him—who?” 
“Why, Shcheglov; him as has 
“Who is Shcheglov?” 


“What, she don’t know Shcheglov! Why, he ran away 
twice from Siberia, Now they’ve got him, but he’ll run 
away again. The warders themselves are afraid of him,” 
said-Khoroshavka, who managed to exchange notes with 
the male prisoners and knew all that went on in the 
prison. “He'll run away, that’s flat.” 

“Well, if he does get away he won't take us with him,” 
said Korablyova, turning to Maslova. “But you’d better 
tell us now what the ad 


vocate says about petitioning. 
Now’s the time to hand it in.” 


Maslova replied that she knew nothing about it, 

At that moment the red-hairec 
“aristocracy” with both freckled hands in her thick hair, 
Scratching her head with her n 

“TIl tell you all about it, Katerina,” she began. “First 
and foremost, you'll have to write down you're dissatis- 
fied with the sentence, then give notice to the procu- 
reur.” 


just gone by.” 


“What do you want here?” 
“smell the vodka, do you? Yo 
We know what to do without y 

“No one’s Speaking to you; 
nose in for?” 

“Its vodka 3 ? iggli 
ae Ads want; that’s why you come wriggling 


“Well, give her some,” 
sha 


said Maslova, always ready to 
aie anything she Possessed with anybody. 
TIl give her Something 


mw 


said Korablyova angrily; 
ur chatter’s not wanted. 


what do you stick your 
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“Come on, then,” said the red-haired one, advancing 
towards Korablyova. “Think I'm afraid of the likes of 
you?” 

“Convict fright.” 

“That’s her as says it.” 

“Slut!” 

n “I? A slut? Convict! Murderess!” screamed the red- 
aired one. ; 

“Go away, I tell you,” said Korablyova formidably, se 
the red-haired one came nearer, and Korablyova are to 
her in the chest. The red-haired woman seemed ane 
have waited for this, and- with a sudden mova o 
Caught hold of Korablyova’s hair with one hand an ized 
the other tried to strike her in the face. Cee the 
this hand, and Maslova and Sareea pote 
red-haired woman by her arms, trying to pl on to 
but she let go the old woman’s hair for an aE ee she 
twist it round her fist again. Korablyova, ae nd tried 
bent to one side, dealt out blows with one te teeth 
to catch the red-haired woman's hand rn ereat DE 
While the rest of the women crowded “he consumptive 
and trying to separate the fighters; even k iia the fight. 
One came up and stood coughing and se ae noise 
The children cried and huddled togethe The fighting 
brought the woman warder and a gor out the 
Women were separated, and Korablyova, ed-haired one, 
bits of torn hair from her head, and ithe 5 ellow breast, 
holding her torn chemise together over her y 


began to complain loudly. : a. TI} tell the 

“I know, i's all the vodka, Wa a a eel it? 
inspector tomorrow: he'll give it W be the worse for 
Mind, get it all out of the way, OF it 


i ur dis- 
you,” said the warder. “We've no time to settle yo 


Putes. Get to your places and be quiet. d. For a long time 
But quiet was not soon re-established. 


ini to one an- 
the women went on disputing and explaining 
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other whose fault it all was. At last the warder and the 
jailer left the cell, the women grew quieter and _— 
going to bed, and the old woman went to the icon an 
commenced praying. 

“The two jail-birds have met,” the red-haired woman 
suddenly called out in a hoarse voice from the plank- 


beds at the other end of the room, accompanying every 
word with frightfully vile abuse. 


“Mind you don’t get it again,” 
also adding words of abuse, and bo 
“Tf Pd not been stopped I’d have 
eyes out,” again began the red-haire 
of the same kind did not fail to foll 
Then again a short interval and 
intervals became longer and longe: 
quiet. All the rest were in bed, and 
but the old woman, who alw 
went on bowing before the ico; 
ter, who had got up after the 
and down the room again. 
Maslova kept thinkin 
condemned to hard labo 


Korablyova replied, 
th were quiet again. 
pulled your damned 
d one, and an answer 
ow from Korablyova. 
more abuse. But the 
r, and at last all was 
some began fo snore; 
ays prayed a long time, 
n, and the deacon’s daugh- 
warder left, was pacing up 


“There, now,” 
would have thoug 
ing for it.” 

“Never mind, lass, People manage to live in Siberia. 
As for you, you'll not be lost there either,” Korablyova 
said, trying 

“I know 

want—I, 


Said Maslova 


» in a low voice; “who 
ht it? See wha 


t others do and get noth- 


‘Ah, ¢ t go against God 
a sigh. “One can’t, my dear,” 
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oW, granny. Still, it’s hard.” 
wey were silent for a while. 
dak you hear that baggage?” 
St Maslova’s attention to a strang 
i ng from the other end of the room. , 
ag ra the smothered sobbing of the red-haired wom- 
wen e red-haired woman was crying because she had 
ed 5 abused and had not got any of the vodka she want- 
Ui s badly; also because she remembered how all her 
a be nad been abused, mocked at, offended, and beat- 
her ie to comfort herself she brought pack to mind 
hae “hes for the factory workman, Fedka Molodenkov, 
Jove ‘ae love, but then she remembered too how that 
re ad ended. This Molodenkov, being drunk one day, 
whiles smeared her with vitriol on a tender part, and 
vib she writhed in pain he and his companions roared 
ihi r laughter; Remembering this she pitied herself, and, 
S inking no one heard her, began to cry as children cry, 
niffling with her nose and swallowing the salt tears. 
SI m sorry for her,” said Maslova. 
sh Of course, one’s sorry,” said Korablyova, “but she 
ouldn’t come bothering.” 


whispered Korablyova, 
e sound pro- 


* XXXII * 


y awoke conscious that 
n before he re- 
ething im- 


8 The next morning Nekhlyudo 
Omething had happened to him, and eve 
Membered what it was, he knew it to be som 
Portant and good. 
tet atyusha—the trial!” 
the whole truth. , 
By a strange coincidence, On that very morning he re- 
Ceived the long-expected letter from Maria Vasilyevna, 
the wife of the Maréchal de noblesse—the very letter he 
Particularly needed. She gave him full freedom, and 
Wished him happiness in his intended marriage. 


Yes, he must stop lying and 
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“Marriage!” he repeated, with irony. “How far I am 
from all that at present.” 

-And he remembered the intentions he had formed the 
day before: to tell the husband everything, to make a 
clean breast of it, and express his readine 
any kind of satisfaction. But today all thi 
SO easy as on the day before. And 


a man unhappy by telling him what he does not know? 
Yes, if he came and asked he would tell him all, but to 
80 purposely and tell—no! that was unnecessary. 

And telling the whole truth to Missy seemed just as 
difficult this morning. Again he could not begin to speak 
Without offence. As in many worldly affairs, something 
had to remain unexpressed. Only one thing he was firm 
On: not to visit there, and to tell the truth if asked. 

But in connection with Katyusha nothing was to re- 
main unspoken. 

“I will go to the 
and ask her to for 


ss to give him 
s did not seem 
then, too, why make 


ything 


give me. And if need be ... yes, if 


"he thought, 
al grounds, he was ready to 
er, again made him feel very 
tender towards himself, 


duri 

ie rs. mother's lifetime, and when Natasha comes 

Pad Ar about everything.” Natasha was Nekh- 

oo Petrovna shook her head. “See to the things? 
“No al l be required again,” she said. 

won't be ey won t, Agrafena Petrovna; I assure you they 

the i era ey said Nekhlyudov, in answer to what 

Kornei ee of her head expressed. “Please, also, tell 

have ar I will pay him two months’ wages, but shall 
a further need of him.” 

of ir aE Dmitry Ivanovich, that you should think 

you'll = his, she said. “Supposing you do go abroad, 
lode ill require a place of residence again.” 

an Hed mistaken in your thoughts, Agrafena Pet- 

besin Shi not going abroad. If I go anywhere it will 

řed, a ite another direction.” He suddenly blushed very 

body a I must tell her,” he thought; “no hiding; every- 
dy must be told.” 

PR strange and important thing happened to me 

Katyu ay. Do you remember my Aunt Maria Ivanovna’s 
e sha? 
ae yes. Why, I taught her to sew.” 

me ell, yesterday this Katyusha was 
~~ was on the jury.” 

tone Lord! What a pity!” cried Agrafena Petrovna. 
Vhat was she being tried for?” 

Murder; and it is all my doing 


tried in the Court, 


Id it be all your doing?” 


said Agrafena Petrovna, with a flash in her old eyes. 
She knew of the affair with Katyusha. 

al Yes, I am the cause of it all; and it is this that has 
tered all my plans.” 

pa difference can it make to you?” said Agrafena 
trovna, repressing a smile. 

Sn This difference: that I, being 

that path, must do all I can to help her.” 


the cause of her getting 
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“That is just mr gt enon nora 
nite 1r tie it all gets smoothed 
ee poe naia die said seriously and severely. 
“Why should you place it to your account? There = T 
need. I had heard she had strayed from the right path. 
Well, whose fault is it?” , 

“Mine! That’s why I want to put it right.’ 

“It is hard to put right.” 

“That is my business. But if you are thinking abont 
yourself, then I will tell you that, as my mother ex 
pressed the wish—” 

“I am not thinkin 
tifully treated by y 
-Lizanka” (her 


& about myself, I have been so ont 
our dear mother that I desire nothing. 


oer inviting me 
married niece) “has been inviting ? 
o her when I am 


Y you should take this so to heart; it hap- 
pens to everybody,” 


“Well, I do not think so. And I still beg that — 
help me to let this house and will put away the thing, ; 
And please do not be angry with me. I am very, very 
grateful to you for all you have done,” dov 

And strangely enough, from the moment Nekhlyu 
Tecognized that it was he who was so bad and disgus a 
ing, others were no longer disgusting to him; on the pn 
trary, he felt a kindly respect for Agrafena Petrovna an 
or Kornei, 

He would have liked to go and confess to Kornei also, 
but Kornei’s manner was so insinuatingly deferential 
that he had not the resolution to do it. 

On the Way to the Law Courts, Passing along the same 
Streets with the Same izvozchik as the day before, he 
was surprised to ifferent a being. 


feel himself so d 
nly yesterday seemed 


The Marriage with Missy, which o 
SO probable, appeared ssible now. The day 
hoose and he had no 


quite impo 
before, he felt it was for him toc 
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Tee of her being happy to marry him; today he felt 
<a unworthy not only of marrying but even of being 
notki mate terms with her. “If she only knew what I am, 
teres E would induce her to receive me. And only yes- 
that a finding fault with her for her flirtation with 
canis — But no, even if she would have me, how 
thani e at peace, not to say happy, knowing that the 
mt in prison and today or tomorrow may be trans- 
hes as to Siberia. That woman, ruined by me, will be on 
Hens ay to penal servitude, while I receive congratula- 
pace pay calls with my young wife; Or, with the 
céived al de noblesse (whom I have shamefully de- 
en it count votes at the meetings for and against the 
it 3 sals of the local school inspection, etc., and follow 
houh = clandestine visit to his 
mii oe t!); or continue to 
slr never get finished, 
Aow time on such things. I can do nothi f the kind 
.’ he continued, rejoicing 


within himself. 
The first thing now is to see the advocate and find 


onk his decision, and then ... then go and see her, the 

onvict of yesterday, and tell her everything.” 

Piiri when he pictured to himself how he would see 

rak tell her all, confess his sin to her, and tell her 
e would do all in his power to atone for it and 

would marry her, a special feeling of elation seized him, 

and tears came into his eyes- 


* XXXIV * 


Nekhlyudov met the 
and asked him where 
were kept, and to 
to visit them. The 


On coming into the Law Courts, 
a of yesterday in the corridor, 
he prisoners who had been sentenced 
whom one had to apply for permission 
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usher told him that the condemned prisoners were a 
in different places, and that, until they received thei 


sentence in its final form, permission to visit them de- 
pended on the procureur., 


“TIl come and call 
take you to the procu 


Nekhlyudoy thanked th 


e usher (who today seemed to 
him much to be pitied 


) for his kindness, and went to the 
jurymen’s room, 
As he approached the room the other jurymen were 
just leaving i 


any unpleasant feelings in Nekhlyudoy by his familiarity 
and loud laughter, 

Nekhlyudov would have liked to tell all the jurymen 
about his relations to yesterday's prisoner. “By rights, 
he thought, “I Ought to have got up yesterday during the 
trial and dis But when he entered the 
Court with » and witnessed the same 
s on the day before—“The Court is coming, 


w-chested lad of twenty, 


naked swords, was a thin, narro 
and dressed in a grey 


with a bloodless, sallow face, 
cloak. He sat alone in the prisoner’s dock and gazed 
with lowering brows at everyone who entered the Court. 
This lad was accused of having, together with a compan- 
ion, broken the lock of a shed and stolen several old 
mats valued at three rubles and sixty-seven kopeks. 
According to the indictment, a policeman had stopped 
this lad as he was passing with his companion, who was 
Carrying the mats on his shoulder. They confessed at 
once and were both locked up. The lad’s companion, a 
locksmith, died in prison, SO the lad was being tried 
alone. The old mats were lying on the table as objects 
of material evidence. 

The business was conducted just in the same manner 
as the day before, with the whole armoury of evidence, 
Proofs, witnesses, swearing-in, questions, experts, and 


cross-examinations. In answer to every question put to 
or the advocate, 


him by the president, the prosecutor, 
the policeman (one of the witnesses) invariably ejected 
the words “Just so,” or “Can't say.” In spite of his being 
Stupefied and rendered a mere machine by discipline, his 
reluctance to speak about the arrest of this prisoner was 
evident. 
èt paoa witness, on p paeet 
= ma i t a ý pi 
asked i one er his, reluctantly identified 
them as such. When the public prosec 
what he meant to do with t what use they 
Were to him, he got angry an 
take those mats; I don’t want 
there would be all this bother a i 
have gone looking for them, d rather have add- 
eda ten-ruble note or two to them, only not to be dragged 


here and pestered with questions. have spent some- 
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all. Had I known 


pout them I should not 


i not 
i hiks. Besides I am 
i ike five rubles on izvoze had 
wae Le suffering from rupture eas ak 
"i i id. The acc i 
is is what the witnesses said. J oo 
ioe and looking round ea =r 
aie animal, related in a halting voice how 
ened. l _— 
os was Clear, but the public eigenen Tore 
ing up his shoulders as he had done the zA a 
asked subtle questions calculated to entrap a wily 
inal. 


om- 
In his speech he proved the theft to have been c 
mitted in a dwelli 


e 
ore, while the crime could 2 2 
denied, the prisoner was not so dangerous to socie y 
the prosecutor asserte 


nowing. As on the day before, oa 
journments took place, again they smoked, again 
usher shouted, “The C i i 
Not to fall asleep, the two gendarmes 
er with their naked Weapons, iced 
The proceedings Showed that this lad was apprentic 
at a tobacco facto i 
five years, This year he had þ 


harged by the own- 
er after q Strike, and, h 
dered about the 


his place, had wan 
town without any work, drinking wetter | 
all he had. In a pub he met another like himself, who ha 
lost his place 5 e the prisoner had, a locksmith by 
trade, and a dru 
broke the Jo 


nkard. One night these two, both drunk, 
Ck of a shed and took the first thing they 
happened to 


lay hands on. They confessed all and were 


guarded the prison- 
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but in prison, where the locksmith died while awaiting 
the trial. The lad was now being tried as a dangerous 
creature, from whom society must be protected. 

“Just as dangerous a creature as yesterday's culprit,” 
thought Nekhlyudov, listening to all that was going on 
before him, “They are dangerous; and we who judge 
them are not dangerous? I—a rake, a deceiver—and we 
all, all those who know me for what I am, and not only do 
not despise me but even respect me? But even if that boy 
had been the most dangerous to society of all the people 
gathered in this room, what, in the name of common 
Sense, ought we to have done him, once he was caught? 

“It is clear that he is not an exceptional evil-doer but 
a very ordinary lad—everyone sees it—and that he has 
become what he is simply because he got into circum- 
Stances that create such characters. Therefore, to pre- 
Vent such boys from going wrong, the circumstances 
that create these unfortunate beings must be done away 
with. 

“But what do we do? We pounce upon this one boy 
who happens to have fallen into our hands, knowing 
very well that thousands of others like him remain un- 
caught, and put him in jail where he is either allowed to 
g0 completely idle or forced to do useless and unhealthful 
work in the company of others who, like him, are weak 
and fallen; and then we transport him at public expense 
oy again in the company of those who are corrupt from 
the Moscow to the Irkutsk Gubernia. f 

“And we not only do nothing to wIpe out the = 
tions producing such people, but we even encourage the 
institutions which supply these conditions. Such am 
tions are only too well known: they are plants, shops, 
and factories, taverns and public houses and brothels. 
We not only allow such institutions to exist, we even 
encourage and regulate them, looking upon them as 
indispensable. 
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“Thus we breed not 
and then, having caug 
as a great accomplish 
fended ourselves and 


one, but millions of such people, 
ht one of them, we look upon this 
ment, imagining that we have de- 
that nothing else is to be demand- 


ed of us, once we have transported the culprit ats 
the Moscow to the Irkutsk Gubernia,” thought Nekhlyu 
dov 


with exceptional lucidity as he sat there next to the 
colonel listening to the intonations of the voices of the 
advocate, the procureur, and the president, and watching 
their self-complacent gestures. “But what great and con- 


ence costs,” Nekhlyudov 
round at the enormous 


, arm-chairs, uniforms, eee 
Walls and windows, aware of the great size of the build- 


ing and the even greater size of the institution: the 
army of officials, 


clerks, watchmen and couriers not only 
here, but all over Russia, drawing salaries for the acting 
at did no one the least good. “What 
» “if one-hundredth of the 


3 Ompanions, had some- 
» ‘Don’t go, Vanya; it is not 
not have gone, nor got into bad ways, 
ave done wrong. 


_ 0 would take pity on him came 
Pprentice in the years he lived in town like 
animal, and, with his hair cut close so as 
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a poor little 


not to breed vermin, ran errands for the workmen. On 
the contrary, all he heard and saw from the older work- 
men and his companions since he came to live in town, 
was that he who cheats, drinks, swears, who gives an- 
Other a thrashing, who goes on the loose, is a fine fellow. 

“W, his constitution undermined by unhealthy labour, 
drink and debauchery—knocking aimlessly about town, 
bewildered as in a dream, he gets into some sort of a 
shed, and takes some old mats which nobody needs; and 
here we, well-to-do and educated people, instead of con- 
sidering how to destroy the causes which have brought 
this lad to his present conditior think to mend matters 
by punishing him! 

“Terrible! One hardly knows which is the greater 
here—cruelty or stupidity. Each of them, it seems, has 
been carried to the highest possible degree.” 

Nekhlyudov thought all this, no longer listening to 
what was going on, and he was horror-struck by what 
was being revealed to him. He could not understand 
why he had not been able to see all this before, and why 
others were unable to see it. 


* XXXV * 


During an adjournment Nekhlyudov got up and went 
out into the corridor, with the intention of not return- 
ing to the Court. Let them do what they liked with him, 
he could take part no more in this awful and horrid 
tomfoolery. 

Having inquired for the office of the procureur, he 
went straight to him. The attendant did not wish to let 
him in, saying that the procureur was busy, but Nekh- 
lyudov paid no heed and went to the door, where he 
was met by an official. He asked to be announced to 
the procureur, saying he was on the jury and had a very 
important communication to make. 
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e persistence with which 
demanded admittance. À 
pa the procureur asked ar 

“I am on the jury, my name is Nekhlyudov, eg A 
absolutely necessary for me to see the ome sled: 
lova,” Nekhlyudov said quickly and resolutely, ee 
e was taking a step which w 
have a decisive influence on his life. 


as a short, dark man, with short, ao 
zly hair, quick, sparkling eyes, and a thick c 
cropped beard on his projecting lower jaw. 

“Maslova? Yes, of cou 


: « ou 
poisoning,” the procureur said quietly. “But why aes 
Want to see her?” ing to tone mis- 

i “I cannot give you the pe 
wing why you require it.” ” 
for a Particularly important reason, 
r, lifting his eyes and look- 


rd 
ing attentively Ov. “Has her case been hea 


at Nekhlyud 
or not?” w 
“She was tried yesterday and unjustly sentenced 
four years’ hard Ja! ocent.” 


” t on 
ly yesterday,” wen à 
ntion to Nekhlyudov’s 

rning Maslova’s į 


Visiting is allowed 


in days; Į should advise you to in- 


on 
quire there,” 

“But I must see her 4S soon as 
Said, his jaw tremblin 
Ching, 


Possible,” Nekhlyudov 
& as he felt 


that decisive moment 
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“Why must you?” said the procureur, lifting his 
brows with some impatience. 

“Because she is innocently condemned to penal servi- 
tude, and it is my fault,” said Nekhlyudov in a trembling 
voice, feeling he was saying what need not be said. 

“In what way?” asked the procureur. 

“Because I seduced her and brought her to her pres- 
ent position. If she were not what I have helped to 
make her, she would not have been exposed to such an 
accusation.” 

“All the same, I cannot see what that has to do with 
visiting her.” 

“This: that I want to follow her, and... marry her,” 
stammered Nekhlyudov, touched to tears by his own 
conduct. 

“Really! Dear me!” said the procureur. “This is cer- 
tainly a very exceptional case. I believe you are a mem- 
ber of the Krasnopersk Rural Administration?” he 
asked, as if he remembered having heard before of this 
Nekhlyudov who was now making so strange a declara- 
tion. 

“I beg your pardon, 
thing to do with my request,” 
flushing angrily. 

“Certainly not, 
perceptible smile and not in 
your wish is so extraordinary a 
mon,” 

“Well; but can I have a permit?” 

“The permit? Yes, I will give you 
tance at once. Take a seat.” 

He went up to the table, sat down, 
write. “Please sit down.” 


Nekhlyudov continued to stand. i 
Having written an order of admittance and handed it 


to Nekhlyudov, the procureur looked curiously at him. 


but I do not think that has any- 
answered Nekhlyudov, 


» said the procureur, with a scarcely 
the least abashed; “only 
nd so out of the com- 


an order of admit- 


and began to 
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“I must also state th 


at I can no longer take part in 
the sessions.” 


3 he 
“Then you will have to lay valid reasons before t 
Court, as of course you know.” 


“My reasons are that I consider all judging not only 
seless but immoral.” 

j “Yes,” said the procureur, with the same rye 
Perceptible smile, as if to show that this kind of e oi 
ration was well known to him and was a subject = 
amusement. “Yes, but you will certainly penn 
that I, as procureur, cannot agree with you on the 
point. Therefore, I should advise you to apply to 


Court, which will consider your declaration and ue 
it valid or invalid, and in the latter case will impose 
fine. Apply, then, to the Court.” noe 
“I have made my declaration, and shall apply 
where else,” Nekhl 


yudov said angrily, oe 
“Well then, good afternoon,” said the procureur, bo 1 
ing his head, evidently anxious to be rid of this strang 
visitor, . 
“Who was that you had here?” asked one of the ae 
bers of the Court as he entered, just after Nekhlyudo 
left the room, 5 


“Nekhlyudoy; you know, the 
all sorts 


same that used to make 
of Strange Statements 


at the Krasnopersk rural 
meetings, Just fancy! He is on the jury, and among 
Prisoners there is a woman or girl sentenced to pena 
Servitude whom he Says he seduced, and now he wants 
to marry her.” 
“You don’t m 
“That’s what he told me. And in such a strange state 
of excitement,” 
“There is Something abnormal in the young men of 
today.” 
“Oh, but he is 
“No. But how 


€an to Say so.” 


not so very young.” 
tiresome your famous Ivashenkov was. 
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He carried the day by wearying one out. He talked and 
talked without end.” 

“Oh, such people should be simply stopped, or they 
become real obstructionists.” 


* XXXVI * 


From the procureur Nekhlyudoy went straight to the 
preliminary detention prison. However, no Maslova was 
to be found there, and the inspector explained to Ne- 
khlyudov that she would probably be in the old tempo- 
rary prison. So Nekhlyudov went there. The distance 
between the two prisons was very great, and Nekhlyu- 
dov only reached the old prison towards evening. He 
was going up to the door of the large, gloomy building, 
but the sentry stopped him and rang. A jailer came in 
answer to the bell. Nekhlyudov showed him his order 
of admittance, but the jailer said he could not let him 
in without the inspector’s permission. Nekhlyudov went 
to see the inspector. As he was going up the stairs he 
heard distant sounds of some complicated bravura 
played on the piano. When a cross servant-girl, with a 
bandaged eye, opened the door to him, these sounds 
seemed to escape from the room and to strike his ear. 
It was a rhapsody of Liszt's that everybody was tired 
of, splendidly played, but only up to a certain point. 
When that was reached the same thing was repeated. 
Nekhlyudov asked the bandaged maid whether the in- 
spector was in. She answered that he was not. 

“Will he be back soon?” 

The rhapsody again stopped, but recommenced and 
was again repeated loudly and prilliantly up to the 
same magic point. 

“I will go and ask,” 

The rhapsody had just go 
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and the servant went away. 
t into full swing, but sud- 


i nd 
denly, before reaching a magic point, broke off, a 
i d came the sound of a voice: — 
P Tell him he is not in and won't be age erg : 
visiting. What do they come bothering for? = ee 
woman’s voice from behind the door; and oir oo 
rhapsody rattled on and stopped, and the = ae 
chair pushed back was heard. It was plain tha 


: taf who 

ritated pianist meant to rebuke the tiresome visitor 

had come at such an untimely hour. A king 
“Papa is not in,” said, crossly, a pale, Ai E 

girl with crimped hair and rings round her du 


; i oung 
as she came out into the anteroom; but seeing a young 


man in a good coat she softened. 


“Come in, please, .. . What is it you want?” 


“I want to see a prisoner in this prison.” 
“A political one, I su 


ppose?” 
“No, not a Political one. I have a permit from the 
procureur,” i 
“Well, I don’t know, and Papa is out; but come in, 
please,” 


she said again, “or else speak to the aae tnr 
He is in the office at Present; you might apply there. 
What name, please?” ; 

“Thank you,” said Nekhlyudov, without answering 
her question, and went out, 

The door had not yet closed behind him when the 
same lively tones recommenced, tones so unsuitable to 
the place, and to the appearance of the sickly girl who 
was resolutely practisi y he courtyard Nekh- 
lyudov met an officer wi i 
for the assistant in 


Spector. It was the assistant him- 
self. He looked at the order of admittance, but said that 
he could not admit him on a 

prison, Besides, it w 


pass for the preliminary 
as too late, 
“Please come again tomo 
everybody is allo 


V wed in. Com 
himself will be at home. Th 


Trow. Tomorrow, at ten, 
e then, and the inspector 
€n you can have the inter- 
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view either in the common room, Or, if the inspector 
allows it, in the office.” 

And so Nekhlyudov did not succeed in getting an in- 
terview that day, and returned home. Excited at the idea 
of meeting Maslova, he no longer thought about the 
Law Courts as he went along the streets, but recalled 
his conversations with the procureur and with the in- 
spector’s assistant. 

The fact that he had been seeking an interview with 
her, and had told the procureur, and had been to two 
prisons in order to see her, so excited him that it was 
long before he could calm down. When he got home 
he at once brought out his diary, which had long re- 
mained untouched, read a few sentences out of it, and 
then wrote as follows: 

“For two years I have not written anything in my 
diary and thought I never should return to such child- 
ishness. Yet it is not childishness, but converse with my 
own self, with this real divine self which lives in every 
man. All this time that this self slept there was no one 
for me to converse with. I was awakened by an extra- 
ordinary event of the 28th of April, in the Law Courts, 
when I was on the jury. I saw her in the prisoners’ dock, 
the Katyusha seduced by me, in a prisoner’s cloak. 
Through a strange mistake and my own fault she was 
condemned to penal servitude. I have just been to the 
procureur and to the prison, but I was not admitted. 
But I have resolved to do all I can to see her, to confess 
to her, and to atone for my sin—even by marriage. God 
help me! My soul is at peace, and I am full of joy.” 


* XXXVII * 


That night Maslova lay long awake with her eyes 
open; and gazing at the door, before which the deacon’s 


daughter kept pacing, she pondered. 
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: her to 
She was thinking that nothing would = ener ar- 
marry a convict at Sakhalin, but “yo rison offi- 
range matters somehow with one of t a A assistant: 
cials, a clerk, a warder, or even a warde ust not get 
“Aren’t they all given that way? Only I m 
in or else I am lost.” d at 
aoe remembered how her advocate gen er and 
her, and also the President and the men s A She re- 
those who came in on purpose at the Court. e to see 
membered how her companion Bertha, who oni she 
her in prison, had told her about the n who had 
had “loved” while she was at Kitayeva’s, an h. She re- 
inquired about her and pitied her very Ta felt sor- 
called the fight with the red-haired woman a sent her 
ry for her. She recalled the baker, who na only not 
out an extra roll. She recalled many to mind, the days 
Nekhlyudov. She never brought back to mind Nekhlytt- 
of her childhood and youth and her love for mories 
dov. That would have been too painful. age: tae had 
lay untouched Somewhere deep in her soul; er him. 
forgotten him and never recalled or even dreamt 


i im: not 
Today, in the Court, she did not recognize him; 
only because wh 


5 iform, 
en she last saw him he was in Era an 
without a beard, and had only a small moustac 
thick, curly, thou 


A ish an 
gh short hair, and now was oldis 
ause she never 
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His aunts had expected Nekhlyudov, and had asked 
him to come and see them in passing; but he had tele- 
graphed that he could not come, having to be in Peters- 
burg at an appointed time. When Katyusha heard this 
she made up her mind to go to the station and see him. 
The train was to pass by at two o’clock in the night. 
Katyusha, having helped the old ladies to bed and per- 
suaded a little girl, the cook’s daughter, Mashka, to 
come with her, put on a pair of old boots, threw a 
shawl over her head, gathered up her dress, and ran 
to the station. 

It was a dark, rainy, windy autumn night. The rain 
now pelted down in warm, heavy drops, now stopped 
again. She could hardly see the path across the field, 
and in the wood it was pitch-black, so that, although 
Katyusha knew the way well, she lost the path and 
reached the little station where the train stopped for 
three minutes, not before it, as she had hoped, but after 
the second bell had been rung. Hurrying up the plat- 
form Katyusha saw him at once at the window of a 
first-class carriage. This carriage was brightly lit up. 
Two officers sat opposite each other on the velvet- 
covered seats, playing cards, and on the table between 
the seats stood two thick, dripping candles. In close- 
fitting breeches and a white shirt, he sat on the arm of 
the seat, leaning against the back, and was laughing at 
something. As soon as she recognized him she knocked 
at the carriage window with her benumbed hand. But 
at that very moment the last bell rang, and after a 
backward jerk the carriages gradually began to move 
forward one after the other. One of the players rose 
with the cards in his hand and looked out. She knocked 
again and pressed her face to the window, but the 
carriage moved on and she walked by it looking in. The 
officer tried to lower the window, but could not. Nekh- 
lyudov pushed him aside, and began lowering it him- 
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alk 
self. The train went faster so that she Ta peat 
quickly. The train went on still faster and ey ae aide, 
was lowered. But just then the guard pushe E podis 
and jumped in. Katyusha ran on along the Tea could 
of the platform, and when she came to the en el an 
hardly save herself from falling as she aye ihe one 
steps. She was now running by the side o Len 
though the first-class carriage had long passe! fen. ani 
the second-class Carriages were gliding by fas a And 
at last the third-class carriages—still faster. Bu es 
ran on, and when the last carriage with the a — 
back had gone by, she had already reached t a Te 
which fed the engines, and was unsheltered fron king 
wind, which was blowing her shawl about and E ter 
her skirt cling round her legs. The shawl flew o 
head, but she still ran on. 


wi!” 
“Katerina Mikhailovna, you’ve lost your sha 
screamed the litt 


le girl, who was trying to keep UP 
with her, 

Katyusha stopped, threw b 
hold of it with both hands so 
“Gone!” she screamed, 

“He is Sitting in a vely 
drinking in a brightly-lit c 


ack her head, and catching 
bbed aloud. 


et arm-chair and joking a 
arriage and I, out here in ri 
mud, in the darkness, in the wind and the rain, oat 
Standing and Weeping,” she thought to herself; and on 
down on the ground, sobbing so loud that the little gi > 
was frightened and Put her arms round her, wet as shi 
was. 

“Come home she said. 

“When a tr 


i , d 
ain passes—then under a carriage, an 
there will be an end,” 


Katyusha was thinking, without 
heeding the girl. 

And she made up her mind to 
happens when a Moment of quie 
ment, he, the child Within 


» dear,” 


do it, when, as always 
t follows great excite- 
her—his child—suddenly 
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shuddered, gave a push, slowly stretched itself, and 
again pushed with something thin, delicate, and sharp. 
Suddenly all that a moment before had been tormenting 
her so that it had seemed impossible to live, all her bit- 
terness towards him, and the wish to revenge herself, 
even by dying, passed away. She grew quieter, got up, 
put the shawl on her head and went home. 

Wet, muddy and quite exhausted, she returned, and 
from that day the change which brought her where she 
now was began to operate in her soul. Beginning from 
that dreadful night she ceased to believe in goodness. 
She had herself believed in goodness, and believed that 
other people also believed in it; but after that night she 
became convinced that no one believed, and that all 
that was said about God and His laws was deception and 
untruth. He whom she loved and who had loved her— 
yes, she knew that—had thrown her away after having 
enjoyed her, had abused her love. Yet he was the best 
of all the people she knew. ‘All the rest were still worse. 
All that afterwards happened strengthened her in this 
belief at every step. His aunts, the pious old ladies, 
turned her away when she could no longer serve them 
as she used to. And of all those she met, the women 
used her as a means of getting money, and the men, 
from the old police-officer down to the warders of the 
prison, considered her as an object for pleasure. And 
no one in the world cared for aught but pleasure. In this 
belief the old author with whom she had lived in the 


second year of her life of independence had strength- 
ened her. He had told her outright that it was this that 
and he called it poetic 


constitutes the happiness of life, 
and aesthetic. . 
f alone, for his pleasure, 


Everybody lived for himself | 1 
and all the talk about God and righteousness was decep- 


tion. And if sometimes doubts arose in her mind, and 
she wondered why everything was S° badly arranged in 
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the world that all hurt each other and made every one 
suffer, she thought it best not to dwell on it; and if she 
felt melancholy she could smoke or drink, or, best of 
all, have a love-affair with some man, and it would pass. 


* XXXVII * 


On Sunday morning at five o’clock, when a whistle 


sounded in the corridor of the women’s ward of ie 
Prison, Korablyova, who was already awake, rouse 
Maslova. 


“Oh, dear! a convict!” thought Maslova with horror, 
involuntarily breathing in the air that had become ag) 
tibly noisome towards morning. She wished to fal 
asleep again, to re-enter the region of oblivion, but the 
habit of fear overcame sleepiness and she sat up and 
looked round, drawing her feet under her, The women 
had all got up; only the elder children were still asleep. 
The woman imprisoned for trading in spirits was draw- 
ing a cloak from under the children carefully, so as not 
to wake them. The Woman who had freed the recruit 
was hanging up to dry the rags that served the baby 
as swaddling clothes, while the baby was screaming 
desperately in the arms of the blue-eyed Fedosia, who 
was hushing it with a gentle voice. The consumptive 
Woman was Coughing, her hands pressed to her chest, 
the blood rushing to her face, and she sighed loudly, 
almost Screaming, in the intervals of coughing. The fat, 
red-haired woman was lying on her back with her knees 
Sawn up, loudly gaily relating a dream. The old 
arson was standing in front of the 


her with a a 
as twisting her black, oily, 
her fingers £ 
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The sound of slipshod feet was heard in the passage, 
and the door opened to let in two convicts, dressed in 
jackets and grey trousers that did not reach to their 
ankles. With serious cross faces they lifted the stinking 
tub and carried it out of the cell. The women went out 
to the taps in the corridor to wash. There again the red- 
haired woman began a quarrel with a woman from an- 
other cell. Again abuse, screams, and complaints. 

“Is it the solitary cell you want?” shouted an old jail- 
er, slapping the red-haired woman on her bare, fat 
back, so that it resounded through the corridor. “Don’t 
let me hear any more of it!” 

“Lawks! the old one’s playful,” said the woman, tak- 
ing his action for a caress. 

“Now then, hurry up; get ready for Mass.” 

Maslova had hardly time to dress and do her hair 
when the inspector came with his assistants. 

“Come out for inspection,” cried a jailer. 

Other prisoners came out of other cells and all stood 
in two rows along the corridor, each woman having to 
place her hands on the shoulders of the woman in front 
of her. They were all counted. : 

After the inspection the woman warder led the pris- 
oners to church. Maslova and Fedosia were in the mid- 
dle of a column of over a hundred women from the 
different cells. All were dressed in white skirts and 
white jackets and wore white kerchiefs on their heads, 
except a few who had their own coloured clothes on. 
The latter were wives who, with their children, were 
following their convict husbands to Siberia. The whole 
flight of stairs was filled with the procession. The patter 
of softly-shod feet mingled with the voices and even an 
occasional laugh. When turning on the landing Maslova 
saw her enemy, Bochkova, in front, and pointed out her 
angry face to Fedosia. As they descended the stairs 
the women ceased talking, and crossing themselves and 
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ich 
bowing they entered the as yet empty ean eon 
glistened with gilding. Their places were on the wihers 
and they crowded in, jostling and pushing one en see 
After the women came the men in their grey © KS eit 
those awaiting penal transportation, those serving a 
term in the prison, and those exiled by their ee 
and, coughing loudly, they took their stand, crow 
the left side and the middle of the church. nced 
On one side of the gallery above stood men sente O 
to penal servitude in Siberia, who had been lea his 
the church before the others. Each of them had ha the 
head shaven, and their presence was indicated by side 
clanking of the chains on their feet. On the other ky 
of the gallery stood those in preliminary confinem 
without chains, their heads not shaven. nted 
The prison church had been rebuilt and orname 


ds 
by a rich merchant, who spent several tens of ae ae 
of rubles on the building, and it glittered wit 
colours and gold, 


J 
For a time there was silence in the church, and a 
coughing, blowing of noses, crying of babies, and 


st 
and then the rattling of chains, was heard. But at la 
the prisone 


rs who stood in the middle moved a 
pressed against each other, till they made a par 
in the centre of the church, down which the pris nt 
inspector passed to take his place in the nave in fro 
of everyone, 


* XXXIX * 
The service began. p 
It consisted of the following. The priest, having 
dressed himself up in a strange and very inconvenient 
garb of gold cloth, cut and arranged little bits of brea 
on a saucer and then put them into a cup of wine, repeat- 
ing at the same time different names and prayers: 
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Meanwhile the deacon first read prayers in Slavonic, 
difficult to understand in themselves and rendered still 
more incomprehensible by being read very fast, and 
then sang them in turn with the convicts. The prayers 
chiefly expressed desire for the welfare of the Emperor 
and his family. These petitions were repeated many 
times, separately and together with other prayers, the 
people kneeling. Besides this, several verses from the 
Acts of the Apostles were read by the deacon in a 
peculiarly strained voice, which made it impossible to 
understand what he read, and then the priest himself 
read very distinctly a part of St. Mark's Gospel, in 
which it is told how Christ, having risen from the dead, 
before flying up to heaven to sit down at His Father’s 
right hand, first showed himself to Mary Magdalene, 
out of whom he had driven seven devils, and then to 
eleven of Hig disciples, and how He ordered them to 
preach the Gospel to the whole world, declaring that 
he who did not believe should perish, but he who be- 
lieved and was baptized should be saved, and should, 
besides, drive out devils and cure people by laying 
hands on them, should talk in strange tongues, should 
handle serpents, and if he drank poison should not die 
but remain well. 

The essence of the service consisted in the supposi- 
tion that the bits of bread cut up by the priest and put 
into the wine, when manipulated and prayed over in a 
certain way, turned into the flesh and blood of God. 

These manipulations consisted in the priest, ham- 
pered by the gold cloth sack he had on, regularly lifting 
and holding up his arms, and then sinking to his knees 
and kissing the table and all that was on it; but chiefly 
in his taking a cloth by two of its corners and waving 
it rhythmically and softly over the silver saucer and 
the golden cup. It was supposed that at this point the 
bread and the wine turned into flesh and blood; there- 
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. e 
fore, this part of the service was performed with th 
olemnity. n 
ko to the — most pure, and most a 
er of God,” the priest cried from behind the i set 
partition which divided part of the church from the mat 
And the choir began solemnly to sing that it a iste 
right to glorify the Virgin Mary, who had borne ri 
without losing her virginity, and was therefore wW ied 
of greater honour than some kind of cherubim and 8 che 
er glory than some kind of seraphim. After ert ihe 
transformation was considered accomplished, an më 
priest, having taken the napkin off the saucer, cut i 
middle piece of bread in four, and put it first e 
wine and then into his mouth. He was supposed to ie iof 
eaten a piece of God’s flesh and swallowed a litt ee 
His blood. Then the priest drew a curtain, opened we 
middle door in the partition, and taking the gold oe 
in his hands came out of the door, inviting those W d's 
wished to do so also to come and have some of GO 
flesh and blood contained in the cup. 
A few children appeared to wish to. the 
After having asked the children their names, 


priest carefully took a bit of bread soaked in wine out 
of the cup with a 5 


poon and pushed it deep into m 
mouth of a child. This he did to each child in turn; an 

the deacon, while wiping the children’s mouths, sang 
in a merry voice that the children were eating God’s 
flesh and drinking God’s blood, After this the priest car- 
ried the cup back behind the partition and there drank 


all the remaining blood and ate up the remaining pieces 
of God’s flesh, and 


after having carefully sucked his 
moustaches and wiped his mouth and the cup, he 
Stepped briskly, in the best of spirits, from behind the 
Partition, the thin soles of his calfskin boots creaking. 
The principal Part of this Christian service was now 
finished, but the Priest, wishing to comfort the unfor- 
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tunate prisoners, added to the ordinary service another. 
This consisted in his going up to the gilt hammered-out 
image (with black face and hands), illuminated by a 
dozen wax candles, supposed to represent the very God 
he had been eating, and, proceeding, in a strange, dis- 
cordant voice, to hum or sing the following words: 

“Jesu sweetest, glorified of the Apostles, Jesu, lauded 
by the martyrs, Almighty Monarch: save me, Jesu my 
Saviour. Jesu most beautiful, have mercy on him who 
cries to Thee, Saviour Jesu. Born of prayer Jesu, save 
all Thy Saints, all Thy prophets, and find them worthy 
of the joys of heaven. Jesu, lover of men.” 

Then he stopped, drew breath, crossed himself and 
bowed to the ground, and everyone—the inspector, 
the warders, the prisoners—did the same, and the 
clinking of the chains sounded more continuously from 
above. 

Then he continued: “Creator of angels, and Lord of 
powers, Jesu most wonderful, the angels’ amazement, 
Jesu most powerful, the Redeemer of our forefathers. 
Jesu sweetest, the praise of patriarchs. Jesu most glori- 
ous, the strength of kings. Jesu most good, the fulfil- 
ment of prophets. Jesu most amazing, the strength of 
martyrs. Jesu most humble, the joy of monks. Jesu most 
merciful, the sweetness of priests. Jesu most charitable, 
the continence of the fasting. Jesu most sweet, the joy 
of the just. Jesu most pure, chastity of the celibates. 
Jesu before all ages, the salvation of sinners. Jesu, Son 
of God, have mercy on me.” 

Every time he repeated the word “Jesu” his voice 
became more and more wheezy. At last he came to a 
stop, and holding up his silk-lined cassock and kneeling 
down on one knee, he stooped to the ground. The choir 
then began to sing, repeating the words, “Jesu, Son of 
God, have mercy on me,” and the convicts stooped down 
and rose again, shaking back the hair that was left on 
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i ising 
their heads, and rattling the chains that were bru 

ir thin ankles. , öte 
e continued for a long time. First came ba tes a 
ification, which ended with the words, mave Mda 
me.” Then more glorifications, ending with et 
And the convicts made the sign of the na na 
bowed, first at each sentence, then after every hii Tore 
then after three; and all were very glad when digh 
ification ended and the priest shut the book wai i ani 
of relief and retired behind the partition. One T haces 
remained. The priest took from a table a large gi Lino 
with enamel medallions at the ends, and came ou eae 
the centre of the church with it. First the eee i oe 
up and kissed the cross, then his assistant ribs 
warders, and then the convicts, pushing and k alk. 
and swearing at each other in whispers. The pries : oa 
ing to the inspector, pushed the cross and his wast sl 
against the mouths and now against the noses be 
Convicts, who were trying to kiss both the gare de 
the hand of the priest. And thus ended the Chri 
Service, 


ification 
intended for the comfort and the edificati 
of these brothers who had gone astray. 


* XL * 
And none of those 


present, from the priest and the 
inspector down to M 
fact that th 


& done there: that he had not 
this meaningless much-speaking and the 
blasphemous in 


Cantation over the bread and wine, w 
e clearest words, forbidden men to cal 


eir masters or to pray in temples; had 
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taught that everyone should pray in solitude; had for- 
bidden to erect temples, saying that he had come to de- 
stroy them and that one should worship, not in a temple 
but in spirit and in truth; and, above all, that not only 
had he forbidden to judge, to imprison, to torment, 
to execute men, as was done here, but had even prohib- 
ited any kind of violence, saying that he had come to 
give freedom to the captives. 

No one present seemed conscious that all that was 
going on here was the greatest blasphemy, and a mock- 
ery of that same Christ in whose name it was being 
done. No one seemed to realize that the gilt cross with 
the enamel medallions at the ends, which the priest held 
out to the people to be kissed, was nothing but the em- 
blem of that gallows on which Christ had been executed 
for denouncing just what was going on here. That these 
priests, who imagined they were eating and drinking 
the body and blood of Christ in the form of bread and 
wine, really were guilty of eating His flesh and drink- 
ing His blood, but not because they were eating and 
drinking, but because they were ensnaring “these little 
ones” with whom he identified himself, depriving them 
of the greatest blessings and submitting them to most 
cruel torments, and because they were hiding from men 
the tidings of great joy which he had brought. That 
thought did not enter the mind of anyone present. 

The priest did his part with a quiet conscience because 
he had been brought up from childhood to consider 
that this was the one true faith, which had been held by 
all the holy men of olden time, and was still held by the 
Church and the state authorities. He did not believe that 
the bread turned into flesh, that to repeat so many 
words was useful for the soul, or that he had actually 
swallowed a bit of God. No one could believe this; but 
he believed that one ought to believe it. What strength- 
ened him most in this faith was the fact that, by ful- 
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i ears 
filling its demands, he had for the last = pte ees 
been able to draw an income which enabled neg 
port his family, and send his son to a Pa a eey 
his daughter to a school for the daughters o cite 
The deacon believed in the same way and ago a 
firmly than the priest, for he had forgotten niy that 
stance of the dogmas of this faith, and knew k a Rose 
the prayers for the dead, the masses, with pectin al 
the acathistus, all had a definite price, w. oe 
Christians readily paid; and therefore he pple eo 
“have mercy, have mercy” very willingly, and r Y 
said what was appointed with the same quiet ce TON 
of its being necessary with which other men e Te 
gots, flour, or potatoes. The prison inspector a 


sid- 
warders, though they had never understood, or con 
ered, the m 


on in church 


the higher authorities and 
Besides, though di 


en the song about the cherubims was 

being sung, and when the children received communion 
he lifted one of the him up to the priest. — 

The great majority of the Prisoners believed that in 

these gilt images, these vestmen 

in this Tepetition of 


“have mercy”. 


deception practised on those who adhered to this faith, 
and laughed at it in their hearts; but the majority, 
having made several attempts—by means of prayers, 
masses, and candles—to get the conveniences they de- 
sired, and not having got them (their prayers remain- 
ing unanswered), were each of them convinced that 
their want of success was accidental, and that this or- 
ganization, approved by the educated and by archbish- 
Ops, is very important and necessary, if not for this 
life, at any rate for that hereafter. 

Maslova also believed in this way. She felt, like the 
rest, a mixed sensation of piety and dullness. She stood 
at first in the crowd behind a railing, so that she could 
see no one but her companions; but when those to re- 
ceive communion moved on, she and Fedosia stepped 
to the front, and they saw the inspector, and, behind 
him, standing among the warders, a little peasant with 
a very light beard and fair hair. This was Fedosia’s hus- 
band, and he was gazing with fixed eyes at his wife. 
During the acathistus Maslova occupied herself in scru- 
tinizing him and talking to Fedosia in whispers, and 
bowed and made the sign of the cross only when every- 
one else did. 


* XLI * 


Nekhlyudov left home early. A peasant from the coun- 
try was driving along the side street and calling out in 
a voice peculiar to his trade, “Milk! milk! milk?” 

The first warm spring rain had fallen the day before, 
and now wherever the ground was not paved the grass 
shone green. The birch-trees in the gardens looked as 
if strewn with green fluff, the bird-cherry and the pop- 
lars unfolded their long fragrant leaves, and in shops 
and dwelling-houses the double window-frames were 
being removed and the windows cleaned. 
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In the market, which Nekhlyudov had to pass = 
way, a dense crowd was surging along the ae aie 
booths, and tattered men walked about selling aa 
boots, which they carried under their arms, and pene 
vated trousers and waistcoats, which hung over t 
shoulders, 

Men in clean coats and shining boots, liberated 
the factories, it being Sunday, and women a 
silk kerchiefs on their heads and cloth jackets pore 
with jet, were already thronging at the doors a 
public houses. Policemen, with yellow cords to ain 
uniforms, and Carrying pistols, were on duty, loo a 
out for some disorder which might distract the se 
that oppressed them, On the paths of the boulevar a 
and on the newly revived grass, children and dogs ra 


i i the 
about playing, and nurses sat merrily chattering on th 
benches, 


Along the streets, still fresh and damp on the shady 
side but dry in the middle, heavy carts rumbled unceas 
ingly, cabs rattled, and tramcars passed ringing By 
The air vibrated with the pealing and clanging of churc : 
bells, calling the people to attend a service like tha 


which was now being Conducted in the prison. And the 
People, dressed in their Sunday best, were passing on 
their wa 


y to their different parish churches. 
The izvozchik did not drive Nekhlyudov up to the 
Prison itself, but to the last turning that led to the 
prison, 


n and women—most of them 
» Stood at this turning, about a 
rom the prison. To the right there were 
; dings; to the left a two-storeyed 
house with a signboard. The huge brick building, the pris- 
St in front, but the visitors were not al- 
pproach it, A Sentry was pacing up and down 

uted at anyone who tried to pass him. 
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hundred steps f 


At the gate of the wooden buildings to the right, op- 
posite the sentry, sat a warder on a bench, dressed in 
a uniform with gold cords, a notebook in his hands. 
The visitors came up to him and named the persons 
they wanted to see, and he put the names down. Nekh- 
lyudov also went up, and gave the name of Katerina 
Maslova. The warder wrote down the name. 

‘Why don’t they admit us?” asked Nekhlyudov. 

“The service is going on. When Mass is over you'll be 


admitted.” 

Nekhlyudov turned to the waiti 
ed man in tattered clothes, crump 
streaks all over his face, detach 
crowd and moved towards the prison. 

“Now then, where are you going?” shouted the sentry 
with the rifle. 

“You hold your row,” answered the tramp, ‘not in the 
least abashed by the sentry’s words, but turning back 
nevertheless. “Well, if you'll not let me, I can wait. You 
don’t have to bark, as if you was a general.” 

The crowd laughed approvingly. The visitors were for 
the most part badly dressed people, some were even 
ragged, but there were also some respectable-looking men 
and women. Next to Nekhlyudov stood a clean-shaven, 
stout, and red-cheeked man, holding a bundle apparently 
containing underclothing. Nekhlyudov asked him if this 
was his first visit there. The man replied that he came 
every Sunday, and they began a conversation. He was 
the door-keeper at a bank; he had come to see his broth- 
er, who had been arrested for forgery: The good-natured 


fellow told Nekhlyudov the whole story of his life, and 
turn when their attention 


was going to question him in 
was attracted by a student and a veiled lady, who drove 
drawn by a big thorough- 


up in a trap with rubber tyres 
bred horse. The student was carrying a large bundle. He 
came up to Nekhlyudov, and asked if, and how, he could 


185 


ng crowd. A barefoot- 
led hat, and with red 
ed himself from the 


give the prisoners th 
(the lady with him) 
vised them to take s 

“I myself am her 


€ rolls he had brought. His fiancée 
wished it, and her parents had ad- 
Ome rolls to the prisoners. 

e for the first time,” said Nekhlyudov, 
“and don’t know; but I think you had better ask i 
man,” and he pointed to the warder with the gold cor 
and the book, sitting on the right. ; "a 

As they were speaking, the large iron door with a pa 

dow in it opened, and an officer in uniform, followed by 


es : k 
another warder, stepped out. The jailer with the aoon 
proclaimed that the admittance of visitors would n 
commence. The sentry st 


epped aside, and all the SO 
rushed to the door as if afraid of being too late. At Ke 
door there stood a warder who counted aloud as t : 
Visitors came in—sixteen, seventeen, and so on. — 
warder stood inside the building and also counted t a 
visitors, touching each one with his hand as they entere n 
a second door, so that when they went away again no 
one visitor should be able to remain inside the prison 
and not one prisoner get out. The warder, without look- 
ing whom he was touching, slapped Nekhlyudov = 
the back, and Nekhlyudoy felt hurt by the touch © 
his hand; but remembering what he had come ahora 
he felt ashamed of his annoyance and of taking Ot- 
fence. 
The first apartmen 
large vaulted 


f he thought, his mind involun- 
tarily connecti j 
tion and not 
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those who, like Katyusha, and the boy they tried the 
day before, were here though guiltless; and shyness and 
tender emotion at the thought of the interview before 
him. The jailer at the other end of the meeting-room said 
Something as they passed, but Nekhlyudov, absorbed in 
his own thoughts, paid no attention to him, and continu- 
ing to follow the main current of visitors, got into the 
men’s part of the prison instead of the women’s. 

Letting those more eager pass before him, he was the 
last to enter the visiting-room. As soon as Nekhlyudov 
opened the door of this room he was struck by the 
deafening roar of a hundred voices shouting at once, the 
reason of which he did not at once understand. But when 
he came nearer to the people he saw that they were all 
Pressing against nets dividing the room in two, like flies 
Settling on sugar, and he understood what it meant. The 
two halves of the room, the windows of which were 
opposite the door he had come in by, were separated, 
not by one, but by two wire nets stretched from floor to 
ceiling, seven feet apart, and warders were walking up 
and down the space between them. On the farther side 
of the nets were the prisoners; on the nearer, the visi- 
tors. Between them was the double row of nets and the 
seven-foot space so that they could not hand anything 
to one another, and anyone who was short-sighted could 
not even distinguish the faces on the other side. It was 
also difficult to talk; one had to scream in order to be 
heard. 

On both sides were faces pressed close to the nets— 
faces of wives, husbands, fathers, mothers, children, try- 
ing to see each other’s features, and to say what was 
necessary in such a way as to be understood. 

But as each one tried to be heard by the one he was 
talking to, and his neighbour tried to do the same, they 
did their best to drown each other's voices, and from 
this resulted the row punctuated by cries which struck 
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P ; ible to 
Nekhlyudov when he first came in. It was ap ee 
hear, and it was only by the faces that one a oe 
what was being said, and the relations Doy aie & 
speakers. Next to Nekhlyudov an old po ee chia 
kerchief on her head stood pressed to the net, Fellas 
trembling, shouting something to a pale nb eemerree 
half of whose head was shaved, who listened a sg 
with raised brows, By the side of the old nen, Takie 
young man in a peasant’s coat, who listene > haggard 
his head with dissatisfaction, to a man with a es 
face anda greying beard who looked as if he a a ouied, 
been his father. Next stood a man in rags, who ae 
waving his arms and laughing. Next to him a ion ihe 
with a good woollen shawl on her shoulders, se This 
floor holding a baby in her lap and crying al aoe 
was apparently the first time she had seen dih 
headed man on the other side in prison clothes ae o 
his head shaved, Beyond her was the door-keepe 


3 ting 
had spoken to Nekhlyudov outside; he was shou 
with all h 


: i itter- 
is might to a bald-headed convict with glit 
ing eyes, 


o 
When Nekhlyudoy understood that he would sts 
Speak under such conditions, a feeling of indign moe 
against those who were able to make and enforce ain 
conditions arose in him; he was surprised that, ae 
such a dreadful Position, no one seemed offended at oa 
outrage on human feelings. The soldiers, the inspec i 
and the prisone: acted as if they acknow 
edged all this t 


Nekhlyudoy 
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* XLII °? 


TR but I must do what I came here for,” he said to 
AR , trying to pluck up courage. “What is to be done 

He looked round for an official, and seeing a thin little 
man in the uniform of an officer pacing up and down 
behind the people, he approached him. 

Can you tell me, sir,’ he said with exceedingly 
Strained politeness of manner, “where the women are 
kept, and where one is allowed to interview them?” 

Us it the women’s wing you want to go to?” 

Yes, Ishould like to see one of the women prisoners,” 
Nekhlyudov said, with the same strained politeness. 

You should have said so when you were in the hall. 
Who is it, then, that you want to see?” 

a want to see a prisoner called Katerina 
; Ts she a political one?” 

“No, she is simply—” 

“Yes, and is she sentenced?” 

Yes, sentenced the day before ye 
dov answered meekly, fearing to spoi 
of the inspector, who . seemed favou 
towards him. 

“If you want to go to the women’s wing please to step 
this way,” said the officer, having decided from Nekhlyu- 
dov’s appearance that he was worthy of attention. “Sido- 
rov, conduct the gentleman to the women’s wing,” he 
Said, turning to a moustached corporal with medals on 


Maslova.” 


sterday.” Nekhlyu- 
] the good humour 
rably disposed 


his breast. 
“Yes, sir.” 
At this moment heart-rending sobs were heard coming 
from someone near the net. 
to Nekhlyudov; but 


Everything here seemed strange 
strangest of all was that he should have to thank and 


feel himself under an obligation to the inspector and the 
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chief warders—the very men bea pais performing the 
cruel deeds that were done in this building. ; 
The corporal showed Nekhlyudov out of the room ae 
the corridor, and straight across, through a door on 
Opposite side, into the women’s visiting-room. ‘ert 
This room, like that of the men, was divided ts 
wire nets; but it was much smaller. There wate i +e 
fewer visitors and fewer prisoners, but the noise gore 
shouting were the same as in the men’s room. Aut nate 
walked between the nets in the same way, but PE 
authority was represented by a woman warder, dre ie 
in a blue-edged uniform jacket with gold cord on cai 
Sleeves, and with a blue belt. Here also, as in the a 
room, the people were Pressing close to the wire oe m 
n both sides: on the nearer side the townspeople oe 
varied attire, on the farther side the prisoners, suena 
white prison clothes, others in their own ae Te 
dresses, The whole length of the net was taken up by 


; be 
people standing close to it. Some rose on tiptoe to 
heard across the heads 


of others; some talked sitting 0n 
the floor, feat 
The most remarkable of the prisoners, both by 
Piercing screa 


ms and her appearance, was a thin, gise 
elled Gypsy, Her kerchief had slipped off her curly ha i 
and she stood near a post in the middle of the prisoner k 
division shouting something, accompanied by ai 

gestures, to a Gypsy man in a blue coat girdled apn 
below the Waist. Next to the Gypsy man a soldier sa 

On the ground talking to a prisoner; next to the soldier; 
i to the net 


» keeping back his tears 


xt to them was a tramp, talking 
to a broad-faceq woman; then two women, then a man, 
man, and in front of each a prisoner. 
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Maslova was not among them. But someone stood by the 
Window behind the prisoners, and Nekhlyudov knew it 
was she. His heart began to beat faster and his breath 
stopped. The decisive moment was approaching. He 
went up to the net and recognized her. She stood behind 
the blue-eyed Fedosia, and smiled, listening to what 
Fedosia was saying. She was not in a prison cloak now, 
but wore a white dress, tightly drawn in at the waist 
by a belt and very full in the bosom. From under her 
kerchief appeared some black curls, just as in the Court. 

“In a moment now it will be decided,” he thought. 
“How shall I call her? Or will she come herself?” 

She was expecting Klara; that this man had come to 
see her never entered her head. 

“Whom do you want?” said the warder who was 
walking between the nets, coming up to Nekhlyudov. 

“Katerina Maslova,” Nekhlyudov uttered, with diffi- 
culty. 


“Maslova, someone to see you,” cried the warder. 


* XLII * 


Maslova looked round, and, with head thrown back 
and expanded chest, she came up to the net with that 
expression of readiness which he so well knew, pushed 
in between two prisoners, and gazed at Nekhlyudov with 
a surprised and questioning look. ; 

But concluding from his clothing that he was a rich 
man, she smiled. N = 

“Is it me you want?” she asked, bringing her smiling 
face, with the slightly squinting eyes, nearer the net. 

“TT... LT wished to see ..- I wished to see you... 
I...” He was not speaking louder than usual. 

“No nonsense, I tell you!” shouted the tramp who 


Stood next to him. “Have you taken it or not?” 
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“Very weak; dying,’ someone else was screaming 
r side. ing, 
oe: not hear what Nekhlyudov was ea 
but the expression of his face as he was sp eall 
reminded her of something she did not wish on A 
The smile vanished from her face and a deep lin 
suffering appeared on her brow. $ 
gi ee se what you are saying,” she called out 
wrinkling her brow and frowning more and more. 
“I have come...” said Nekhlyudov. bo tougit 
“Yes, I am doing my duty—I am confessing,” t < Tie 
he; and at this thought the tears came to his eyes, F 
felt a choking sensation in his throat, and holding D 
with both hands to the net he made efforts to keep 
bursting into tears.  atdn’t 
“Why had you to poke your nose in where it didn 
belong?” someone shouted at one side of him. 


ol da 
“God is my witness, I know nothing,” screame 
prisoner from the other side. 


d ized 
Maslova noticed his excitement and recogn 
him. 


“You're like ... but no, I don’t remember,” she shout: 
ed without looking at him, and her flushed face gre 
still more gloomy. 


“I have come to ask you to forgive me,” he said in a 
loud but 

Havin 
looked round; but i 


; I have wronged you terribly.” 
She stood motionless, not taking her squinting eyes 
off him. 
He could not go on speaki 
ie 8 peaking, 
hi 


t and stepping away from 
net he tried to Suppress the sobs that were choking 
m. 
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The inspector, the officer who had directed Nekhlyu- 
dov to the women’s wing and whose interest he seemed to 
have aroused, came into the room, and seeing Nekhlyu- 
dov not at the net asked him why he was not talking to 
the woman he wanted to see. Nekhlyudov blew his nose, 
gave himself a shake, and, trying to appear calm, said: 

“Its so inconvenient through these nets; nothing can 
be heard.” 

Again the inspector considered for a moment. “Ah 
well, she can be brought out here for a while. ... Maria 
Karlovna,” turning to the warder, “lead Maslova out.” 

A minute later Maslova came out by the side door. 
Stepping softly, she came up close to Nekhlyudovy, 
stopped, and looked up at him from under her brows. 
Her black hair was arranged in curls over her forehead 
in the same way as it had been two days ago; her face, 
though unhealthy and puffy, was attractive and quite 
calm, but the glittering black eyes glanced strangely 
from under the swollen lids. 

“You may talk here,” said the inspector, and stepped 
aside. 

Nekhlyudov moved towards a seat by the wall. 

Maslova cast a questioning look at the inspector, and 
then, shrugging her shoulders in surprise, followed 
Nekhlyudov to the bench, and having arranged her skirt 
Sat down beside him. 

“I know it is hard for you to forgive me,” he began, 
but stopped. His tears were choking him. “But though 
I can’t undo the past, I will now do what is in my power. 
Tell me—” 

“How have you managed to find me?” she said, with- 
Out answering his question, neither looking away from 

Im nor quite at him with her squinting eyes. 

“O God, help me! Teach me what to do,” Nekhlyudov 


thought, looking at her changed and now no longer 
Pleasant face. 
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“I was on the jury the day before yesterday,” he said. 
“You did not recognize me?” 


“No, I did not; there was n 
did not even look,” she said. 

“There was a child, wasn’t there?” 
himself blushing. 

“Thank God he died at Once,” 
ly and resentfully, turning away fr 

“What do you mean? Why?” 


“I was so. ill myself I nearly died,” she said, without 
raising her eyes, 
“How could m 
“Who keeps a 
off as soon as th 


ing? I remember 


o time for recognitions. I 
he asked, and felt 


she answered, abrupt- 
om him. 


never expected, she 
pleasantly luring, yet 


Maslova had never ex 
Certainly not h 


194 


dissociated them again. Now this well-dressed, carefully- 
got-up gentleman with perfumed beard was no longer 
the Nekhlyudov whom she had loved, but only one of 
the men who make use of creatures like herself when 
they need them, and whom creatures like herself had to 
make use of in their turn as profitably as they could. 
And that is why she looked at him now with an alluring 
smile. She was silent, considering how she could best 
make use of him. 

“That’s all at an end,” she said. “Now I’m condemned 
to hard labour,” and her lip trembled as she said these 
dreadful words. 

“T knew, I was certain, you were not guilty,” said 
Nekhlyudov. . ; 

“Guilty! Of course not; as if I could be a thief or a 
robber. They say here that all depends on the advocate,” 
she continued. “A petition should be handed in, only 
they say it’s expensive.” 

“Yes, most certainly,” said Nekhlyudov. “I have 
already spoken to an advocate.” 

“No money ought to be spared; he should be a good 
one,” she said. 


“I will do all that is possible.” ; o 
They were silent, and then she smiled again in the 


same way. , l 
“And I should like to ask you ... a little money if you 
can... not much ... ten rubles,” she said suddenly. 


“Yes, yes,” Nekhlyudov said, with a sense of confu- 
sion, and felt for his wallet. 
She looked rapidly at the inspector, who was walking 


up and down the room. , 
“Don’t give it in front of him; he’d take it away.” 
Nekhlyudov took out his wallet as soon as the in- 

spector had turned his back, but had no time to hand her 

the note before the inspector faced them again, so he 


crushed it up in his hand. 


13* 195 


“This woman is dead,” Nekhlyudov thought, anes 
at the once sweet face, now defiled and puffy and Tor 
by an evil glitter in the black, squinting eyes, w Ne 
were now glancing at the hand in which he held si 
note, now following the inspector’s movements; and 
a moment he hesitated. Pree 

The tempter that had been speaking to him int 
night again raised his Voice, trying to lead him away 


from the question of what he should do, to the ae 
of what the consequences would be and what would 
practical, 


“You can do nothing with this woman,” said the 
voice; “you will onl 


y tie a stone round your neck, which 


will drown you, and Prevent you from being useful to 
others. Is it not better to give her all the money you 
have her 


€, say good-bye, and finish with her for ever?’ 
whispered th 


e voice. And yet he felt that now, at this 
very moment, something most important was taking 
Place in his soul—that his inner life was, as it were, 
wavering in the balance, so that the slightest effort 


would sink it to one side or the other. And he made this 
effort by Calling to his 


“Katyusha, I have come to ask 
you have given me no ans 


$ Pd 
: wer. Have you forgiven me? 
Will you ever forgive me?” 


“That’s odd; what you are saying,” she said with a 
smile of disdain, as it seemed to him, 

Nekhlyudoy felt that there was in her soul one who 
was hostile to him 


» and who was Supporting her, as she 
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now was, and preventing him from getting at her 


heart. 

But, strange to say, this did not repel him, but drew 
him nearer to her by some fresh, peculiar power. He 
knew that he must awaken her soul, that this would be 
terribly difficult; but the very difficulty attracted him. 
He now felt towards her as he had never before felt 
towards her or anyone else. There was nothing personal 
in his feeling—he wanted nothing from her for himself 
—he only wished that she might not remain as she now 
was, that she might awaken again and become what she 
had been. 

“Katyusha, why do you speak like that? I know you, 
I remember you—and the old days in Panovo.” 

“What’s the use of recalling what’s past?” she re- 
marked dryly. 

“T am recalling it in order to p 
my sin, Katyusha,” and he was going 
would marry her, but, meeting her eyes, 
something so dreadful, so coarse, SO re 
Could not go on. 

At this moment the visitors 
came up to Nekhlyudov and said that the time was up. 
Maslova rose meekly, waiting to be dismissed. 

“Good-bye, I have still much to say to you, but you 
See it is impossible to do so now,” said Nekhlyudov, and 
held out his hand. “I will come again.” 

“I think you have said all.” 

She took his hand but did not press it. 

“No; I shall try to see you again, somewhere where 
we can talk, and then I shall tell you what I have to say 


—something very important.” 
“Well then, come; why not?” she answered, and 
smiled the smile she gave to the men whom she wished 


to please. 


ut it right, to atone for 
to say that he 
he read in them 
pellent, that he 


began to go. The inspector 
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“You are More than a sister to me,” 
“That’s odd,” she said again, shaki 
went behind the netting. 


said Nekhlyudov. 
ng her head, and 


* XLIV + 


7 or murderers þh 
Surprises us onl 


atmosphere, in which these p 


chiefly because we are outside it. But can we not observe 
the same phenomenon when the rich boast of their 
wealth—that is, of their robbery; when commanders of 
armies pride themselves on their victories—murder; and 
when those in high places vaunt their power—violence? 
That we do not see the perversion in the views of life 
held by these people, is only because the circle formed 
by them is larger and we ourselves belong to it. 

It was in this manner that Maslova had formed her 
Views of life and of her own position. She was a prosti- 
tute condemned to hard labour, and yet she had a concep- 
tion of life which made it possible for her to be satisfied 
with herself, and even to pride herself on her position. 

According to this conception the highest good for all 
men—old, young, schoolboys, generals, educated and 
uneducated—was sexual intercourse with attractive 
women; therefore, all men, even when they pretended 
to be occupied with other things, in reality desired noth- 
ing else. She was an attractive woman, and it lay in her 
Power to satisfy, or not to satisfy, this desire, and she 
Was therefore an important and necessary person. The 
whole of her former and present life bore out the cor- 
rectness of this conception. 

During the last ten years of her life, wherever she 
found herself she saw that all men—from Nekhlyudov and 
the old police-officer down to the jailers in the prison— 
needed her; for she did not observe and she took no no- 
tice of those men who had no need of her. Therefore all 
the world seemed to her a collection of people agitated by 
lust, who were trying to get possession of her by all pos- 
sible means—deception, violence, purchase, or cunning. 

This, then, was how Maslova understood life; and 
from this point of view she was by no means the lowest 
but a very important person. And Maslova prized this 
view more than anything else; she could not but prize 
it, for if she lost this view of life, she would lose the 
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importance it accorded her. And in order not to lose ne 
meaning of her life, she instinctively clung to the se 


and plastered ove So that they should not escape; as 
bees, in order to `p 


» and with whom she 
could have Only the same relations as with men in 
general. 


remain within, is shoulder did not offend 
Nekhlyudoy this time; he diq 


Out that it was useless to change anything before the 
winter. No one would rent a town house for the summer; 
and anyhow he would have to live and keep his things 
somewhere. And so all his efforts to change his manner 
of life (he meant to live more simply, as the students 
live) led to nothing. Not only did everything remain as 
It was, but the house was suddenly filled with new activ- 
ity. Everything made of wool or fur was taken out to be 
aired and beaten. The gate-keeper, the boy, the cook, 
and Kornei himself, took part in this activity. All sorts 
of strange furs which no one ever used, and various uni- 
forms, were taken out and hung on a line; then the car- 
pets and furniture were brought out, and the gate-keeper 
and the boy rolled their sleeves up their muscular arms 
and stood beating these things, keeping strict time, 
hile the rooms were filled with the smell of naphtha- 
ene, 

When Nekhlyudov crossed the yard or looked out of 
the window and saw all this going on, he was surprised 
at the great number of things there were, all quite use- 
less. Their only use, Nekhlyudov thought, was to provide 
exercise for Agrafena Petrovna, Kornei, the gate-keeper, 
the boy, and the cook. y 

“But it’s not worth while altering my manner of life 
now,” he thought, “while Maslova’s case is not decided. 
Besides, it is too difficult. It will alter of itself when she 
is set free, or is exiled and I follow her.” 

On the appointed day Nekhlyudov drove up to the ad- 
vocate Fanarin’s splendid house, which was decorated 
with huge palms and other plants, and wonderful cur- 
tains: in fact, with all the expensive luxury that indicates 
the possession of much idle money (money acquired 
without labour), and which only those display who grow 
rich suddenly. In the waiting-room, just as at a doctor’s, 
he found many dejected-looking people sitting at tables 
on which lay illustrated papers meant to amuse them, 
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and awaiting their turn to be admitted to the a 
The advocate’s assistant sat in the room at a high des > 
and, recognizing Nekhlyudov, came up to say he Fon 
announce him at once. But the assistant had not reache 

the door when it opened, and the sounds of loud, animat- 
ed voices were heard: the voice of a middle-aged, sturdy 


merchant, with a red face and thick moustaches, and 
dressed in very new clothes, and the voice of Fanarin 
himself. Both faces bore 


the expression generally seen 
on the faces of those who have just concluded a profi- 
table but not quite honest transaction. 
“Your own fault, y 


ou know, my dear sir,” Fanarin 
said, smiling. ° 
“None of us ain’t angels. We'd all be in heaven if it 
wasn’t for our sins,” 
“Oh yes, 


yes; we all know that,” and both laughed un- 
naturally. 

“Oh, Prince Nekhlyudov! Please to step in,” said Fana- 
tin, seeing him, and nodding once more to the merchant 


he led Nekhlyudoy into his consulting-room, which was 
furnished in a Severely correct style. 


“Won’t you smoke?” Said the advocate, sitting down 
opposite Nekhlyudoy and trying to repress a smile, ap- 
parently still excited by the success of the transaction 
just concluded. 


“Thanks; I have come about Maslova’s case.” 

“Yes, yes, directly! But, oh, what rogues these fat 
money-bags are!” he said. “You saw that fellow here. 
Welve million rubles, and he says 
n Squeeze a twenty-fiver out of 
oe have it, if he has to wrench it out with his 
teeth.” 


and Nekhlyudov belonged to one and the same camp 
while his other clients belonged to another. f 

“He has worried me to déath—a fearful scoundrel. I 
felt I must relieve my feelings,” said the advocate, as if 
to excuse his speaking about things that had no reference 
to the business in hand. “Well, now about your case. 
I have read it attentively, and ‘disapprove of the con- 
tents thereof, as Turgenev says. I mean that greenhorn 
of an advocate has left no valid reason for an appeal.” 

“Well then, what can be done?” 

“One moment. Tell him,” he said to his assistant, who 
had just come in, “that I keep to what I have said. If he 
can, it’s all right; if not, no matter.” 

“But he won’t agree.” 

“Well then, no matter,” and his face from cheery and 
serene turned sullen and angry. 

“There now!—and it is said that we advoca : 
money for nothing,” he remarked after a pause, putting 
the former pleasant amiability into his expression. “Hav- 
ing freed one insolvent debtor from a totally false charge, 
they all flock to me now. Yet every such case costs 
enormous labour. Do not we, t00, ‘eave bits of flesh in 
the ink-stand’? as some writer or other has said. 

“Well, as to your case, Or, rather, the case you are 
taking an interest in. It has been conducted abominably. 
There is no valid reason for appealing. Still,” he contin- 
ued, “we can but try to get the sentence quashed. This 


is what I have noted.” s ; 
He took up several sheets of paper covered with writ- 
pidly, slurring over the uninter- 


ing, and began to read ra : 
esting legal terms and laying particular stress on some 


sentences. 
“ ‘To the Court of Appeal, Criminal Department, etc., 


etc. According to the decisions, etc., the verdict, etc., 
so-and-so Maslova pronounced guilty of having caused 
the death through poison of the merchant Smelkov, and 
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tes get our 


has, according to Article 1454 of on Penal Code, been 
ced to penal servitude,’ etc., etc.” p 

ea. Evidently, in spite of being so used hohe 
he still felt pleasure in listening to his own producti i 

““This sentence is the direct result of the Lae 
obvious judicial infringements and errors,’ ” he con = 
ued impressively, “ ‘and there are grounds for its revo me 
tion. Firstly, the reading of the medical report of es 
examination of Smelkov’s intestines was interrupted y 
the president at the very beginning. That is point a. 

“But it was the prosecuting side that demanded t 
reading,” Nekhlyudov said, with surprise. 


s 
“That does not matter. There might have been reason 
for the defence to demand this reading too.” m 

“Oh, but there could have been no reason whatev 
for it.” 


“Tt is a ground for appeal, though. To continue, ‘Sec- 
ondly,; ” he went on reading, “ ‘when Maslova’s advocate, 
in his speech for the defence, wishing to characte 
Maslova’s Personality, referred to the causes of her fall, 
he was interrupted by the president calling him to order 
for alleged deviation from the subject. Yet, as has been 
repeatedly pointed ou 


e t by the Senate, the elucidation of 
the criminal’s characteristics, 


and of his or her mora 
standpoint in general, has a significance of the first 1m- 
portance in criminal Cases, even if only as a guide m 
settling the question of responsibility. That’s point two, 
he said, with a look at Nekhlyudov. 
“But he spoke so b 
thing of it,” Nekhlyu 


adly that no one could make any- 
“The fellow’s quit 


dov said, still more astonished. 

e a fool, and of course could not be 
expected to say anything sensible,” Fanarin said, laugh- 
ing; “but, all the Same, it will do as a reason for appea’. 
‘Thirdly, the President in his summing up, contrary tO 
the direct meaning 
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points are that constitute guilt; and did not mention that 
the fact of Maslova having administered the poison to 
Smelkov being admitted, the jury had a right not to 
impute the guilt of murder to her, since the proofs of 
wilful intent to deprive Smelkov of life were absent, and 
to pronounce her guilty only of carelessness, resulting 
in the death of the merchant, which she did not desire.’ 
This is the chief point.” 

“Yes: but we ought to have known that ourselves. It 
was our mistake.” : 

“And now the fourth point,” the advocate continued. 
“<The form of the answer given by the jury contained 
an evident contradiction. Maslova is accused of wilfully 
poisoning Smelkov under the influence of cupidity, that 
being the only motive she could have had for the mur- 
der. The jury in their verdict acquit her of the intent to 
rob, and of participation in stealing the valuables; from 
which it follows that they intended also to acquit her of 
the intent to murder, and only through a misunderstand- 
ing, which arose from the incompleteness of the presi- 
dent’s summing up, omitted to express this in due form 
in their answer. Therefore an answer of this kind by the 
jury absolutely demanded the application of Articles 816 
and 808 of the Criminal Court Procedure, i.e., an expla- 
nation by the president to the jury of their mistake, and 
another debate and verdict on the question of the pris- 
Oner’s guilt, ” ee 

“Then why did the president not do it? 

_ “I, too, should like to kno 
ing. , 
“Then the Senate will, of course, correct this error? 

“That will all depend on who presides there at the 
time. Well now, there it is. I have further said,” he 
continued rapidly, “ʻa verdict of this kind gave the 
Court no right to condemn Maslova to be punished as a 
criminal, and to apply Section 3, Article 771 of the 
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is i ided 
rimi Procedure to her case. This is a decic 7 
ee ie of the a oo foe 
law. On the grounds stated, I have the dine o 
i etc., etc., for the annulment acco ac te 
arac O84, 910, 912, Section 2 and 928 of the barney A 
Court Procedure, etc., etc. ... and to remit this ales 
another department of the same Court for a Bite 
examination.’ There! all that can be done is don A of 
to be frank, I have little hope of success, though, 


t in 
course, it all depends on what members are a Ae 
the Senate. If you have any influence there you ca 
try.” 


“I do know some of them.” 


; o 

‘All right; only be quick. about it. Else they'll ee 
off to cure their piles; and then you may have ‘catty 
three months before they return, Then, in case of fai beh 
we have still the Possibility of appealing to his Maje the 
That also depends on some manoeuvring behind e 
scenes. And in that case, too, I am at your service- 
mean in wording the petition, not behind the scenes. 

“Thank you, Now as to your fees?” j 

“My assistant will hand you the petition and tell yo +0 

“One thing more. The procureur gave me a DaS dar 
visit this person in prison, but they tell me that in or es 
to get an interview at another time and in another n 
than the usual ones, 1 must get a permission from 
governor, Is this necessary?” nt; 

“Yes, I think so, But the governor is away at prese Be 
a vice-governor is in his place. And he is such a aa 
fool that you'll Scarcely be able to do anything W! 
him.” 

“Is it Maslennikov?* 

“Yes.” 

“I know him,” said Nekhlyudov, and got up to g0- d 

At this moment a horribly ugly, bony, si spam 
yellow-faced little woman flew into the room. It was t 
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— wife, who did not seem to be in the least bit 
roubled by her ugliness. 
. m attired in the most original manner: she 
Sa enveloped in something made of velvet and silk, 
ret ing yellow and green, and her thin hair was 
re ped. She stepped triumphantly into the room, 
o lowed by a tall, smiling man with a greenish comple- 
xion, dressed in a coat with silk facings, and with a 
ri tie. This was an author. Nekhlyudov knew him by 
“Anatole,” she said, opening the 
room, “you must come to me. Here is 
who promises to read his poem, and you 
come and talk about Garshin.” 
Nekhlyudov was about to leave when she whispered 
something to her husband, and instantly turned to him, 
saying: “I beg your pardon, Prince, I know you, and so 
I think an introduction is not necessary, and I beg you 
to stay and take part in our literary matinée. It will be 
most interesting. Anatole recites admirably.” 


“You see what a lot i 


I have to do,” said Fanarin, 
Spreading out his hands and smilingly pointing to his 
wife, as if to show how im 


possible it was to resist SO 
charming a creature. 

Nekhlyudov, with a sad and solemn look, thanked the 
advocate’s wife with extreme politeness for the honour 
she did him, but refused the invitation and left the 
room. 

“What an affected fellow!” 
when he was gone. 

In the waiting-room the assistant handed him the 
written petition, and said that the fees would come to 
one thousand rubles, and explained that Mr. Fanarin did 
not usually undertake this kind of business, but did it 


only to oblige Nekhlyudov. 


“And about this petition. Who is to sign it?” 


door of another 
Simon Ivanovich, 
must absolutely 


said the advocate’s wife, 
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E a is incon- 
“The prisoner may do it herself, or if meg peice 
venient, Mr. Fanarin can, if he gets a power 
her.” N — 
ae no. I will take the petition to her and get h 


eing 
sign it,” said Nekhlyudovy, glad of an excuse for se 
her before the regular day. 


* XLVI * 

in the 

At the usual hour the warder’s whistle sounded we 
corridors of the Prison, the iron doors of the ave 
rattled, bare feet pattered, heels clattered, and agen 
oners who acted as Scavengers passed along the oners 
dors filling the air with disgusting smells. The pris 


z . then 
washed, dressed, and came out for inspection, and 


went to get boiling water for their tea. 
The conve: 


rsation at breakfast in all the cells was Lge 
lively. It was about two prisoners who were a a 
flogged that . One, Vasilyev, was a young mar A 
» a clerk, who had killed his mIRE so 
a fit of jealousy, His fellow-prisoners liked him beca 

he was merr 


‘ons 
towards the He knew the regulati 
and insisted on their b 


he 
eing carried out, Therefore 
was disliked by the authorities, 

Three wee 


ks before, a warder struck one of the nap’ 

gers because he had Spilt some soup over his new ing 

form. Vasilyey took the part of the scavenger, say!e 
that it was agai 

“TH teach yo 


T ‘ 
maaa aac tia as nr cal ne 
tables in th > : r cots nor chairs nor 
‘ined em, so that the inmates had to sit or lie on 
tile nl floor, while the rats, of which there were a 
oc ces in those cells, ran over them. The rats were 
= Aei that they stole bread from the prisoners, and 
ner — them if they stopped moving. Vasilyev 
an Lo would not go into the solitary cell because he 
ate one nothing wrong; but they used force. Then he 
ri pale gee and two other prisoners helped him to 
ie imself from the warders.’ All the warders as- 
ri a Dn among them was one named Petrov, who 
Ns istinguished for his strength. The prisoners were 

rown down and pushed into the solitary cells. The 
oo was immediately informed that something very 
ne ie mutiny had taken place, and he sent back an order 
N og the two chief offenders, Vasilyev and the tramp 
e each to have thirty strokes with a birch 

The flogging wa 
room. 

This had been well known 
ning, and it was being talke 
all the cells. 

Korablyova, Khoroshavka, Fedosia, and Maslova sat 
together in their corner drinking tea, all of them flushed 
and animated by the vodka they had drunk, for Maslova, 
who now had a constant supply, treated her companions 
freely. 

“He’s not been a-rioting Or anyt 
said, referring to Vasilyev, aS she bit tiny pieces off a 
lump of sugar with her strong teeth. “He only stuck up 
for a chum, because it’s not lawful to strike prisoners 


nowadays.” 
wis ‘And he’s a fine fellow, 
0, bareheaded, with her 


s to take place in the women’s visiting- 


in the prison since the eve- 
d about with animation in 


hing,” Korablyova 


’ said Fedosia, 


I've heard say,’ 
d her head, 


long plaits roun 
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sat on a log of wood 

which the tea-pot stood, 
“There now, if 

wife said to Mas] 


Opposite the plank-bedstead on 


you Were to ask him,” the watchman’s 


ova (by “him” she meant Nekhlyudov). 
“I shall tell him. He'll do anything for me,’ Maslova 
said, tossing her head and smiling. 

“Yes, but when is he Coming? And they’ve already 
gone to fetch them,” 


Said Fedosia. “It is terrible,” she 
added, with a sigh. 


“I once saw how they flogged a peasant in the village. 


Father-in-law, he sent me once to the village elder. Well, 
I went, and there. |,» F 


he watchman’s wife began her 
long story i i 


nt, and sat listening. 
y are, hauling him along, the devils!” Kho- 
roshavka said, ; im to death, they will. The 


“They’ll do h 
fas mad with him because he never would 
Sve in to them,” 


n Fedosia put away the tea-things: 
and Korablyova and the watchman’s wife took up thelr 
on the bedstead with ae 
knees, dull and depressed. She wa 
wn and try to Sleep when the woman 
me to the office to see a cnn 
t forget to tell him about us,” 
Woman (Menshova) said, while Maslova was arrang- 
l on her head before the dim looking- 
Blass. “We diq Not set ` 3 id it 
himself, the pe fire to the house, but he di 


nd; his Workman saw hi i d wil 
4 W him do it, an 
not damn his soy] b t. You just tell him to ask 


Y denying į 


to see my Mitry. Mitry will tell him all about it, as plain 
as can be. Just think of our being locked up in prison 
when we never dreamt of any ill, while he, the fiend, is 
enjoying himself at the pub with another man’s wife.” 

“That’s not the law,” remarked Korablyova. 

“Tl tell him—I’ll tell him,” answered Maslova. “Sup- 
pose I have another drop, just to keep up my courage,” 
she added, with a wink; and Korablyova poured out half 
a cup of vodka, which Maslova drank. Then, having 
wiped her mouth, and repeating the words “Just to keep 
up my courage,” she followed the warder along the cor- 
ridor, tossing her head and smiling gaily. 


* XEVIL * 


Nekhlyudov had been waiting in the hall a long time. 

When he arrived at the prison he rang at the entrance 
door and handed the permit from the procureur to the 
warders on duty who met him. 

“Whom do you want to see?” 

“The prisoner Maslova.” 

“You can't at present: the inspector is engaged.” 

“Is he in the office?” asked Nekhlyudov. 

“No, here in the visiting-room,” said the warder, who 
appeared confused. 

“Why, is it a visiting day?” 

“No, it’s special business.” 

“I should like to see him. What should I do?” said 
Nekhlyudov. 

“When the inspector comes out you’ll tell him—wait 
a bit,” said the warder. 

At this moment a sergeant-major, witha smooth, shiny 
face, and moustache impregnated with tobacco smoke, 
came out of a side door, the gold cords of his uniform 
glistening, and addressed the warder in a severe tone. 
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: . ? The 

“What do you mean by letting anyone in here? T 
office—” . 

“I was told the ins 
surprised at the agit 
jor’s manner, ov 

At this moment the inner door Opened and Petr 
came out, heated and perspiring. ; wai 

“He'll remember it,” he muttered, turning to the 
geant-major. 


Pector was here,” said esos 
ation he noticed in the sergeant-n 


emember it? Why do they all seem so eee’ 
fused? Why did ajor make a sign to him? 
Nekhlyudoy thought. dov 

The Sergeant-major, again addressing Nekhlyudov, 
said, “You cannot meet 


he 
here; please step across to t 
Office,” 


, r 
Nekhlyudov was about to comply when the mp 
came out of the door at the back, looking even more oe 
fused than his subordinates and sighing continua 


When he saw Nekhlyudov he turned to the warder. 
“Fedotov, have M 


n 
aslova, cel] 5, women’s ward, take 
to the office.” 


“Will you come this way, please?” 
Nekhlyudoy, They asce 
a small one-window. in 
“Mine heavy duties,” he remarked, agai 
addressing Nekhlyudoy, as he took out a cigarette. 
ý ou are tired, evidently,” said Nekhlyudov. : re 
: the service—the duties Kes 
lighten their lot and only ma 


it worse; my only thought is h 
heavy duties!” 


. ine tO 
he said, turning t 


“Yes, I should think the duties are very heavy,” he 
said. “Why do you serve in this capacity?” 
“I have a family, and no means.” 


“But, if it is so hard—” 
“Well, still, you know, it is possible to be of some use; 


I soften things down as much as I can. Another in my 
place would conduct things quite differently. Why, we 
have more than two thousand people here. And what 
people! One must know how to manage them. After all, 
they are human beings; one cannot help pitying them. 
But they’ve got to be kept in hand.” 

And the inspector began telling Nekhlyudov of a fight 
that had lately taken place among the convicts, which 
had ended in one man being killed. 

The story was interrupted by the entrance of Maslova 
accompanied by a warder. 

Nekhlyudov saw her through the doorway before she 
had noticed the inspector. Her face was flushed and she 
was following the warder briskly, smiling and tossing 
her head. When she saw the inspector she suddenly 
changed, and gazed at him with a frightened look, but 
quickly recovering she addressed Nekhlyudov boldly 
and gaily. 

“How d’you do?” she said, drawling out her words, 
and smilingly took his hand and shook it vigorously, not 
as she had done the first time. 

“Here, I’ve brought you a petition to sign,” 
Nekhlyudov, rather surprised by the boldness with 
which she greeted him today. “The advocate has written 
Out a petition which you will have to sign, and then we 


will send it to Petersburg.” 
“I don’t mind. Anything you like,” she said, with a 


wink and a smile. 
Nekhlyudov drew a folded paper from his pocket and 


went up to the table. 


said 
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“May she sign it here?” 


asked Nekhlyudoy, turning to 

the inspector, re 

“Yes, sit down. Here’s a Pen; can you write?” said t 
inspector. ; ia 

“I could at one time,” she Said; and, after T E 
her skirt and the sleeves of her jacket, she sat a 
the table, Smiling, took the Pen awkwardly in her s 
energetic hand 


yudov with a laugh. 
told her what to write, and pointed o 
where she was to sign. 
She dipped 


her pen into the 
» and wrote her name 
he asked, loo 


s 
, and Putting the 
now on the papers. 


“I have a few Words t 


ink, carefully shook off 


king from Nekhlyudov P 
pen now on the ink-stand, 


© Say to you,” Nekhlyudov said, 
taking the Pen from her, if re- 
“All right; tell me,” she said. And suddenly, as if r 
membering Something or feelin 


& sleepy, she grew serious. 


The inspector rose a he room, leaving Nekhlyu- 


nd left t 
dov with her, 


* XLVI + 


‘ had brought Maslova in sat on a win- 
dow-sill at some distance from them. 
m 


ent had come for Nekhlyudov. He 
had been incessantly blam 
told her t 


ing himself for not having 

he principal thing at the first interview, an 
etermined to tell her that he would marry 
S sitting at the farther side of the sas a 
Nekhlyudov sat WN Opposite her. It was light in ed 
room, and Ne Ov © first time saw her eo 
i he Crow’s-feet round he 


n 
er mouth, and the swolle 
han ever, 


eyes, the wrin 
eyelids. He piti 
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Leaning over the table so as not to be heard by the 
warder—a man of Jewish type with grizzly whiskers— 
Nekhlyudov said: 

“Should this petition come to nothing we will appeal 
to the Emperor. All that is possible shall be done.” 

“There now, if we had had a proper advocate from the 
first,” she interrupted. “My counsel was quite a silly. 
He did nothing but pay me compliments,” she said, and 
laughed. “If it had been known then that I was acquaint- 
ed with you it would have been another matter. They - 
think everyone’s a thief.” 

“How strange she is today,” Nekhlyudov thought, and 
was just going to say what he had on his mind when 
she began again: 

“There’s something I want to say. We have here an 
old woman; such a fine one, d’you know, she just sur- 
prises everyone. She is imprisoned for nothing, and her 
son too, and everybody knows they are innocent, though 
they are accused of having set fire to a house. D’you 
know, hearing I was acquainted with you, she says, 
‘Tell him to ask to see my son, he’ll tell him all about 
it? ” As Maslova spoke she turned her head from side 
to side, and glanced at Nekhlyudov. “Their name’s Men- 
shov. Well, will you do it? Such a fine old thing, you 
know; you can see at once she’s innocent. You 1 do it, 
there’s a dear,” and she smiled, glanced up at him, and 
then cast down her eyes. , 

“All right. T’ll find out about them,” Nekhlyudov said, 
more and more astonished by her free-and-easy man- 
ner. “But I was going to speak to you about myself. 
Do you remember what I told you last time? , 

“You said a lot last time. What was it you told me? 
She said, continuing to smile and to turn her head from 


Side to side. , : 
“I said I had come to ask you to forgive me,” he be- 


gan. 
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. : ’ he 
“What’s the use of that? Forgive, forgive, what’s t 
good of it? It would be better if—” 


“I want to atone for my sin 
in deed. I have mad 


seemed not to be 
“What’s that for?” 


you found now? You are not seni 
sense. God, indeed! You ought to have el 
membered God then,” she said, and stopped with 
mouth open. har 
It was only now that Nekhlyudoy noticed that a 
breath smelt of Spirits; and he understood the cause 


calm? You think Pm tipsy? I ae 
tipsy, yet I know: what Pm Saying,” she began quick z 
i ict, a whore, and you ar 
a gentleman and a pri 


id, trembling all over; 
extent I feel myself guilty 
Yourself guilty she sai rily, mimicking 
him. “You did not feel so then, popas A a hundred 
at... is your price . 
> I know; but what is to be done now?” said 
Nekhlyudoy, “T have decideg not to leave you, and : 
shall do what I have Said.” 


nd I say you Shan’t,” 
“Katyusha!” heb 


‘You go away. I 


She said, and laughed aloud. 
egan, touching her hand. d 
am a convict and you a prince, an 
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you’ve no business here,” she cried, her whole appear- 
ance transformed by her anger, and pulling away her 
hand. 

“You want to save yourself through me,” she con- 
tinued, hurrying to express what had risen in her soul. 
“You’ve got pleasure out of me in this life, and want to 
Save yourself through me in the life to come. You are 
disgusting to me—your spectacles and the whole of your 
dirty fat mug. Go, go!” she screamed, starting to her 
feet. 

The warder came up to them. 

“What are you kicking up this row for? That won’t—” 

“Let her alone, please,” said Nekhlyudov. 

“She must not forget herself,” said the warder. 

“Please wait a little,” said Nekhlyudov, and the ward- 
er returned to the window. 

Maslova sat down again, dropping her eyes and firm- 
ly clasping her small hands. Nekhlyudov stooped over 

er, not knowing what to do. 

“You do not believe me?” he said. ; 

“That you mean to marry me? It will never be. I'd 
rather hang myself. So there!” 

“Well, still I shall go on serving you.” ; 

“That’s your affair, only I don’t want anything from 


you. That’s the plain truth,” she said. 
“Oh, why did I not die then?” she added, and began 


to cry piteously. 
Nekhlyudoy cnnild not speak; her tears infected him. 
She lifted her eyes, looked at him in surprise, and be- 
gan to wipe her tears with her kerchief. 
The warder came up again and reminded them that it 
Was time to part. Maslova rose. ; 
“You are excited. If possible I will come again tomor- 
row—you must think it over,” said Nekhlyudov. 
She gave him no answer, and, without looking up, 


followed the warder out of the room. 
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, A wE 
“Well, lass, you’ll have rare times now, : oe 
said when Maslova returned to the cell. “Seems 


. : tg 
‘ f it while he 
ighty sweet on you; make the most o a 
ate ae He'll help you out. Rich people can do any 
thing.” 
“Yes, that’s so,” 
her musical voice, 


Korablyova 


z , ink 
off like that, duckie. What d’you thin 
he did?” E old 

“Well, have you Spoken about my affairs?” the 
woman asked, 


er; 
But Maslova gave her fellow-prisoners no cs vee 
she lay down On the Plank-bedstead, her squinting 
fixed on 


A until 
a corner of the room, and remained there 
the evening, 


A painful struggle we 
dov had said brought b 
which she had 


ith 
evening she again bought some vodka and drank wi 
her companions, 


“So this is wh 


” thought Nekhlyu 
dov as he left the prison 
his crime, Had h 
never have foun of 
this all; she, never have felt the extent in 
the evil done to her. On| d it been exposed e 
all its horror, Only now did he see what he had don 
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to the soul of this woman; only now did she see and 
understand how she had been wronged. Up to this time 
Nekhlyudov had played with a sensation of self-admira- 
tion, had admired his own remorse; now he was simply 
filled with horror. He knew he could not abandon her 
now, and yet he could not imagine what would come of 
their relations to one another. 

Just as he was going out, a warder with a dis- 
agreeably insinuating countenance, and with a cross and 
medals on his breast, came up with an air of mystery 
and handed him a note. 

“Here is a note from a certain person, Your Excel- 
lency,” he said to Nekhlyudov, as he gave him the en- 
Velope. 


“What person?” 
“You will know when you read it. A political prison- 


er. I am in that ward, so she asked me; and though it is 
against the rules, still, feelings of humanity.... The 
Warder spoke in an unnatural manner. 

Nekhlyudov was surprised that a warder of the ward 
where political prisoners were kept should pass notes 
inside the very prison walls and almost within sight of 
everyone: he did not then know that this was both a 
warder and a spy. Hawever, he took the note, and read 
it on comi f the prison. 

It was E one in a Holi hand, and ran as follows: 
“Having heard that you visit the prison and are inter- 
ested in the case of a criminal a A aii 
see you arose in me. Ask for a permit to S Š 
be aven P I can tell you much that concerns your 
Protégée, as well as our group— Yours gratefully, Vera 
T choolmistress in an out- 

era D had been a s 1 
TN ngesang oad of the Novgorod Gubernia, where 
Nekhlyudoy and some friends of his had once stayed 
While bear-hunting. She had applied to Nekhlyudovy for 
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Offering her services. 


nd 
easy everything had then been, a 
how hard and complicated it all was now! 


, h- 

me in to say that the deacon’s daug 

k to Prince Nekhlyudoy. 

Someone asked, : d rose 

» Please,” Nekhlyudoy said, an and 
k on his face, Wiping his mouth, 


ith 
€acon’s daughter could want w! 
1m, he went in o the host’s Part of the hut. 

There he fo a girl in 

a sinew i 


k— 
a felt hat and a warm ee 
Y, ugly girl; oni her eyes with their a 
were beautiful, 


to >” said the old hare 
is the prince himself, Į Shall go out meanw lear 
“In can I be of Service to you?” Nekhly' 
9 r 
g! I see you are rich, and throw away a 
Sense—on Sport,” began the gus E 
great confusion, “I know ` only want one thing 160 
to be of use to the People, and I can do nothing becau 
Iknow nothing,” te 
Her eyes were so truthful, so kind, and her reson 
and yet shy expression as so touching, that onan 
dov, as often happened to im, Suddenly felt himself 
her Position—understoog and sympathized, 
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“What can I do for you?” 
“I am a teacher, but I should like to take the univer- 


sity course, and am not allowed to do so. That is, not 
that I am not allowed to; they’d allow me to, but I have 
not the means. Give them to me, and when I have fin- 
ished the course I will repay you. I’ve been thinking 
that the rich kill bears and give the peasants drink; and 
all this is bad. Why should they not do good? I only 
Want eighty rubles.... But if you don’t wish to, never 
mind,” she added crossly. 

“On the contrary, I am very grateful to you for this 
Opportunity. I will bring the money at once,” said 
Nekhlyudov. 

He went out into the passage, and there met one of 
his companions, who had been listening to his conver- 
Sation. Paying no heed to his chaffing, Nekhlyudov took 
the money out of his purse and gave it to her. 

“Oh, please, do not thank me; it is I who should 
thank you,” he said. 

It was pleasant to remember all this now; pleasant 
to remember how he had nearly had a quarrel with an 
officer who tried to make an objectionable joke of it; 
how another of his friends had taken his part, and how 
that led to a closer friendship between them. How suc- 
cessful the whole of that hunting expedition had been, 
and how happy he had felt when returning to the rail- 
Way station that night... . . 

The line of ET each driven by two ph ie 
quickly along the narrow road through m Feed 
between high trees, now between low firs weighted down 
by the snow caked in heavy lumps on their branches. A 
red light flashes in the dark; someone lights a sagen ia 
Cigarette. Osip, a bear-driver, changes over from eas 
to sledge, up to his knees in snow, and while los ting 
things to rights he speaks of the elk now going about on 
the deep snow and gnawing the bark off the aspen- 
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ee ; ir deep 
trees, of the bears that are lyinig asleep in their 


s rm 
hidden dens, from whence their breath puffs wa 
through their breathing holes. 


from care, self- 
tiful it was, A 
trouble! Teer 

Evidently Vera Dukhova was a revolutionist and im 
Prisoned as such, 


: he 
e must see her, especially as S 
Promised to advise him about Maslova. 


» Or desire... , How D 
O God! what torment, w 


* L * 
Waking early next morning, Nekhlyudoy remembered 
pat he had done the day before, and was seized wi 
ear, 


va in prison, and also. the M 
ShOvs—mother Son—about whom Maslova ha 
Spoken to him. Besides this, he wished to ask permission 
© see Dukhoy i 


* Who might be of use to Maslova. 
Nekhlyudoy had known this 


aslennikov a long umr 
together, At that tim 


€ n in the regiment 

Maslennikoy had been Paymaster to the regiment. He 
hearteg an Zealou. 

wishing to know nothi 


S Officer, knowing n 
A ng beyond the regiment and t 
imperial family, Now Nekblyug 


ial 
OV saw him as an officia 
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who had exchanged the regiment for an administrative 
post. He was married to a rich and energetic woman, 
who had forced him to make this exchange. 

She made fun of him and caressed him, as if he were 
a pet animal of hers. Nekhlyudov had been to see them 
Once during the winter, but the couple were so uninter- 
esting to him that he had not gone again. 

At the sight of Nekhlyudov, Maslennikov’s face 
beamed all over. He had the same fat, red face, and was 
as corpulent and as well dressed as in his military days. 
Then he used always to be dressed in a well-brushed 
uniform made according to the latest fashion, tightly fit- 
ting his chest and shoulders; now it was a civil service 
uniform he wore, but that, too, tightly fitted his well- 
fed body and showed off his broad chest, and was cut 
according to the latest fashion. In spite of the difference 
In age (Maslennikov was forty), the two men were very 
familiar with one another. 

“Hullo, old fellow! How good of you to come! Let us 
80 and see my wife. I have just ten minutes to spare 
before the meeting. My chief is away, you know, so I 
am at the head of the Gubernia Administration,” he said, 
Unable to disguise his satisfaction. 

“I have come on business.” : 

“What is it?” asked Maslennikov in an anxious and 
Severe tone, putting himself at once on his guard. 

_ “There is a person, whom I am very much interested 
in, in prison” (at the word “prison” Maslennikov's face 
grew stern); “and I should like to have an interview, 
Not in the common visiting-room, but in the office, and 
Not only at the usual visiting hours. I am told it depends 
on you.” ; ats 

“Certainly, mon cher, I'll do anything for you, sal 
Maslennikov, putting both hands on Nekhlyudov’s 
knees, as if to tone down his grandeur; “but remember, 


am monarch only for an hour.” 
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“Then you will 
to see her?” 

“It’s a woman?” 

“Yes,” 

“What is she there for?” 


oi” 
“Poisoning, but she has been unjustly conden 
“Yes, there you 


. ven 

have it, your just jury system, Ki me: 

font point @autres,” he said, in French for son ae 

known reason, “I know you do not agree with me, b he 
can’t be helped, Cest mon opinion bien arrêtée, 


j me 
give me an order that will enable 


ever bad th 
old one,” 
“And whom have 


you for an , 
“Thave Spoken to 


advocate?” 
Fanarin,” 


"Said Maslennikoy, with a Pte 
ace, Tecollecting how this Fanarin had examined the 
as a witness at a tial the year before, and had, in 
politest manner, held h 


h im u t h f an 
i p idicule for 
our, Or a 


ith 
anything to do wit 


v, 

make,” said Nielihiyady w 
"Sa young woman whom I she 

long ago, a teacher —ą very Pitiable little thing— 
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is no impri 
w also imprisoned, and wants to see me. Could you 


oo me a permit to visit her?” 
Pa pur bent his head on one side and considered. 
eae political one?” 

ke I have been told so.” 
er you see, only relations get permission to visit 
aaa prisoners. Still, I'll give you an open order. Je 
prote le vous n abuserez pas. What’s the name of your 
a gée? Dukhova? Elle est jolie?” 
Hideuse.” 
oon shook his head disa 
e table, and wrote on a sheet 0 
ed heading: 
fe P bearer, Prince Dmitry Ivanovich Nekhlyudov, 
a le allowed to interview in the prison, office the 
küdva n, Maslova, and also the medical assistant, Du- 
“No and he finished with an elaborate flourish. 
Miere y you ll be able to see what order we maintain 
owd am it is very difficult to keep order, it is. so 
I eee , especially with people condemned to exile; but 
aeg strictly, and love the work. You will see they 
ow ery comfortabie and contented. But one must know 
to deal with them. Only a few days ago we had a 


lit 
little trouble—insubordination; another would have called 
ny miserable, but 


it : 
mutiny, and would have made ma 
have solicitude on 


wi : 
ith us it all passed quietly. We must 
on the other,” and he 


pprovingly, went up 
f paper with a print- 


th 
eaa hand, firmness and power 
ched his fat, white, turquoise-ringed fist, which is- 
ff of his shirt-sleeve, fastened 


s 
ka out of the starched cu 
e gold stud. “Solicitude an ) 
dar I don’t know about that,” said Nekhlyudov. “I 
“D here twice, and felt very much depressed.” 
Givens, you know, you ought to get acquainted with the 
tlie tess Passek,” continued Maslennikov, warming to 
thi conversation. “She has given herself up entirely to 
S sort of work. Elle fait beaucoup de bien. Thanks to 
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” 


d firm power 


15—1316 


to 

her—and, perhaps I may add without false go = 

= everything has been changed, changed ee 

age Shad the former horrors no longer mee he po 

are really quite comfortable there. Well, sa ides, my 80° 
Fanarin, I do not know him personally—bes > 


is positively 
cial position keeps our Ways apart—but he is pos 
a bad man; and then 


‘ ch 
he takes the liberty of saying su 
ings in the Court—such things!” : ais 
ty thank you,” Nekhlyudov said, = wed r 
per, and without listening further he bid good day 
former fellow-officer, “on 
“But won't you go in and see my wife? , 
“Please excuse me; I have no time now s Maslen- 
“Dear me, she will never forgive me,” said to the 
nikov, accompanying his old acquaintance down ergon 
first landing, as he was in the habit of doing to p soni 
of not the greatest but the second greatest impor ‘a, i 
with whom he classed Nekhlyudov, “now do go 
only for a moment.” 
But Nekhlyudoy r 
and the door- whic 
» and opened the door, outside of 
stood a police 
could not stay 


J 
i e. 
p Vel then, on Thursday please, It is her at, bot 
Will tell her you are coming,” called Maslennikov 
the stairs, 


* + 
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The servant with the bandaged eye said the inspector 
was in, and showed Nekhlyudov into a small drawing- 
room where there was a sofa and, on a table in front 
of it, a large lamp, standing on a piece of crochet-work, 
and having a pink paper shade which was burnt on one 
side. The inspector entered, with his usual sad and weary 
look. 

“Take a seat, please. What can I do for you?” he said, 
buttoning the middle button of his uniform. 

“I have just been to the vice-governor’s, and have 
this order from him. I should like to see the prisoner 
Maslova.” 

“Markova?” asked the inspector, unable to hear dis- 
tinctly because of the music. 

“Maslova!” 

“Oh, yes.” The inspector got up and went to the door 
whence proceeded Clementi’s roulades. 

“Maria, can’t you stop just a minute?” he said, in a 
voice that showed that this music was the bane of his 
life. “One can’t hear a word.” 

The piano was silent; but one could hear the sound 
of reluctant steps, and someone looked in at the 
door. 

The inspector seemed to feel eased b 
silence, lit a thick cigarette of mild tobacco, 
one to Nekhlyudov. 

Nekhlyudov declined. 

“Tt is Maslova that I want to see.” 

“Maslova! It’s not very convenien 
day,” said the inspector. 

“How’s that?” 

“Well, you know, it’s all 


y the interval of 
and offered 


t to see Maslova to- 


your own fault,‘ said the 


inspector, with a slight smile. “Prince, give no money 
into her hands. If you like, give it me. I will keep it for 


her. You see, you must have given her some money yes- 


terday; she got some spirits (it’s an evil we cannot man- 
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; ; i , even 
age to root out), and today she is quite tipsy 
violent.” 


“Is it possible?” 5 re- 
ieee it is. I have even been obliged to Seema 
course to severe measures, and to put her into ay, BU 
ate cell. She is a quiet woman in an ordinary W Y: are 
please do not give her any money. These peop 
Eo ARE 


ae ack 
‘What had happened the day before came pve | er 
to Nekhlyudov’s mind, and again he was seize 
fear. 
“And Dukhova, a 
“Yes, if you like,” 
do you want?” 
six, who came i 


er?” 
political prisoner; might I see » 


at 
said the inspector. “Now {he wr 
he said, addressing a little girl of father 
nto the room and walked up to her ayes 
with her head turned towards Nekhlyudov and her d the 
fixed on him. “There now, you'll be toppling,” sal 
inspector, smi 


: ant, 
ling, as the little girl ran up to eine ne 
not looking where she was going, caught her fo 
rug. 

“Well then, if I may, I will go.” 
“You may.” 


till 
raced the little girl, who ue 
gazing at Nekhlyudov, got up, and tenderly moti 
i into the anteroom. ich the 
Hardly had he Put on the overcoat, into whic is- 
i » and reached the door, when the 
tinct sounds of © ementi's roulades again began. n dis 
‘ nservatoire, but there is suc ctor» 
order there. She has a great gift,” said the inspec”; 
as they went down the Stairs. “She means to play 
concerts.” 
The inspector 
The gates were j 


» With their fin 
lowed the inspecto 
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heads half shaved, who were carrying tubs filled with 
something, cringed when they saw him. One of them 
frowned angrily, his black eyes glaring. 

“Of course, a talent like that must be developed, it 
would not do to bury it, but in small apartments, you 
know, it is rather tiresome.” The inspector went on with 
the conversation, taking no notice of these prisoners, 
and dragging his feet he followed Nekhlyudov into the 


hall with weary steps. 

“Who is it you want to sé 

“Dukhova.” 

“Oh, she’s in the tower. 
he said. 

“Might I not meanwhile see the prisoners Menshov, 
mother and son, who are accused of arson?” 

“Oh yes, cell No. 21. Yes, they can be sent for.” 

“But might I not see Menshov in his cell?” 

“Oh, you'll find the meeting-room pleasanter.” _ 

“No. I should prefer the cell. It is more interesting.” 

“Well, you have found something to be interested in! 
Here the assistant, a smartly dressed officer, entered by 
the side door. ™ 

“Here, see the Prince into Menshov’s cell, No. 21, 
said the inspector tO his assistant; “and then take 
him to the office. And PI g0 and call—what’s her 
name?” 


“Vera Dukhova.” l ; 
The inspector's assistant was a fair young man, with 


a waxed moustache, who diffused a smell of eau de Co- 


logne. 
“This way, please,” he said to Nekhlyudov, with a 
pleasant smile. “Our establishment interests you? ; 
“Yes, it does interest me; and besides, I look upon it 
as a duty to help a man who, as I am told, is confined 
here, though innocent.” 
The assistant shrugge 


e?” 


You'll have to wait a little,” 


d his shoulders. 


229 


; : i tep- 
“Yes, that does happen,” he said quietly, ope E 
ping aside to let the visitor enter the stinking c 
first. “But it also 


happens that they lie. This way, 
please.” 


The doors of the cell 


he 
S were open, and some of t 
prisoners were jn the 


s- 
e official with their eyes. After pas 
ing through one corri 


. t. 
nshov? asked the inspector's assistan 
ell to the left,” 


* LI * 


ra d 
answered the assistant, smiling, aa 
turned:to the Warder with some question, Nekhlyu 
looked into One of the jj 


. Hearin 


e 
) Into another hole. His eye ™ 
another, a big, frighte 

at him, an 


Stepped aside. In the os 
very small man asleep on the bed, € k 
ered, head and all, with his Prison cloak. In the four 
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a pale, broad-faced man was sitting with his elbows on 
his knees and his head bent low down. At the sound of 
footsteps this man raised his head and glanced up. His 
face, especially his large eyes, bore an expression of 
hopeless dejection. One could see that it did not even 
interest him to know who was inspecting his cell. Who- 
ever it might be, the prisoner evidently hoped for noth- 
ing good from him. Nekhlyudov was seized with dread, 
and went to Menshov’s cell, No. 21, without stopping to 
peep through any more holes. The warder unlocked the 
door and opened it. A young man, with long neck, well- 
developed muscles, a small beard, and kind round eyes, 
stood by the bed, hastily putting on his cloak, and turned 
to the newcomers with a frightened face. Nekhlyudov 
was specially struck by the kind round eyes that were 
throwing frightened and inquiring glances by turns at 
him, at the warder, at the assistant, and back again. 

“Here’s a gentleman who wants to inquire into your 
affair.” 

“Thank you kindly.” 

“Yes, I was told about you,’ 
ing the cell to the dirty grated 
like to hear all about your case 

Menshov also came up to the window, and at once 


began telling his story, at first looking shyly at the in- 
spector’s assistant, but gradually growing bolder. When 
the assistant left the cell and went into the corridor to 
give some orders, the man grew quite bold. The story 
was told with the accent and in the manner natural toa 
very ordinary, good peasant Jad. To hear it told by a 
prisoner dressed in this degrading clothing, and inside 
a prison, seemed very strange to Nekhlyudov. Nekhlyu- 
dov listened, and continued at the same time to look 
around him: at the low bedstead with its straw mattress, 
the window with thick iron gratings, the dirty, damp 
wall, and at the piteous face and form of this unfor- 


> Nekhlyudov said, cross- 
window, “and I should 
from yourself.” 


231 


ot an in- 
n on the face, might be a tHe 
, still more dreadful. This w 
story. Soon after the 


A inn; 
e next day a fire broke out in ou of 
and the young man and his mother were accus 


s fire 
use on fire, He had not set it on 
friend at the time, 


d it was mother and I that did aa 
that we had threateneg him. It js true I once wen s to 
him—my heart couldn’ it any longer—but a are 
Setting the house on fire, I didn’t do it. He set it on hen 
himself and then - I was not there just Woa 
the fire broke out, but he Purposely arranged it so re.” 
it should happen after Mother and I had been the 

“Can this be true» 


od is MY Witnes 


F: 
S it is true 
and Ne 


“Om: sir, be so good... 
khlyudov haq difficulty in Preventing him 
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bowing down to the ground. “Have pity... you see I am 
perishing without any reason.” 

And suddenly his face quivered, and he turned up the 
sleeves of his cloak and began to cry, wiping the tears 
with the sleeve of his dirty shirt. 

“Are you ready?” asked the assistant 

“Yes.... Well, cheer up. We will do what we can,” 
said Nekhlyudov, and went out. Menshov stood close to 
the door, so that the warder knocked him in shutting it, 
and while the warder was locking it he remained look- 


ing out through the little hole. 


* LII * 


Returning along the broad corridor past the men 
dressed in light yellow cloaks, short wide trousers, and 


prison shoes, who looked eagerly at him (it was dinner- 
Nekhlyudov felt a 


time, and the cell doors were open), 

strange mixture of sympathy for them, and horror and 

perplexity at the conduct of those who put and kept 

them here; and besides, though he knew not why, he felt 

ashamed of himself for calmly examining it all. ; 
In one of the corridors somebody clattering with his 


shoes ran in at the door of a cell. Several men came out 
vay, bowing to him. 


from it and stood in Nekhlyudov’s V 

“Please, your honour—we don’t know what to call 
you—get our affair settled somehow.” a 

“I am not an official. I know nothing about it. 

“Well anyhow, you come from outside; tell somebody 
—one of the authorities if need be,” said an indignant 
voice. “Here we are suffering the second month for 
nothing.” 

“What do you mean? Why?” said Nekhlyudov. 

“Why? We ourselves don’t know why, but we've been 
locked up here for almost two months now.” 
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ays . ident,” 

“Yes, it’s quite true, and It is Owing to an ae 

Said the assistant, “These people were taken ea ons 
they had no Passports, and they ought to 


à : ; there 
sent back to their native province; but the T aa us 
is burnt, and the local authorities have written a 
not to send them on. S 


ss- 
© we have sent all the other pa 
portless People to th 


5 are 
eir different provinces, but 
keeping these.” A ey 
“What! For no other reason than that?” Nekhly 
exclaimed, Stopping at the door, 
A crowd 


of about fort 

Clothes, surrounded him and th 
began talking at Once. Th i 
“Let some One of 


: ison 
Y men, all dressed in pris 


peasant o 
d Nekh] 
ack to 


£ 
f about fifty stepped = 
yudov that all of them now 
heir homes and et they 
t having passports, ye The 
hich were only a fortnight in a y 
ned every year—they had were 
their passports till art this 
d ever said anything—bu ¢ in 
Y had been tak n Up, and were being kep 
hs, as if they were criminals. game 
Te all stone masons, anq belong to the ce is 
e told that he prison in our provin 
at is not Our fault. Do help us.” t the 
yudoy listened, put hardly understood mage wee 
old “S Saying, his attention being / was 
„a large, dark-gre > Many-legged louse that 
creeping along the man’s cheek, hlyu” 
“How is that? Can i be, for Such a reason?” Nek 
aid, turning to the assistant, 


ack 
Yes, they should have been sent off and taken b 


. » m they 
to their homes, calmly said the assistant, “but 
seem to have been forgotten Or something.” 


dov s 
« 
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Before the assistant had finished speaking, a small, 
nervous man, also in prison dress, came out of the 
crowd, and strangely contorting his mouth began to say 
that they were being ill-used for nothing. 


“Worse than dogs . . .” he was saying. 
“Now, now; not too much of this. Hold your tongue 
or you know....” 


“What do I know?” screamed the little man desper- 


ately. “What is our crime?” 
“Silence!” shouted the assistant, and the little man 


Was silent. 

“But what is the meaning of all this?’ Nekhlyudov 
thought to himself as he was going down the corridor, 
while a hundred eyes were fixed upon him through the 
Openings of the cell doors and by prisoners that met 
him, making him feel as if he were running the gauntlet. 

“Ts it really possible that perfectly innocent people 
are kept here?” Nekhlyudov exclaimed, when they left 
the corridor, A 

“What would you have us do? They lie so. To hear 
them talk they are all of them innocent,” said the in- 
Spector’s assistant. “But it does happen that some are 
really imprisoned for nothing.” 

“Well, these have done nothing.” 

“Yes, we must admit that. Still the people are fear- 
fully spoilt. There are some types—desperate fellows, 
Who have to be looked sharply after. Yesterday two of 
that sort had to be punished.” 

“Punished? How?” r 

“Flogged with a birch rod, by aar : 

“But corporal punishment is aboli OR 

“Not Spas are deprived of their rights. They 
are still liable to it.” 

Nekhlyudov thought of what he had seen the day De 
fore while waiting in the hall, and now understood that 
the Punishment was then being inflicted; and the mixed 
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A oral 
feeling of curiosity, depression, es ine eee of 
nausea, that grew into physical nausea, 

i re strongly than ever. : : k- 
gore listene to the inspector's assistant z S 
ing round, he hurriedly left the corridor and wen aith 
office. The inspector was in the office, a ee 
other business, and had forgotten to send for Du called 
He only remembered his promise to have her 
when Nekblyudoy entered the room. 


» ead he. 
“Sit down, please. Ill send for her at once,” said 


* LIV * 


The office consisted o 
a large dilapidated stoy 
one corner a black sta 5 if to 
while in another hung a large icon of Christ, as ople 
mock His teachings, as is usual in places where pe na- 
are tortured, In this room several warders were a, 
ing. In the next room sat about twenty per king 
men and women in groups and in pairs, ta the 
in low voices. There was a writing-table by 
window. 

The inspector 
Nekhlyudoy ach 


ith 
f two rooms. The first room, W 


ed 
Sat down by the table, and offer 


S, 
an with dark cannes 
telling Something, gesticula a 
ile, €side them sat an old m 


lovers. The girl was quite young and pretty, with short 
fair hair and an energetic expression, and was elegantly 
dressed; the young man had fine features and wavy 
hair, and he wore a rubber jacket. They sat in their cor- 
ner whispering to one another, and seemed dazed by 
love. Nearest to the table sat a grey-haired woman 
dressed in black, evidently the mother of a young con- 
sumptive-looking fellow, also in a rubber jacket. She 
was trying to say something, but her sobs prevented her; 
she began several times, but had to stop. The young 
man held a paper in his hand, and, apparently not know- 
ing what to do, kept folding and pressing it with an 
angry look on his face. Beside them was a plump, pretty, 


fresh-complexioned girl, with very prominent eyes, 
dressed in a grey dress and a cape. She sat beside the 
weeping mother, tenderly stroking her, Everything about 
this girl was beautiful: her large white hands, her short 
wavy hair, her firm nose and lips; but the chief charm 
of her face lay in her kind, truthful, hazel eyes. These 
beautiful eyes turned away from the mother for just a 
moment when Nekhlyudov came in, and met his look. 
But she turned back at once and said something to the 
mother. Not far from the lovers a dark, dishevelled man, 
with a gloomy face, sat talking angrily to a beardless 


visitor, who looked like a eunuch. 

Nekhlyudov, sitting by the inspector's side, looked 
round with strained curiosity. A little boy with cropped 
hair came up to him and addressed him in a thin 


voice. 
“And whom are you waiting 


Nekhlyudov was surprised a 
ing the ser 


for?” 
t the question, but look- 


ing at the boy, and seei ious little face, with its 
bright attentive eyes fixed on him, answered him serious- 


ly that he was waiting for a woman of his acquaint- 


ance. 


“Is she, then, your sister?” the boy asked. 
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in sur- 
“No, not my sister,” Nekhlyudoy answered in 
Prise. “And you, with .w 


hom are you here?” he asked 
the boy. 

“I? With Mamma; she’s a 
“Maria Pavlovna, 
evidently Considering 
the boy contrary to the rules, 


‘ ted 
Maria Pavlovna, the beautify] girl who had Pn 
Nekhlyudoy’s attention, rose tall and erect, an 


d 
firm, almost manly steps, approached Nekhlyudov an 
the oy. 

“What is he asking you—wy 
with a sli t Smile, lookin 
a trustful look in 


ho you are?” she na 
& Straight into his face ae 
> Prominent eyes, and as s as 
doubt whatever that she w 


On sisterly terms with everybody. 
“He likes to know everything,” 


her king 


have come to van 
is against the rules to speak 
u know it is,” said the inspector. the 
All Tight, al] right,” she Said, and went back to ad 
A Iding Kolya’s little 0 
i e € one, while he continued gazing 
Into her face, 
“Who is this little boy?” 
inspector, n 
l “His mother is a politica] Prisoner, and he was ue 
1n prison,” Sai 


b as if 
© inspector in a pleased tone, 
glad to Point out how 


he 
Nekhlyudov asked of t 


S. 
; MESBNGHAL his establishment Wå 
Is it Possible9» 

"Yes, and S Boing to Siberia with her.” 
“And that Oung girl>» 

$ cannot 


; r, 
ing hic Ower your question,” said the inspecto 
shrugging his Shoulders. “Besides, here is Dukhova. 
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* LV * 


Through a door at the back of the room entered, with 
a wriggling gait, the thin, yellow Vera Dukhova, with 
her large kind eyes. 

“Thanks for having come,” she said, pressing Nekh- 
lyudov’s hand. “So you do remember me? Let us sit 
down.” 

“I did not expect to see you like this.” 

“Oh, I am very happy. It is so delightful, so delight- 
ful, that I desire nothing better,” said Vera Dukhova, 
with her usual expression of fright in the large, kind, 
round eyes fixed on Nekhlyudov, and twisting the terri- 
bly thin, sinewy neck encircled by the shabby, crumpled, 
dirty collar of her bodice. 

Nekhlyudov asked her how she came to be in prison. 

In answer she began relating all about her affairs with 
&reat animation. Her speech was intermingled with 
many special words, such as propaganda, disorganiza- 
tion, groups, sections and sub-sections, about which she 
Seemed to think everybody knew, but which Nekhlyudov 
had never heard of. 

She told him all the secrets of the Narodovolstvo,* 
evidently convinced that he was pleased to hear them. 
Nekhlyudov looked at her thin little neck, her sparse, 
unkempt hair, and wondered why she had been doing 
all these things, and why she was now telling all this to 
him. He pitied her, but not as he had pitied Menshov, 
the peasant, kept in this stinking prison for no fault of 

1S own, She was pitiable because of the confusion that 
filled her mind. It was clear that she considered herself 
a heroine ready to lay down her life for the success of 
her cause; yet she could hardly have explained what 
that cause was, or in what its success consisted. 


ar Literally, “People’s Will,” a revolutionary movement in the 
eighties of the last century.—Tr. 
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The business that 
lyudov about was 
girl named Shusto 


. arrest- 
their “sub-section,” as she expressed it, had a in 
ed with her about five months before, and imp rohibited 
the Peter and Paul Fortress because some P mebódyý 
books and Papers (which she was keeping for Dukhħova 
else) had been found in her possession. Vera 


ekh- 
Vera Dukhova wanted to s g en A 
the following: a friend of 


: ermis- 
Besides this, Dukhova asked him to try to get p 
sion for another fri 


his 
e Peter and Paul Fortress), to eA he 
scientific books w 
Neki yudoy Promise 
went to Petersburg, 


As to her own sto 
ished a cours 


he 
d to do what he could when 


. n- 
tY, this is what she said. Hoving fi 
© of midwifery, she became connecte sal 

o the Narodovolstvo. At ne 
4 Y Wrote proclamations and orles: 
pied themselves with Propaganda work in the fact 


ing been 
portant member of their group navite Sg 
arrested, their papers were seized and all conc 
were arrested, 
t 


at 

> and shall be exiled. But he 
fee] Perfectly happy.” She conc 
piteous Smile, ir] with 
V made some inquiries about the pn gir! 

yes. Vera Dukhova told him that ee? 
er of qa general, had long been ena 
nary party, and Was imprisoned Par a 
guilty to aving shot a gendarme. She da 
in a house with som conspirators, where they ha 
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secret printing press. One night, when the police came 
to search this house, the occupiers resolved to defend 
themselves, put out the lights, and began destroying the 
things that might incriminate them. The police forced 
their way in, and one of the conspirators fired, mortally 
wounding a gendarme. When an inquiry was instituted, 
this girl said that it was she who had fired, though she 
had never had a revolver in her hands, and would not 
have hurt a fly. But she kept to her statement, and was 
now condemned to penal servitude in Siberia. 

“An altruistic, fine character,” said Vera Dukhova ap- 
provingly. 

The third business Vera Dukhova wanted to speak 
about concerned Maslova. She knew—as everybody does 
know such things in prison—the story of Maslova’s life 
and Nekhlyudov’s connection with her, and advised him 
to take steps to get her removed, either into the politi- 
cal prisoners’ ward, or into the hospital to help to nurse 
the sick, of whom there were very many at that time, so 
that extra nurses were needed. , 

Nekhlyudov thanked her for the advice, and said he 


would try to act upon it. 


* LVI * 


Their conversation was interrupted by the inspector, 
who rose and announced that the time was up, and that 
the prisoners and their friends must part. Nekhlyudov 
took leave of. Vera Dukhova and went to the door, where 
he stopped, watching what was going on. ; 

“Gentlemen, time’s up, time’s up!” said the inspector, 
now rising, now sitting down again. k 

The inspector’s order only called forth heightened ani- 
mation among the ‘prisoners in the room, and no one 
left. Some rose and continued to talk standing, some 
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went on talking withou 


ing and 
t rising. A few began crying 
taking leave of each 


con- 
other. The mother sree batten 
umptive son were especially pathetic. heh angry» 
tent twisting his bit of Paper, and his eit, rin mothe 
SO great were his efforts not to be infecte 


P to 
: : s time 
er’s emotion. The mother, hearing that it wa 
part, put her head on 
sniffed loudly 


and 4 
Ose who were about to part, 
rs. 


j riso 
y are going to be married here in Pou 
and she wil follow him to Siberia,” said the 
man. 
“What is he?” 
“A Convict, conde. 
two at least ha 


the young man added, } 
consumptive lad’ Other, 
ss Ow, my good people! 
Our: 
7 repeating the 
e wi 


mneqd 


plig? 
Please, please do wee ine 
Vere measures,” said over 
me words several ue “St 
a Weak, hesitating mann 


Sa 
n, in 
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is high time. What do you mean by it? This sort of thing 
is quite impossible. ... I am now asking you for the last 
time,” he repeated wearily, putting out his cigarette and 
lighting another. ; 

It was evident that, artful, old, and common as are 
the devices enabling men to do evil to others without 
feeling responsible for it, the inspector could not but 
feel conscious that he was one of those guilty of caus- 
ing the sorrow which was manifesting itself in this 
room. And it was apparent that this troubled him 
sorely. 

At length the prisoners and their visitors began to 
separate—the one by the inner, the other by the outer, 
door. The men with the rubber jackets passed out, and 
the consumptive youth and the dishevelled man. Maria 
Pavlovna went out with the boy born in prison. 

The visitors went out, too. The old man with the blue 
spectacles, stepping heavily, went out followed by Nekh- 
lyudov. ; 

“Yes, a strange state of things, this,” said the talka- 
tive young man, as if continuing an interrupted conver- 
sation, while descending the stairs side by side with 
Nekhlyudov. “Yet we have reason to be grateful to the 
inspector, who does not keep strictly to the rules, kind- 
hearted fellow. If they can get a talk it does relieve their 
hearts a bit after all.” : 

While talking to the young man, who introduced 


himself as Medintsev, Nekhlyudov reached the hall. 
them with a weary step. 


There the inspector came up to 

“If you wish to see Maslova,” he said, apparently de- 
siring to be polite to Nekhlyudov, “please come tomor- 
row.” 


“Very well,” answered Nekhlyudov, and hurried away. 


The ‘sufferings of the evidently innocent Menshov 
seemed terrible: but not so much his physical suffering 
as the perplexity, the distrust in goodness and in God, 
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which he could not h 
the p 


t, 
Nekhlyudoy asked sai atone 
more than ever, he felt that Sensation of moral na 
i Sea which always overcam ower 
When he vi on; and he could find no an 
to his question, 


* LYI > 


The next day Nekh] 
and spoke to 


‘gently 
den 
Was silent for a moment, evi 
a Correct reply, 
“Wh is j 


“ sk 
? ’s,” he said eetet, ea 
Cureur, hel] Say it is the 80vernor’s fault; aad . 
governor, he’}] blame t © procureur, No one is at ill tell 
“I am just going to see the vice-governor. I w 
him.” 
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“Oh! that’s quite useless,” said the advocate, with a 
smile. “He is such a—he is not a relation or friend of 
yours?—such a blockhead, if I may say so, and yet a 
crafty animal at the same time.” 

Nekhlyudov remembered what Maslennikov had said 
about the advocate, and did not answer, but took leave 
and went on to Maslennikov’s. 

He had to ask him two things: about Maslova’s re- 
moval to the prison hospital, and about the hundred and 
thirty passportless men innocently imprisoned. It was 
very hard to ask favours of a man whom he did not re- 
Spect, but it was the only means of attaining his end, 
and he had to go through with it. 

As he drove up to Maslennikov’s house Nekhlyudov 
Saw a number of carriages by the front door, and re- 
membered that it was the vice-governor’s wife’s “at 
home” day, to which he had been invited. At the mo- 
ment Nekhlyudov drove up a carriage stood in front of 
the door, and a footman, in livery with a cockade in his 
hat, was helping a lady down the doorsteps. She was 
holding up her train, showing her thin ankles, black 
Stockings, and slippered feet. Among the carriages was 
a closed landau, which he knew to be the Korchagins'’. 
Their grey-haired, red-cheeked coachman took off his 
hat and bowed in a respectful yet friendly manner to 
Nekhlyudov, as to a gentleman he knew well. Nekhlyu- 
dov had not had time to inquire for Maslennikov when 
the latter appeared on the carpeted stairs, aerompany: 
ing a very important guest not only to the first land- 

‘ing but to the bottom of the stairs. This very important 
visitor, a military man, was speaking in French about 
a lottery for the benefit of some children’s homes to 
be founded in the city, and was expressing the opinion 
that this was a good occupation for the ladies. It 
amuses them, and it brings in money. Qu elles s'amusent 


et que le bon Dieu les bénisse.” 
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i rais- 
said the important guest, TET a 
as he presented EN 
d servant to have his military ae En- 
ir, mon cher.” And he pressed 
nikov’s hand, . 


; al- 
€ used to meeting roy 


itual in- 
Ow desires are Whetted by habitu 
uch attention 
felt b 


He did no 
S face, Pai 


u 
d no heed to'his words, g 
ragged him Tresistibly towards the drawing-room, 
that Nekhly OV could not but follow, 
usiness after 


t, 
ards. I will do Whatever you ra “the 
said Maslennikoy, as he drew Nekhlyudov throug said 
dancing-hal], “Announce Prince Nekhlyudov,” a o 
n, without Stopping. The footman starte 
at a trot and.passeq them, see 
S n wa ordonner, But you must me o 
MY wife. As it S, I got it for letting you go without 
ing her last time.” oot- 
By the time they reacheq the drawing-room the f þe” 
man had already announce Nekhlyudoy, and from 
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tween the bonnets and heads that surrounded it the 
smiling face of Anna Ignatyevna, the vice-governor’s 
wife, beamed on Nekhlyudov. At the other end of the 
drawing-room several ladies were seated round the tea- 
table, and some military men and civilians stood near 
them. The clatter of male and female voices was unceas- 
ing. 
“Enfin! we thought you had quite forgotten us. How 
have we offended?” 

With these words, intended to convey an idea of 
intimacy which had never existed between herself 
and Nekhlyudov, Anna Ignatyevna greeted the new- 


comer. 
“You are acquainted?—Madame Belyavskaya, M. Cher- 


nov. Sit down a bit nearer. Missy, venez donc à notre ta- 
ble; on vous apportera votre thé.... And you,” she said 
to an officer who was talking to Missy, having evidently 
forgotten his name, “do come here.... A cup of tea, 
Prince?” i TEA at: , 
“I shall never, never agree with you. It is quite simple: 
she did not love,” a woman’s voice was heard saying. 


“But she loved tarts.” ; 
“Oh, your eternal silly jokes!” laughingly put in 


another lady, resplendent in silks, gold, and pee I 
“C'est excellent these little biscuits, and so light. 
think I'll take another.” os 
“Well, are you leaving town soon? i 
“Yes, this is our last day. That is why we have Mee 
“Yes, it must be lovely in the country; we are 8 
a delightful spring.” : ? 
Missy, wlth her hat on, and in some Ena a gar 
striped dress that fitted her like a skin, was te n y 
handsome. She blushed when she saw Nekhlyudov. 


~ a id to him. 
Oh, I thought you had left,” she said to : 
“I am on the Point of leaving. Business 1S keeping me 


i 
in town, and it is on business I have come here. 
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“Won’t you come to see 
see you,” she said, and kno 
ing was not true, and that 
still more. 


» said 
“I fear I shall scarcely have time, Nekhlyudov 
gloomily, 


. her 
trying to appear as if he had not noticed 
blush. 


and 
Missy frowned angrily, shrugged her shoulders 
turned towards 


Mamma? She would ah 
wing that what she was a 
he too knew it, she blus 


ns 
“You must really contribute towards the Orpha 
Home.” 

“Tam no 
fresh for t 
glory.” 

“Well, don’t forget,” 
dently feigneg laugh, » was 

Anna Tgnatyevna Was in raptures: her “at home” W 
a brilliant success, ith prison 

“Micky tells me ying yourself with Tekh- 

can understang you so well,” she said to Mas- 
lyudoy, “Micky” (she meant her fat husband, kind- 
lennikoy) “may hay ults, but you know how chil- 
i Se miserable prisoners are me est 

oes not regard them in any other light. ds 

@une bonté *+-” and she stopped, finding no Yor dee 
do justice to the bonte of her husband by whose 0 to 4 
men were flogged, and, Smiling, she turned quickly i 
Shrivelled oid covered with bows of lilac ri 
n. 


t refusing, but on] 


l nty 
y wish to keep my bou 
he lottery, Th 


in all its 
ere I shall let it appear in al 


evi- 
said a voice, followed by an 


ssary’ 
as was absolutely geor rë ; 
as Conventionality req 
Up to Maslennikov. 


a few minutes, please?” 
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“Oh yes. Well, what is it? Let us come in here.” 
They entered a small Japanese sitting-room, and sat 
down by the window. 


* LVII * 


“Well, je suis à vous. Will you smoke? But wait a bit; 
we must be careful and not make a mess here,” said 
Maslennikov, and brought out an ash-tray. “Well?” 

“There are two matters I wish to ask you about.” 

“Dear me!” 

An expression of gloom and dejection came over Mas- 
lennikov’s countenance, and every trace of the excite- 
ment of the dog whom its master has scratched behind 
the ears vanished completely. The sound of voices 
reached them from the drawing-room. A woman s voice 
was heard, saying, “Jamais, jamais je ne croirais! and, 
from the other side, a man’s voice, relating something 
in which the names of the Comtesse Vorontsov and 
Victor Apraksin kept recurring. A hum of voices, oni 
With laughter, came from another direction. Mas rae 
kov tried at one and the same time to listen ate a 
Was going on in the drawing-room and to what Nekhlyu- 


dov was saying —_ 
“I have come again about that same woman, said 


Nekh] udov. i 
“Oh yes i know. The one innocently condemned. t 
“I should like to ask for her to be apponi ta serve 

in the prison hospital. I have been told that this cou 

be arranged.” ; 
Maslennikov pursed up his lips and oe 
“That will be scarcely possible, he said. o i i 

I will see what can be done, and will wire you a reply 


tomorrow.” ? 
“I have been told there are many sick, and that help 


is needed,” 
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in any 
“All right, all right. I will let you know in 
case.” 


“Please do,” said Nekhlyudov. 


came 
The sound of general and even natural laughter 
from the drawing-room. 


“It’s all that Victor, He i 
is in the right vein,” said Maslennikov. ; P 
“The rac thing I wanted to tell you,” said Nerhy 
dov, “is that a hundred and thirty persons are Trey 
oned only because their passports are overdue. 
have been kept here over a month.” 

And he related the circumstances of the case. slen- 
` “How have you come to know of this?” said Ma 
nikov, looking uneasy and dissatisfied. and 

“I went to see a Prisoner, and these men came 
Surrounded me in the Corridor, and asked—” 

“What prisoner did you go to see?” nt. I 
“A peasant who is kept in prison though innoce tha 
have put his case into the hands of a lawyer. Be jon 
is not the point, Is it possible that people who have ass” 
nothing wrong are imprisoned only because their P®: 
Ports are overdue? And—” 

“That’s the depart 
OV interrupted an 


he 
s wonderfully smart when 


i 
ment of the procureur,” maslena 
grily. “There, now, you see ria!! 
comes of what you call a Prompt and just form of eo 
It is the duty of the Public prosecutor to visit the PT 
and find out if the p 


; ly. BY 
risoners are kept there lawfully 
that set Play cards; that’s al] they do.” 
“Am I to 


. o» Nekh- 
: that you can do nothing?” Ne 
lyudov said despondin 


ad- 
Bly, remembering that the 


; tth 
t the vice-governor would pu 
r, 


“Oh yes, I can. I will see about it at once.” ur’ 
“So much the worse for her, C’est un souffre-doule 
came the voice of a Woman, evidently indifferent 
what she was sayin $ 


» irom the drawing-room. 
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“So much the better. I shall take it also,” a man’s 
voice was heard to say from the other side, followed by 
the playful laughter of a woman who was apparently 
trying to prevent the man from taking something away 


from her. 


te 
No, no; not on any account,” the woman’s voice said. 


“All right, then. I will do all this,” Maslennikov re- 
peated, and he put out the cigarette he held in his white, 
turquoise-ringed hand, “And now let us join the ladies.” 

Just a moment,” Nekhlyudov said, stopping at the 
door of the drawing-room. “I was told that some men 
received corporal punishment in the prison yesterday. 
Is this true?” 

Maslennikov blushed. 

‘Oh, that! No, mon cher, 
you in there! You want to get at € 
—Anna is calling us,” he said, ca 
the arm, and again becoming as x¢ 
attention paid him by the important per 
his excitement was not joyful, but anxiou 


decidedly it won't do to let 
verything. Come, come 
tching Nekhlyudov by 
ited as after the 
son; only now 


S: 
Nekhlyudov pulled his arm away, and without taking 
leave of anyone or saying a word, he passed through 
the drawing-room with a dejected look and went down 
into the hall, past the footman, who sprang towards 
him, and out at the street door. 
‘What is the matter with him? What have you done 
to him?” asked Anna of her husb 
‘<This is à la française,” remar e 

A la française, indeed—it is à la 2 . 

Oh, but he’s always been like that.” 

Someone got up, someone else came in, and the clat- 
ter continued its course. The company used this episode 
of Nekhlyudov as a convenient topic of conversation for 
the rest of the “at home.” n 
1 On the day following his visit to Maslennikov, Nekh- 
yudov received a letter from him written in a fine, firm 


and. 
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and 

i r with a coat-of-arms, ail 

cf pe at ae said a ‘a 

sae the doctor concerning Naslova dla rë 

he hospital, and hoped Nekhlyadov's co aftectionat® 

ceive attention. The letter was signed, faced ~ lates 
elder comrade,” and the Signature ende 


t 
ould no 
firm, and artistic flourish. “Fool!” Nekhlyudov c 
refrain from Saying, 


: wards 
“comrade” he felt Maslennikov’s pertoacensle 1 filling 
him, that is, he felt that while Maslennikov ish, be still 
this Position, morally most dirty and shame ” 
thought hi 


* LIX « 


: that 
One of the most widespread superstitions i kind, 
every man has some distinguishing quality: one etic, OF 
another cruel, a third wise, or stupid, or energ say ° 
apathetic, Men are not really like that. We may 
a man that he j 


ten 
e ofte 
S more often kind than cruel, mor 

wise than stupid 


: but it would 
man that he is ki 


+. þa 

and wise, of another that a fe this 
and stupid, And yet we always Classify mankin ater ÍS 
Way. And this is false. Men are like rivers: the = jneres 

i d all: but every river is narro cleat 
Wer, there broader, Boi mer 
» NOW warm. It is the same wi hum? 
Every man bears in himself the germs of every itself 
etimes one quality manifests unlike 
the man often becomes 


In some people these changes are very extreme, and 
Nekhlyudov was such a man. These changes in him were 
due both to physical and to spiritual causes. Such a 
change took place in him now. 

The feeling of triumph and joy at the renewal of life, 
which he had experienced after the trial and after the 
first interview with Katyusha, vanished completely, and 
after the last interview fear and revulsion replaced that 
joy. He was determined not to leave her, and not to 
change his decision of marrying her if she wished it; but 


it seemed very hard, and made him suffer. 
On the day after his visit to Maslennikov, he again 


went to the prison to see her. 

The inspector allowed him to speak to her, only not 
in the office nor in the advocate’s room, but in the wom- 
en’s visiting-room. 


In spite of his kindness, the inspector was more Te- 


served with Nekhlyudov than previously. An araen m 
greater caution had apparently been sent as a result 0 


his conversation with Maslennikov. ne 
“You may see her,” the inspector said; “but please 


remember what I said as regards money. And as f her 
removal to the hospital that his excellency pi ome 
about, it could be done; the doctor would nre e 
she herself does not wish it. She says: S oe 
I to carry out the slops for the scurvy eggars. 


don’t know these people, prince,” he added. 


the in- 
Nekhlyudov did not reply, but askea 17 eee T 
terview. The inspector called a warder, 


followed him into the women's VIS oom, where 

there was no one but Maslova waiting. t 

behind the netting, quiet and timid, close p 

Said, without looking at him: 

y “Forgive me, Dmitry ares > 
rong the fore yesterday. pai 

"i sie h e to forgive,” Nekhlyudov Pes 


253 


ovich, I said much that was 


A pt- 
” she interru 
“But all the same, you must leave me,” sh 


A he 
: ith which S 
ed, and in the terribly squinting eyes with 
looked at him Nekhly 


ined, an- 
udov read the former strain 
gry expression. , 
“Why should I leave you? 
“You must.” 
“But why?” 


5 the 
R him, 
She again looked up, with, as it seemed to 
same angry look. ve me. 
“Well th she said. “You must sie jus 
It is true what I am saying—I cannot. ioe she was 
give it up altogether,” Her lips trembled a 


hang 
ment. “It is true. Pd rather d 
myself,” batre 
Nekhlyudov felt that in this.refusal there was 
an unforgiving rese 


]so 
ntment, but that there frmation 
Omething good. This confir quite 
€r previous refusal—which she was eet ee 
Drowned all the doubts in Ne hant 
nd brought back the serious, triump 
had felt in relation to Katyusha. 


in” he ut- 
yusha, what 1 have said I will say again, 
y seriously, “I ask 


do 
you to marry me. 1i a 
to, and for as long as you do not wish ou 
Shall only inue to follow you, and will go where Y 
are taken,” 4 
“That’s your business, Į shall not Say anything more, 
she answered, and her }j b 


ilen, OPS began to tremble- again. 
» Was Silent, feelj 
n 


s- 
and then to ER 

en he was calmer again. “I will do d 

a your . |. Our case I mean, reconsidered: 

Ing, the Sentence ed.” 

“And if it is not revoke vay be revok 

it, if not in th 


d 
is d, never ind. I have deserve 
i ase, in oth 

saw how difficult it . 


ways,” she said, and he 
Was for her to keep back her tears- 
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“Well, have you seen Menshov?” she suddenly asked, 
a her emotion. “It’s true they are innocent, isn’t 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“Such a splendid old waman,” she said. 

And he told her all he had found out about Menshov, 
and asked her if she wanted anything. 

She answered that she did not. 

They were again silent. 

“Well, and as to the hospital,” she suddenly said, 
looking at him with her squinting eyes. “If you like I 
will go, and I will not drink any more, either.” 

Nekhlyudov looked into her eyes. They were smiling. 

“That is very good,” was all he could say, and then 
he took leave of her. 

“Yes, yes, she is quite a different being,” Nekhlyudov 
thought. After all his former doubts, he now felt some- 
thing he had never before experienced—the certainty 
that love is invincible. 

When Maslova returned to her noisome cell after this 
interview, she took off her cloak, and with her hands 
folded on her lap sat down in her place on the plank- 
bedstead. In the cell were only the consumptive woman 
from Vladimir and her baby, Menshov’s old mother, and 
the watchman’s wife. The deacon’s daughter had been 
declared mentally deranged and removed to the hospital 
the day before. The rest of the women were away, wash- 
ing clothes. The old woman was asleep, the cell door 
stood open, and the watchman’s children were in the 
corridor outside. The Vladimir woman, with her baby 
in her arms, and the watchman’s wife, with the stocking 
ee was knitting with deft fingers, came up to Mas- 

ova. 

“Well, have you had a chat?” they asked. _ 

Maslova sat silent on the high bedstead, sw! 
legs, which did not reach the floor. 


nging her 
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’s 
i tchman 
“What’s the 800d of snivelling?” said the wa 

wife. “The chi 


Eh, 
s. 

ef thing’s not to get into the dump 
Katyusha, che 


ngers 
er up!” she went on, moving her fing 
rapidly, m 
Maslova did not answer. shing,” sai 
“And our women have all gone wa much has 
the Vladimir woman. “I heard them pes has been 
been given in alms today. Quite a lo 
brought.” 
“Finashka,” 


’s 
; : “Where 
called out the watchman’s wife. 

the little imp g 


One to?” 
She took a knittin 


poth 
-needle, stuck it through 

the ball and the stoc 

ridor, 


H gor- 
king, and went out into the 

At this moment the 
heard fro 


ed, 
S anything wrong?” she or 
ngly at Maslova with her oat ae 
eyes. “This is for our tea,” and she put the ro 
a shelf, 
Why, surely he has 
Marrying?” asked K i 
“No, te has not, but I don’t wish it,” said Maslova 
“and I told him so.” 


ore fool you!” 
Ones, 


K ; eep 
muttereq Orablyova in her d 
“If one’s Not to live together, hať 
ing?” said Fedosia, w 


: out 
not changed his mind ab 
Orablyova, 


s the use of marry 
id 
here’s your husband hes —. i ou,” sal 
t € watchman’, Wife, is Some With sie 
“Well, o Cours, 
dosia, “Bu 


+4 Fe- 
Why sho fl ae already married,” said M 
fs n 
Reis not to live with hee 80 through the ceremo 
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_“Why, indeed! Don’t be a fool! You know if he mar- 
ries her she’ll roll in wealth,” said Korablyova. 

“He says, ‘Wherever they take you, I'll follow,’” said 
Maslova. “If he does, it’s well; if he does not, well also. 
I am not going to ask him to. Now he is going to try 
and arrange the matter in Petersburg. He is related to 
all the Ministers there. But all the same, I have no need 
of him,” she continued. 

“Of course not,” suddenly agreed Korablyova, evident- 
ly thinking about something else as she sat examining 
the contents of her bag. “Well, shall we have a drop?” 

“You have some,” replied Maslova. “I won't.” 


yy 


END OF PART ONE 
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PART TWO 


SE: g 
of Extensy, 


tg Res 
Wa e 
*j* ALCUTTA- 


Manes case was likely to come before the Sen- 
ate in a fortnight, and Nekhlyudov meant to be in 
Petersburg then, and (as the advocate who drew up the 
petition advised) to petition the Emperor, should the 
appeal to the Senate be disregarded. In that case—and 
according to the advocate it was best to be prepared 
for that, since the grounds for appeal were so slight— 
the party of convicts among whom Maslova was in- 
cluded might start early in June, and therefore, to be 
able to follow her to Siberia as he was firmly resolved 
to do, it was necessary for Nekhlyudov to visit his es- 
tates and settle matters there. 

He first went to the nearest, Kuzminskoye, a large 
estate in the black-earth district from which he derived 
the bulk of his income. 

Nekhlyudov had often visited that estate in his child- 
hood and youth, and had been there twice since; and 
once, at his mother’s request, he had taken a German 
steward there, and had verified the accounts with him. 
The state of things there, and the peasants’ relations to 
the management (that is, to the proprietor) had there- 
fore long been known to him. The relations of the peas- 
ants to the proprietor were such that the peasants were, 
to put it delicately, completely dependent on, or to put 
it bluntly, slaves to, his management. This was not a 
living slavery such as that abolished in 1861, the slavery 
of certain individuals to their master, but the slavery of 
the peasants as a whole who had no land or very little 
land to the large land-holders as a whole, or to those 
individual large land-holders among whom they lived. 
Nekhlyudov knew that; indeed, he could not help know- 
ing it, since on this form of slavery the management of 
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sorted such a 
his estates depended, and he himselt inspira he 
method of managing estates. He knew not a ie knew 
also knew it-was cruel and unjust, and this cmd api 
when, as a university student, he had n the 
preached the doctrines of Henry George tendon the 
basis of that teaching, had given to the ata sery 
land inherited from his father. It is true that aft sending 
ing in the army, when he got into the habit oe “views 
twenty thousand rubles a year, those Ce ae 
ceased to be regarded as binding, and were forg 
and he not on 
his mother a 


A it; 
» and the necessity of bape to 
again raised the question of his position in Ta udov 
Private property jn land. A month before, Nekh oy to 
would have answered that he had not the geo he 

i order of things; that it was ve NAT 
who was managing the estate; and he would, on 


s+ itl 
mts instead of cultivating ae oft 
r, to the old System by which serf proprie in 
xact a money Payment from their serfs 
bour, Tt was 


u 
not a solution of the problem, p 
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used to ẹ 
lieu of la 


it was a step towards the solution; it was a movement 
towards a less rude form of slavery. And that was 
how he meant to act. 

Nekhlyudov reached Kuzminskoye about noon. Trying 
to simplify his life in every way, he did not telegraph, 
but at the station hired a peasant trap with two horses. 
The driver was a young fellow in a nankeen coat, with 
a belt below his long waist. He was glad to talk to the 
gentleman, especially as while they were talking his 
broken-winded white horse and the emaciated spavined 
one could go at a footpace, which they always liked 
to do. 

The driver spoke about the steward at Kuzminskoye 
without knowing that he was driving “the master”. 
Nekhlyudoy had purposely not told him who he 
was, 

“That ostentatious German,” said the driver (who 
had been to town and had read novels) as he sat side- 
ways on the box, passing his hand from the top to the 
bottom of his long whip, and trying to show off his ac- 
complishments—“that ostentatious German has pro- 
cured three light bays, and when he drives out with 
his lady—oh, my! At Christmas he had a Christmas 
tree in the big house. I drove some of the visitors there. 
It had ’lectric lights; you could not see the like of it in 
the whole of the province. He has cribbed a heap of 
money. And why shouldn’t he? There’s nobody to stop 
him! I heard say he has bought a fine estate.” 

Nekhlyudov had imagined that he was quite indiffer- 
ent to the way the steward managed his estate, and to 
what advantages the steward derived from it. The 
words of the long-waisted driver, however, were not 
pleasant to hear. 

He admired the beautiful day: the thick, darkening 
clouds which now and then covered the sun; the fields 
on which the peasants were everywhere hoeing the 
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hich 
j , : i ve W 
young oats; the thick, green meadows abo 

larks were soari 


ed, ex- 
ng; the woods already all Goyen ne 
cept the late oaks, with fresh young STEER ihe Folds in 
speckled with grazing cattle and horses; and then 
the distance being ploughed—but every now ant and, 
he remembered there was something unpleasa red the 
when he asked himself what it was, he remembe aging 
i out how the German was mana 
Kuzminskoye, 
ached his estate and 
pleasant feeling passed, Ik with 
An examination of the office books, and a ta ges to 
the steward, who naively pointed out the tiga ol 
be derived from the facts that the peasants ha lay in 
little land Of their Own and that what they had more 
the midst of t rd’s fields, made Se ee oe 
ined to give up farming and 
land to the Peasants. 


caffe 
set to work, this u 


; he 
» for five rubles, Lage at 
work done by Wage labour came 
7 Everything 


oa, 
© use of the meadows, for wO A 
Potato-tops; hem were the 
nd lying beyond bar 
hired Yy the peasants, four til 


ve 
value wouig yield if invested at fi 
nt was taken from the Peasants, 
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Nekhlyudov had known all this before, but he now 
Saw it in a new light, and wondered why he and others 
in his position did not see the abnormality of such con- 
ditions. The steward’s arguments that if the land were 
let to the peasants the agricultural implements would 
fetch next to nothing, as not even a quarter of their 
value could be got for them; that the peasants would 
Spoil the land; and that Nekhlyudov would be a great 
loser, only strengthened Nekhlyudov’s conviction that 
he was performing a good action in letting the land to 
the peasants and thus depriving himself of a large part 
of his income. He decided to settle this business now, 
at once, while he was there. The reaping and selling of 
the corn and the selling of the agricultural implements 
and useless buildings—all this could be left for the 
steward to manage in due season. But he asked his 
steward now to call the peasants of the three neigh- 
bouring villages that lay in the midst of the Kuzmin- 
Skoye estate to come to a meeting, at which he would 
tell them his intentions and arrange the terms on which 
they were to rent the land. 

With a pleasant sense of the firmness he had shown 
in face of the steward’s arguments, and of his readiness 
to make a sacrifice, Nekhlyudov left the office, and, 
thinking over the business before him, he strolled round 
the house, through the neglected flower-garden—this 
year the flowers were planted in front of the steward s 
house—over the tennis ground, now overgrown with 
chicory, and along the lime-tree walk, where he used 
to go to smoke his cigar, and where he had flirted with 
the pretty Kirimova, his mother’s visitor. Having briefly 
Prepared in his mind the speech he was going to make 
to the peasants, he again had a talk with the steward, 
and after tea, having once more arranged his thoughts, 

e went into the room prepared for him in the big 
house, and formerly used as a spare bedroom. 
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e ra nice on 
In this clean little room, with pictures en there 
the walls and a mirror between the two gece by the 
stood a clean bed with a spring mattress, a of water, 
Side of it a small table, with a CEET the look- 
matches, and an extinguisher. On a table i 3 drossitig" 
ing glass lay his open portmanteau, with we Inves- 
case and some books in it: a Russian book, rman and 
tigation of the Laws of Criminality, and a e meant 
an English book on the same subject, whic 


it was too 
to read while travelling in the country. But it 
late for that today, 


so as 
and he prepared to go to bed 
to be able to get u 


inter- 
p early and be ready for the i 
View with the peasants, 


; d in 
An old-fashioned inlaid mahogany eee ghee a 
the corner of the room, and this chair, which 
dov remembered as st 
suddenly raised 
soul. He was sud 
of the house that 


S, sheds, machines, wend 
new had cost so much effort, rt 
to acquire and to keep. It had “i only 
easy to give up all this, but now it was hard, A lose 
to give this away, but even to let the land an that 
half his income. And at once an argument to show eas- 
nreasonable to let the land to the 4 his 

stroy his Property, came to 


» Which he k 


no 
“I must not hold Property in land. But if I possess 
Property in land, 


pi 
I cannot keep up the house z 
arm. ... But then I am 80ing to Siberia, and shall n 
neither the house nor the e 

this is so” 


5 state,” 
said ano 


«All 
said one voice. a 
ther Voice, “but you are not go i 
‘0 spend all your life in Siberia. You may marry, @ in 
ave children, anq must hand the estate on to them ! 
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as good condition as you received it. There is a duty to 
the land, too. To give it up, to destroy everything, is 
very easy; to acquire it, very difficult. Above all, you 
must consider your future life and what you will do 
With yourself, and you must dispose of your property 
accordingly. And then, are you really acting according 
to your conscience, or are you doing it in order to show 
off?” Nekhlyudov asked himself all this, and had to ack- 
nowledge that he was influenced by the thought of 
what people would say about him. And the more he 
thought about it the more questions arose, and the 
more unsolvable they seemed. 

_ In hopes of ridding himself of these thoughts by fall- 
ing asleep, and solving the problems with a fresh head 
in the morning, he lay down on his clean bed. But it 
was long before he could sleep. Together with the fresh 
air and the moonlight, the croaking of frogs entered the 
room, mingling with the trills of a couple of nightin- 
gales in the park and of one close to the window in a 
bush of lilacs in bloom. Listening to the nightingales 
and the frogs, Nekhlyudov remembered the music of 
the inspector’s daughter, and the inspector himself. 
That reminded him of Maslova, and how her lips trem- 
bled, like the croaking of the frogs, when she said, 
‘You must just give it up altogether.” Then. the Ger- 
man steward began going down to the frogs, and had 
to be held back, but he not only went down but turned 
into Maslova, who began reproaching Nekhlyudov, say- 
ing, “You are a prince, and I am a convict.” “No, I 
must not give in,” thought Nekhlyudov, and he roused 
himself and asked himself, “Well, am I acting rightly 
or wrongly? I don’t know and don’t care. It’s all the 
Same: I must sleep.” And he began himself to descend 
to where he had seen the steward and Maslova climb- 
ing down, and there it all ended. 
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z ing. AS 
Nekhlyudoy woke at nine o'clock in the er ee 
Soon as the young office clerk who te teem’ him 
master” heard Nekhlyudoy Stirring, he het lee 
his boots, Shining as they had never shone 4 ingen 
some cold, beautifully clear spring water, an ling. Ne- 
sants were already assembli 
khlyudoy jumped 


; hts. 
out of bed and collected his thoug 
ace remained of 


roud of it, is ground 
: From the window he could see the old a ees 
Ory, on which the canon in 
le. The frogs had not ne pa 
e: the day was dull. Liere ` morn- 
> a soft warm rain had begun falling in poet Be- 
ing, and hung in drops on leaves, twigs, and gr nell of 
ides the Smell of the fresh vegetation, the sie the 
damp earth, asking for more rain, entered in 
window, 

While dressing, Ne 
at the Peasants gath 


ee, 
his breakfast—tea or coff 
h were Teady. ya” 
ter go and see them at 0 hee 
an unexpected feeling of SM 


ed, bot 
‘No, I think Į had bet 
udov, with 
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hess and shame at the thought of the conversation he 
Was about to have with the peasants. 

He was going to fulfil a wish of the peasants, for the 
fulfilment of which they had not even dared to hope: 
to let the land to them at a low price—that is, to confer 
a great boon; and yet he felt ashamed of something. 
When Nekhlyudov came up to the peasants, and the 
fair, the curly, the bald, the grey heads were bared be- 
fore him, he felt so confused that he could say nothing. 
The rain continued to come down in small drops, re- 
Maining on hair, beards, and the fluff of the men's rough 
Coats. The peasants looked at “the master,” waiting 
for him to speak, but he was so abashed that he could 
not. This awkward silence was broken by the sedate 
Self-assured German steward, who considered himself 
a good judge of a Russian peasant. and who spoke 
Russian remarkably well. This stout, overfed man, and 
Nekhlyudoy himself, presented a striking contrast to 
the peasants, with their thin, wrinkled faces and the 
Shoulder-blades protruding beneath their coarse coats. 

“Here’s the Prince wanting to do you a favour—to 
let the land to you; only you are not worthy of it, said 
the steward. . i: 

“How are we not worthy of it, Vasily Karlovich? Don’t 
We work for you? We were well satisfied with the de- 
Ceased lady—God rest her soul!—and the young Prince 
Will not forsake us now. Our thanks to him,” said a 
red-haired, garrulous peasant. 
_ “Yes, that's why 7 have called you together. I should 
like to let you have all the land if you wish it” 

The peasants said nothing, as if they either did not 
understand or did not believe it. 7 

“Let’s see. Let us have the land? How do you mean? 
asked a middle-aged man. 

To let it to you, that you might h 
at a low rent.” 


ave the use of it 
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ing,” sai an. 
“A very agreeable thing,” said an old m 
“If onl 


ee 
ford,” said a 
Y the rent is such as we can afford, 
Other, 


“There’s no 


e land." 
reason why we Should not ap aac 
“We are accustomed to live by tilling You'll have 
“And it’s quieter for you, too, pee of all the 
to do nothing but receive the rent. Only heard saying: 
i ” several voices were emarked. 
your side,” the German se 
work, and were i, ra sharp- 
for the likes of us, Pes the horse 
d man. “You say, ‘Why did you ihe 1 was 
get into the corn? just as if I let it in. sort, the lin: 
Swinging my scythe, or Something of that ear, and 3 
long day, till the day seemed as long as ah at night, 
I fell asleep while watching the herd of ho kinning Mê 
and it got into your oats, and now you res o 
“Well, you should keep the rules.’ t it's mor 
“It’s easy for you to talk about rules, bu tall, dark 
than our Strength can Stand,” answered a 
hairy, middle-aged man. 
“Didn't I tell 


Prison for t 

end of that fence,” dovy, turn 
“What is he talking about?” asked Nekhlyudov, 

ing to the Steward, 


er erste Dieb im Dorfe,” 
German, “He j 


S caught Stealj 
every year.” Then turning t 


ard in 
answered the stew forest 
ng wood from the 


«owe 
© respect you?” Said the old man. 

are obliged to resp 

a rope; we are iny 


ist us into 
hy, you can twist u 
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“Eh, my friend, it's impossible to do you. It’s you 
who are always ready to do us,” said the German. 

“Do you, indeed. Didn't you smash my jaw for me, 
and I got nothing for it? No good going to law with the 
Tich, it seems.” 

“You should obey the law yourself.” 

Evidently a tournament of words was going on with- 
Out those who took part in it knowing exactly why; but 
It was noticeable that there was bitterness on one side, 
restricted by fear, and on the other a consciousness of 
importance and power. It was very trying for Nekhlyu- 
dov to listen to all this, so he returned to the-ques- 
tion of arranging the amount and the terms of the 
rent, 

. “Well now, how about the land? Do you wish to take 
it, and what price will you pay if I agree to let the whole 
of it to you?” we 

“The property is yours; it is for you to fix the price. 

Nekhlyudov named the amount. Though it was far 
below that paid in the neighbourhood, the peasants de- 
Clared it too high, and began bargaining, as is custom- 
ary with them. Nekhlyudov thought his offer would be 
accepted with pleasure, but no signs of pleasure were 
Visible. 

Only one thing showed Nekhlyudov that his offer 
Was advantageous to the peasants. The question was 
Put as to who would rent the land: the whole commune 
Or a special society; and a violent dispute arose be- 
tween those peasants who were in favour of excluding 
the weak and those not likely to pay the rent regularly, 
and the peasants who would have to be excluded on 
these grounds, At last, thanks to the steward, the 
amount and the terms of the rent were fixed; and the 
Peasants went down the hill towards their villages talk- 
ing noisily, while Nekhlyudov and the steward went 
into the office to draw up the agreement. 
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He got to Panovo early in the morning, and the first 
thing that struck him when he drove up, was the look 
of decay and dilapidation that all the buildings wore, 
€specially the house itself. The green iron roofs had 
not been painted for so long that they were red with 
Tust, and a few sheets of iron were bent back, probably 
by a storm. The planks which covered the house were 
torn away in several places, where they could be easily 
removed by breaking the rusty nails that held them. 
Both porches, but especially the side porch he remem- 
bered so well, were rotten and broken; only the joists 
Temained. Some of the windows were boarded up, and 
the building in which the bailiff lived, the kitchen, the 
Stables—all were grey and decaying. Only the garden 
had not decayed, but had grown thicker and was in 
full bloom; cherry, apple, and plum trees in blossom, 
looking like white clouds, could be seen behind the 
fence. The lilac bushes that formed the hedge were in 
full bloom, as they had been when, twelve years ago, 
Nekhlyudov had played widow with the sixteen-year- 
old Katyusha, and had fallen and stung his hand in the 
Nettles behind one of those same lilac bushes. The larch 
that his Aunt Sophia had planted near the house, and 
Which was then only a short stick, had grown into a 
tree the trunk of which would have made a beam, and 
its branches were covered with soft yellow-green 
needles as with down. The river, NOW within its banks, 
Tushed noisily over the mill dam. The meadow across 
the river was dotted over by the peasants’ mixed herds. 

The bailiff, a student who had left the seminary with- 
Out finishing the course, met Nekhlyudov in the yard 
With a smile on his face, Still smiling, he asked Bite to 
Come into the office, and, as if promising something €x- 
Ceptionally good by his smile, went behind the parti- 
ion. For a moment some whispering was to be heard, 
and then the izvozchik who had driven Nekhlyudov 
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r fter 
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“Whenever you like; I am not hungry. I shall take a 
walk through the village first.” 

“Would you not like to come into the house? Every- 
thing is in order inside. Have the goodness to look in, 
if the outside—” 

“Not now, thank you; later on. Tell me, please, have 
you got a woman here called Matryona Kharina?” 
(This was Katyusha’s aunt.) 

“Oh yes; in the village, she keeps a secret pothouse. 
I know she does, and I accuse her of it and scold her; 
but as to taking her up, it would be a pity. An old wom- 
an, you know; she has grandchildren,” said the bailiff, 
continuing to smile as before, expressing both his wish 
to please “the master” and his conviction that Nekhlyu- 
dov looked upon these matters just as he did himself. 

“Where does she live? I should like to go across and 
See her,” 

“At the end of the village; the third hut from the 
end. To the left there is a brick cottage, and her hut is 
beyond that. But I'd better take you there,” the bailiff 
Said, with a graceful smile. 

“No, thanks, I shall find it all right; and will you be 
SO good as to call a meeting of the peasants, and tell 
them that I want to speak to them about the land?” 
Said Nekhlyudov, intending to come to the same agree- 
ment with the peasants here as with those of Kuzmin- 
Skoye, and, if possible, that very evening. 


* IV * 


Coming out of the gate, Nekhlyudov met the girl with 
the tassel earrings returning along the trodden path 
that lay across the pasture ground overgrown with dock 
and plantain. She had a long, brightly coloured apron on 
and was quickly swinging her left arm in front of her 
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loaded high with manure, which was pressed down and 
covered with a mat to sit on. A barefooted six-year- 
old boy, excited by the expectation of a ride, followed 
the cart. A young peasant, wearing bast shoes and mak- 
ing long strides, led the horse out of the yard. A long- 
legged, greyish colt jumped out of the gate; but, seeing 
Nekhlyudov, it pressed close to the cart, and, scraping 
its legs against the wheels, jumped forward past its 
excited, gently neighing mother, as she dragged the 
heavy load through the gateway. The next horse was 
led out by a lean and agile old man, also barefooted, 
and with protruding 'shoulder-blades, dressed in a dirty 
shirt and striped trousers. 

When the horses had reached the hard road, strewn 
Over with bits of dry, grey manure, the old man re- 
turned to the gate and bowed to Nekhlyudov. 

“You are our ladies’ nephew, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, I am their nephew.” 

“You’ve kindly come to look us up, eh?” said the gar- 
rulous old man. 

“Yes, I have. Well, how are you getting on?” asked 
Nekhlyudov, not knowing what to say. 

“How do we get on? We get on very badly,” the old 
man drawled, as if it gave him pleasure. 

“Why so badly?” Nekhlyudov asked, stepping inside 
the gate. 

“What is our life but the very worst life?” said the 
old man, following Nekhlyudov into that part of. the 
yard which was roofed over. 

Nekhlyudov stopped under the roof. 

“There they are—we are twelve in all,” continued the 
old man, pointing to two women who, with forks in 
their hands, the kerchiefs tumbling off their heads, and 
With their skirts tucked up showing the calves of their 
dirty bare legs, stood perspiring on the remainder of the 
Manure heap. “Not a month passes but I have to buy 
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“T’m sure he’s very welcome,” said the old woman 
kindly, pulling down her sleeves. 

“I wanted to see how you live.” 

“Well, we live as you see. The hut is coming down, 
and might kill one any day; but my old man he says 
it’s good enough, and so we live like kings,” said the 
brisk old woman, nervously jerking her head. “I’m get- 
ting the dinner; going to feed the workers.” 

“And what are you going to have for dinner?” 

“Our dinner? Our food is very good. First course, 
bread and kvass; second course—kvass and bread,” 
said the old woman, showing her teeth, which were 
half worn away. 

“No, seriously, let me see what you are going to eat.” 

“To eat?” said the old man, laughing. ‘‘Ours is not a 
very cunning meal. You just show him, wife.” 

The old woman shook her head. : 

“Want to see our peasant food? Well, you are an in- 
quisitive gentleman, now I come to look at you. He 
wants to know everything. Did I not tell you, bread 
and kvass? and then we'll have soup. A woman brought 
us some fish, and that’s what the soup is made of, and 


after that, potatoes.” 


“Nothing more?” ; 
“What more do you want? We’ll also have a little 


milk,” said the old woman, looking laughingly towards 
the doar. 

The door stood open and the passage outside was full 
Of people—boys, girls, women with babies—thronged 
together to look at the strange gentleman who wanted 
to see the peasants’ food. The old woman seemed to 
Pride herself on the way she behaved with a gentle- 


man. 
“Yes, it’s a miserable life ours; that goes without 


Saying, sir,’ said the old man. “What are you doing 
there?” he shouted to those in the passage. 
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i shamed 

“Well, good-bye,” said Nekhlyudov, EUNE aa ine: 
and uneasy, though unable to account fo up,” said the 

“Thank you kindly for having looked us up, m 
old man. ether t 

The people in the passage pressed pea e d his 
let Nekhlyudov pass, and he went out and tollowEd him 
way up the street. Two barefooted boys hat had once 
Out of the passage—the elder in a shirt t d pink one- 
been white, the other in a worn and fade N 

lyudov looked back at them. oy i 

ae where are you going now?” asked the boy 
the white shirt. Nekhlyudov answered: ai 

“To Matryona Kharina. Do you know her? 


+ some- 
The boy in the pink shirt began laughing at 
thing; but the elder asked seriously: : 
“Which Matryona is that? Is she old?” 
“Yes, she is old.” 


r end 
“O-oh,” he drawled; “that one; she’s at the sc him, 
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* Vv * 


one. 
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“And Anisia, she is still poorer; she’s not even got a 
cow. They go begging,” said little Fedka. 

“She’s not got a cow, but there are only three of 
i and Marfa’s family are five,” objected the elder 

oy. 

“But the other’s a widow,” the pink boy said, stand- 
ing up for Anisia. 

“You say Anisia is a widow, but Marfa is just the 
same as a widow,” said the elder boy; “just the same— 
she’s also no husband.” 

“Where is her husband then?” Nekhlyudov asked. 

“Feeding vermin in prison,” said the elder boy, using 
the expression common among the peasants. 

“A year ago he cut down two birch-trees in the land- 
lord’s forest,” the little pink boy hurried to explain, “so 
he was locked up; now he’s been there six months, and 
the wife goes begging. There are three children and a 
sick grandmother,” he went on circumstantially. 

“And where does she live?” Nekhlyudov asked. 

“In this very house,” answered the boy, pointing to 
a hut, in front of which, on the footpath along which 
Nekhlyudov was walking, a tiny, flaxen-headed infant 
“ith balancing himself with difficulty on his rickety 
egs. 

“Vaska! Where’s the little scamp got to?” shouted a 
Woman in a dirty grey blouse as she ran out of the 
house, She rushed forward with a frightened look, seized 
the baby before Nekhlyudov came up to it, and car- 
ried it in, just as if she were afraid that Nekhlyudov 
Would hurt her child. 
fo ‘his was the woman whose husb 

r Nekhlyudov’s birch-trees. r 

Well, and this Matryona, is she also poor?” Nekhlyu- 


doy asked, as they came up to Matryona’s house. s 
lit 0 Poor? No. Why, she sells spirits,” the thin, pink 
€ boy answered decidedly- 


and was imprisoned 
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When they reached the house, en into He 
boys outside and went through the a bed that stoo 
hut. The hut was fourteen feet long. The ugh for a ta a 
behind the big stove was not long cages bed,” Ne 
person to stretch out on. “And on mki and lay i 
khlyudoy thought, “Katyusha bore her t was taken UP 
afterwards.” The greater part of the a -eldest grand- 
by a loom, on which the old woman and Nekhlyudov en 
daughter were arranging the warp wia a doorway: 
tered, striking his forehead against the fter Nekhlyu 
Two other grandchildren came rushing in r of the door- 
dov, and stopped, holding on to the linte ak crossly: 

“Whom do you want?” asked the old w ld not man- 
She was in a bad temper because she parryi on an 
age to get the Warp right, and besides, atl when any 
illicit trade in Spirits, she was always afrai 
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“Dear me, why it’s you, my honey! Ana me, for 
thought it was just some passer-by. Forgive imulated 
heaven’s sake!” said the old woman, with s 
tenderness in her Voice, » sajd Nekhlyw 

“I should like to speak to you alone,” sai hind the 
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the old woman, “where he has deigned to come. Sit 
down here, your honour,” she said, wiping the seat 
with her apron. “And I was thinking, ‘What devil is it 
Coming in?’ and it’s your honour, the master himself, 
the good gentleman, our benefactor. Forgive me, old 
foo! that I am; I'm getting blind.” 

Nekhlyudoyv sat down, and the old woman stood in 
front of him, leaning her cheek on her right hand, while 
the left held up the sharp elbow of her right arm. 

She began in a singing voice: 

“Dear me, you have grown old, your honour. You 
used to be as fresh as a daisy. And now! Cares also, I 
expect?” 

“This is what I have come about. Do you remember 
Katyusha Maslova?” 

“Katerina; I should think so. Why, she is my niece. 
How could I help remembering? and the tears I have 
shed because of her. I know all about it. Eh, sir, who 
has not sinned before God? who has not offended 
against the Tsar? We know what youth is. You used to 
have tea and coffee together, so the devil got hold of 
you. He is strong at times. What’s to be done? Now, if 
you had chucked her; but no, just see how you re- 
Warded her, gave her a hundred rubles. And she? What 
has she done? She wouldn't be reasonable. Had she but 
listened to me she might have lived all right. I must 
Say the truth, though she is my niece: that girl’s no 
800d. What a good place I found her! She would not 
Submit, but abused her master. Is it for the likes of us 
to scold gentlefolk? Well, she was sent away. And then 
at the forester’s. She might have lived there; but, no, 
5 e would not.” 

l want to know about the child. She was confined at 
a. house, was she not? Where is the child?” f 
a to the child, I considered that well at the time. 

Was so bad I never thought she would get up again. 
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it there alive. She said she just managed to get it to 
Moscow and there it died. She brought a certificate— 
all in order. She was such a wise woman.” 

And this was all Nekhlyudov could find out about 
his child. 


a VI * 


Again striking his head against the tops of both doors, 
Nekhlyudov went out into the street, where the white 
and pink boys were waiting for him. A few newcomers 
Were standing with them. Among the women, several of 
whom had babies in their arms, was the thin woman 
With the baby in the patchwork cap. The bloodless in- 
fant, held lightly in her arms, was smiling strangely all 
Over its wizened little face, and continually moved its 
Crooked thumb. : 

Nekhlyudov knew the smile to be one of suffering. 

e asked who the woman was. + Zg 

“It is that very Anisia I told you about,” said the 
elder boy. 

Nekhlyudoy turned to Anisia. 

“How do you live?” he asked. “What do you do for 
a living?” 

“How do I live—I go begging,” said Anisia, and be- 
Ban to cry, , 

The wizened infant smiled all over its face and wrig- 
Bled its legs, hardly thicker than worms. 

Nekhlyudoy took out his wallet, and gave the woman 
a ten-ruble note. Before he had gone two steps another 
Woman with a baby caught him up, then an old woman, 
then another young one. All of them spoke of their pov- 
si and asked for help. Nekhlyudov gave them the 
"xty rubles—all in small notes—which he had with 
ee. and terribly sick at heart turned back to the 
ailif’s house. 
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This was terrible, and must not go on. Means must 
be found to alter it, or at least not to take part in it. 
And I will find them,” he thought, as he walked up 
and down the path under the birch-trees. “In scientific 
Circles, government offices, and in the papers, we talk 
about the causes of poverty among the people and the 
means of ameliorating their condition; but we do not 
talk of the only sure means which would certainly 
lighten their condition, namely, giving back to them 
the land they need so much.” 

Henry George's fundamental position recurred vividly 
to Nekhlyudov’s mind. He remembered how he had 
Once been carried away by it, and he was surprised that 
A: could have forgotten it. “The earth cannot be any- 
ag Property; it cannot be bought or sold any more 

an water, air, or sunshine. All have an equal right to 
the advantages it gives to men.” And now he knew why 
he felt ashamed to remember the transaction at Kuz- 
ee He had been deceiving himself. Knowing that 
5 man could have the right to own land, he had yet ac- 

©Pted this right as his, and had given the peasants a 
ee of Something to which, in the depth of his heart, 
ac ‘new he had no right whatever. Now he would not 

t in this way, and would alter the arrangement in 
o ninskoye also. And he formed a project in his mind 
eet ae land to the peasants, and to acknowledge = 
the ey paid for it to be their property, to be kept or 

taxes and for communal use. This, of course, was 
© single-tax system, still it was as near an ap- 
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the income from the land should go to form the com- 
munal capital of the peasants. 

“Oh, I see; then you, of course, will receive the per- 
centages from that capital,” said the bailiff, brighten- 
ing up. 

“Dear me, no! Don’t you see that the land cannot be 
the private property of separate individuals?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“And that therefore all that the land yields belongs 
to all?” 

“But then you will not receive any income,” said the 
bailiff, smiling no longer. 

“No, I am going to give it up.” 

The bailiff sighed heavily, but then began smiling 
again. Now he understood. Nekhlyudov was evidently 
not quite normal; and at once he began to consider how 
he himself could profit by Nekhlyudov’s project of giv- 
ing up the land, trying to see this project in an aspect 
that promised advantage to himself. 

But when he saw that this, too, was impossible, he 
grew sorrowful: the project ceased to interest him; and 
he continued to smile only to please “the master.” 

Seeing that the bailiff did not understand him, Nekh- 
lyudov let him go, and sat down at a table that was 
all cut about and inked over, and began to put his proj- 
ect on paper. 

The sun went down behind the limes, which were 
Covered with fresh green, and the mosquitoes swarmed 
'n, stinging Nekhlyudov. Just as he finished his notes 
he heard the lowing of cattle and the creaking of open- 
ng gates from the village, and the voices of the peas- 
ants gathering together for the meeting. He had told 
the bailiff not to call the peasants up to the office, as he 
Meant to go into the village and meet the men where they 
assembled, Having hurriedly drunk a cup of tea offered 

im by the bailiff, Nekhlyudov went to the village. 
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him, for the same reason that the bailiff had so long 
been unable to understand him. 

They were fully convinced that it is natural for every 
man to consider his own interest. The experience of 
many generations had proved to them that the land- 
lords always consider their own interest to the detri- 
ment of the peasants. Therefore, if a landlord called 
them to a meeting and made them some kind of a new 
offer, it could evidently only be in order to swindle 
them more cunningly than before. 

“Well, then, what rent will you fix for the land?” 
asked Nekhlyudov. 

“How can we fix a price? We cannot do it. The land 
is yours, and the power is in your hands,” answered 
Some voices from among the crowd. 

“Oh, not at all. You will have the use of the money 
yourselves for communal purposes.” 

“We cannot do it; the commune is one thing, and 
this is another.” 

“Don’t you understand,” said the bailiff, with a smile 
(he had followed Nekhlyudov to the meeting), “the 
Prince is letting the land to you for money, and is giv- 
Ing you the money back to form a capital for the com- 
mune,” 

“We understand very well,” said a cross, toothless 
old man, without raising his eyes. “Something like a 
bank; we shouid have to pay at a fixed time. We do 
not wish it; it is hard enough as it is, and that would 
ruin us altogether.” 

“That’s no go. We prefer to go on the old way,” be- 
gan several dissatisfied and even rude voices. 

The refusals grew very vehement when Nekhlyudov 
Mentioned that he would draw up an agreement which 
he and they would sign. 

“Why sign? We will go on working as we have done 
all along. What is all this for? We are ignorant men.” 
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agreement with them; they are so obstinate. At a meet- 
ing these people just stick to one thing, and there is no 
moving them. It is because they are frightened of 
everything. Why, those very peasants—say that white- 
haired one, or the dark one—who were refusing, are in- 
telligent men. When one of them comes to the office 
and one gets him to sit down to a cup of tea, it’s like 
being in the Palace of Wisdom—he has the mind of a 
statesman,” said the bailiff, smiling; “he will consider 
everything rightly. At a meeting he’s a different man—he 
keeps repeating one and the same—” 

“Well, could not some of the more intelligent men be 
asked to come here,” said Nekhlyudov; “I would ex- 
plain it carefully to them.” 

“That can be done,” said the smiling bailiff. 

“Yes, call them tomorrow, please.” 

“Oh, certainly I will,” said the bailiff, and smiled still 
more joyfully. “I'll call them for tomorrow.” 

“Just hear him; he’s not artful, not he,” said a black- 
haired peasant with an unkempt beard, as he sat jolting 
from side to side on a well-fed mare, addressing an old 
Man in a torn coat who rode by his side. The two men 
Were driving a herd of peasants’ horses to graze in the 
night alongside the high-road and, secretly, in the 
landlord’s forest. 

“Give you the land for nothing, you need only sign— 
haven't they done the likes of us often enough? No, my 
friend, none of your humbug. Nowadays we have a lit- 
tle sense,” he added, and began calling a colt that had 
Strayed. 

He stopped his horse and looked round; but the colt 
had not remained behind, it had gone into the meadow 
by the roadside. 

“Bother that son of a Turk; he’s taken to getting into 
the landowner's meadows,” said the dark peasant with 
the unkempt beard, hearing the crackling of the sorrel 
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able, and did not like to pass the spot defiled by guilty 
memories. He sat down on the doorstep, and breathing 
in the warm air, fragrant with the strong scent of young 
birch leaves, he remained for a long time looking into 
the dark garden and listening to the mill, the nightin- 
gales, and some bird that whistled monotonously in the 
bush close by. The light disappeared from the bailiff’s 
Window; in the east, behind the barn, appeared the 
light of the rising moon, and sheet-lightning more and 
more frequently revealed the dilapidated house and the 
blooming, overgrown garden. It began to thunder in the 
distance, and a black cloud overspread a third of the 
sky. The nightingales and the other birds were silent. 
Above the murmur of the water from the mill came the 
cackling of geese, and then in the village and in the 
bailiff’s yard the first cock-crowing began earlier than 
usual, as happens on warm, thundery nights. There is 
a saying that if the cocks crow early the night will be 
a merry one. For Nekhlyudov the night was more than 
merry: it was a happy, joyful night. Imagination re- 
newed the impressions of the happy summer he had 
Spent here as an innocent lad, and he felt himself as 
he had been, not only then but at all the best moments 
of his life. He not only remembered, but felt as he had 
felt when, at the age of fourteen, he prayed that God 
would show him the truth; or when as a child he had 
Wept on his mother’s lap when parting from her, pro- 
mising to be always good and never to give her pain; 
he felt as he did when he and Nikolenka Irtenyev re- 
solved always to support each other in living a good 
life and to try to make everybody happy. 

He remembered how he had been tempted in Kuzmin- 
skoye, so that he had begun to regret the house and the 
forest and the farm and the land, and he asked himself 
if he regretted them now; and it even seemed strange 
to think that he could regret them. He remembered all 
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redeem his sin towards her. He knew for certain that 
he must study, investigate, clear up, understand, all this 
business concerning judgement and punishment, which 
he felt he saw differently from other people. What 
would result from it all he did not know, but he knew 
for certain that he must do it. And this firm assurance 
gave him joy. 

The black cloud had spread over the whole sky; the 
lightning flashed vividly, showing the yard and the old 
house with its tumble-down porches; the thunder growled 
overhead. All the birds were silent, but the leaves 
rustled and the wind reached the step where Nekhlyu- 
dov sat, and played with his hair. One drop came down, 
then another, then they came drumming on the dock- 
leaves and on the iron of the roof, and all the air was 
filled by a bright flash; and before Nekhlyudov could 
count three a fearful crash sounded overhead and spread 
pealing through the heavens. 


Nekhlyudov went in. 
“Yes, yes,” he thought. “The work that our life ac- 


complishes, the whole of this work, the meaning of it, 
is not, nor can be, intelligible to me. What were my 
aunts for? Why did Nikolenka Irtenyev die?—while I 
am still living? What was Katyusha for? And my mad- 
ness? Why that war? Why my subsequent lawless life? 
To understand it, to understand the whole of the 
Master’s will, is not in my power. But to do His will 
that is written in my conscience, is in my power—and 
what it is I know for certain. And when I am fulfilling 
it I have sureness and peace.” 

The rain came down in torrents and rushed gurgling 
from the roof into a tub beneath; the lightning lit up 
the house and yard less frequently. Nekhlyudov went 
into his room, undressed, and lay down, not without 
fear of bugs, whose presence the dirty, torn wallpaper 


made him suspect. 
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Whether it was that there were fewer present, or 
that he was occupied with the business in hand and not 
with himself—whatever it was, this time Nekhlyudov 
felt no confusion. He involuntarily addressed the broad- 
shouldered old man with white ringlets in his grizzly 
beard, expecting approbation or objections from him. 
But Nekhlyudov’s conjecture was wrong. The respect- 
able-looking old patriarch, though he nodded his hand- 
some head approvingly, and shook it and frowned 
when the others raised an objection, evidently under- 
stood with great difficulty, and only when the others 
repeated in their own words what Nekhlyudov had 
said. A little old fellow, almost beardless, blind of one 
eye, in a patched nankeen coat and old boots, who sat 
by the side of the patriarch, and who, as Nekhlyudov 
found out later, was an oven-builder, understood much 
better. This man moved his eyebrows rapidly, attended 
to Nekhlyudov’s remarks carefully, and at once re- 
peated them in his own words. An old, thick-set man, 
with a white beard and intelligent eyes, understood as 
quickly, and took every opportunity to make an iron- 
ical joke, clearly wishing to show off. The ex-soldier 
seemed also to understand matters, but got mixed, 
being used to senseless soldiers’ talk. Most seriously 
interested of all was a tall man with a small beard, a 
long nose, and a bass voice, who wore clean home- 
made clothes and new bast shoes. This man understood 
everything and spoke only when there was need to. 
The other two old men, that same toothless one who, 
at the meeting the day before, had shouted a distinct 
refusal to every proposal of Nekhlyudov’s, and a tall, 
white, lame old man with a kind face, his thin legs 
tightly wrapped round with strips of linen, said little, 
though they listened attentively. 

Nekhlyudov first of all explained his views in regard 
to personal property in land. 
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ught nor sold, because if it could be, a man "a 
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All were silent. Then the ex-soldier said, “Just so.” 

“Well, then,” said Nekhlyudov, “if the Tsar said all 
the land was to be taken away from the landowners 
and divided among the peasants... .” 

“Are there rumours of the sort?” asked the old man. 

“No; no such orders have come from the Tsar. I’m 
just saying, if the Tsar should decree that all the land 
was to be taken away from the landowners and divided 
among the peasants, how would you do it?” 

“How? We'd divide it up equally, so much for every 
man, peasant and landowner alike,” said the oven- 
builder, quickly raising and lowering his brows. 

“How else? Of course, so much per man,” said the 
good-natured lame man with the white strips of linen 
round his legs. 

All confirmed this statement, considering it satisfac- 
tory, 

“So much per man? Then are the servants attached 
to the house also to have a share?” Nekhlyudov asked. 

“No, sir,” said the ex-soldier, trying to appear bold 
and merry. 

But the tall, reasonable man did not agree with him. 

“If one is to divide, all must share alike,” he said, 
in his deep bass, after a little consideration. 

“Tt can’t be done,” said Nekhlyudov, who had already 
Prepared his reply. “If all are to share alike, then those 
who do not work it themselves, do not plough—masters 
and servants, cooks, officials, clerks, all the towns- 
folk—will sell their shares to the rich. And again the 
land will get into the hands of the rich. Those who live 
by working the land will multiply, and land will again 

e scarce. Then the rich will once more get those who 
need land into their power.” 

“Just so,” ejaculated the ex-soldier. 

“Forbid to sell the land; let only him who ploughs it 

ave it,” angrily interrupted the oven-builder. 
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know who was 
Other, 


arrange- 
The tall, reasonable man proposed oe in com- 
ment be made so that they should all p rodice and 
mon, those who ploughed sharing the p 
those who did not getting nothing. 

To this communistic 
answer ready, He Said 


. ible to 
yudov replied that it was as iie 
ploughing for himself and w 


machines and al 
common, and th 
for everyo 
“Our People could not b 
Said the cross old man, 
“We should have re 
With the laughing eye 
each other’s eyes out.” 
“And how about the 
lyudoy, “Why sh 
Clay and Sand?” 
“Then it should be divid 


One receive an equal shar 
To that N k 


y 
; ifetime, 
e made to agree in a life 


man 
gular fights,” said the n*e 
S. “The women would 


» said Nekh- 
duality of the land? oe 
Ould one have rich soil an 


ery- 
ed into small lots and er 
e,” said the aen Do con- 
€khlyudoy replied that they were n eneral 
Sidering only a division in one commune, but a 5 were 
division of land in different gubernias. If the lan 
to be given to 


have 
the Peasants free, why should some 
800d soil and ot 

il. 


00 
€rs bad? They would all want 8 
Soi 
“Just SO,” said the €X-soldier, 

he Others re silent, » said 

© that the thing is not i i emas 

as simple as it se 

Nekhlyudoy. “But not Only $ 


been 
we but many have 
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thinking about this. There is an American, Henry 
George; this is what he has thought out, and I agree 
with him... .” 

“Why, you are the master, and you can give it away 
as you like. What is to hinder you? The power is yours,” 
Said the cross old man. 

This confused Nekhlyudov, but he was pleased to 
see that not he alone was dissatisfied with the inter- 
ruption. 

_ “You wait a bit, Uncle Semyon; let him tell us about 
it,” said the reasonable man, in his imposing bass. 

Nekhlyudov was encouraged by this, and began to 
explain Henry George’s single-tax system. 

“The earth is no man’s; it is God's,” he began. 

“Just so; that it is,” several voices replied. 

“The land is common to all. All have the same right 
to it. But there is good land and bad land, and every- 
One would like to take the good land. How is one to do 
in order to get it justly divided? In this way: he who 
uses the good land must pay the value of it to those 
who have got none,” Nekhlyudov went on, answering 
his own question. “As it would be difficult to say who 
should pay to whom, and as money is needed for com- 
munal use, it should be arranged that he who uses 
the good land should pay the value of that land to the 
commune for its needs. Then everyone would share 
equally. If you want to use land, pay for it—more for 
the 800d land, less for the bad land. If you do not wish 
to use land, don’t pay anything, and those who use 
the land will pay the taxes and the communal expenses 
for you.” 

“That’s correct,” said the oven-builder, moving his 
®yebrows, “He who has good land must pay more.” 

Well, he had a head, that George!” said the impos- 
8 Patriarch with the ringlets. 
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in 


805 


à - strength,” 

“If only the payment is according to a seeing 
Said the tall man with the bass voice, evi . 

hat the plan led to, . not to 
YaThe Tanen should be not too high nig will 
low. If it is too high, it will not be paid an P lan will 
be a loss; and if it is too low, ee in land, 
be bought and sold. There would be a tra i ee d to ar- 
replied Nekhlyudov. “Well, that is what I w 
range among you here,” he went on. 


» said 
do,” $a 
“That is just, that is right; yes, that would 
the peasants encouragingly. 


-shoul- 
“He had a head, this George,” said the nom. ‘ne 
dered old man with the curls. “See what he k 
vented.” në land? 
“Well then, Suppose I wanted to take so! 
Said the Smiling bailiff, 


‘ work 

“If there is an allotment to spare, take it and 

it,” said Nekhlyudoy, anes id the old 
“What for? You have sufficient as it is, sal 

ghing eyes, 


conference ended, wing an im 
Nekhlyudoy repeated his offer, not requiring 
Mediate answer 


A er 
it OV 
but advising the men to ae e 
with the rest of the commune and to let him 
result, 


The Peasants said 
an answer, and left j 
loud talk b 


village, ent 
. The peasants did not go to work next day, but S 
it considering the landlorg’s offer. The commune 
divided into two Parti 


x di 
Which sy and feared an offer it 
not understa 


ere 
d day, however, all W 


agreed, and some were sent to Nekhlyudov to accept 
his offer. They were influenced in their decision by the 
explanation an old woman gave of the landlord’s con- 
duct, which did away with all fear of deceit. The expla- 
nation was that “the master” had begun to think of his 
soul, and acted in this way in the hope of salvation. This 
was confirmed by the large sums of money which Nekh- 
lyudov had given in charity in Panovo. The fact that 
Nekhlyudov had never before been face to face with 
such great poverty and so bare a life as the peasants had 
come to in this place, and was appalled by it, made him 
give away money in charity, though he knew that this 
was not reasonable. He could not help giving money, 
of which he now had a great deal, having received a 
large sum for a forest he had sold the yeai before, and 
also some earnest-money on the sale of the stock and 
implements at Kuzminskoye. 

As soon as it was known that “the master” was 
giving away money in charity, crowds of people, chiefly 
women, came asking him for help. He did not in the 
least know how to give; how to decide how much, and 
to whom to give it. He felt that to refuse to give money, 
Of which he had so much, to people in great poverty was 
impossible, yet to give haphazarcly to those who asked 
Was not wise. The only way out of the situation that he 
Could see was to go away, and this he hastened to do. 

The last day he spent in Panovo Nekhlyudov looked 
Over the things left in his aunts’ house; and in the 
drawer at the bottom of the mahogany wardrobe, with 
the brass lions’ heads with rings through them, he found 
Many letters, and among them a photograph of a group, 
Consisting of his aunts Sophia Ivanovna and Maria Iva- 
novna, himself as a student, and Katyusha, pure, lovely, 
and full of the joy of living. Of all the things in the 

Ouse he took only the letters and the photograph. The 
Fest he left to the miller, who, at the ever smiling bail- 
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d all it 
iff’s recommendation, had bought the ae 4 
contained—to be taken down and carte 
enth of its real value. -Kuzme 
i Recalling the feeling of regret he had — o sur- 
skoye at the loss of his property, Nekhlyu felt nothing 
prised how he could have felt it. Now he sensation 
but unceasing joy at the deliverance, and a 


ience 
: xperle 
of newness, something like a traveller must exp 
when discovering new lands. 


* x * 
eculiat 
The town struck Nekhlyudov in a new and p 
li 


amps were lj 
to his house, w 
Agrafena Petr 


ut 
leaving Agrafena Petrovna ae 
she thought fit until his sister § 
come and finally dispose of everything in the hous¢- 
Nekhlyudoy left home early and chose a coup ag? 
r modest and not particularly clean ving 
ing-house within f the prison, and, ha 


e, he 
his things to be sent there, 
Went to see the advocate, 


It was cold out of doors. After some rainy and stormy 
weather it had turned to cold, as it often does in spring. 
It was so cold, and the wind was so keen, that Nekhlyu- 
dov felt quite chilly in his light overcoat, and he walked 
fast, hoping to get warmer. 

His mind was filled with thoughts of the peasants—the 
women, children, old men—and all the poverty and 
weariness which he had seen as if for the first time, es- 
pecially the strangely smiling, old-faced infant writhing 
its calfless little legs; and he could not but contrast with 
it what was going on in the town. Passing by the butch- 
ers’, fishmongers’, and clothiers’ shops, he was struck 
again, as if he had seen it for the first time, by the great 
number and well-fed appearance of the clean and fat 
shopkeepers, like whom you could not find one peasant 
in the country. These men were apparently convinced 
that the pains they took to deceive people who did not 
know much about their goods was not a useless but 
rather an important business. The coachmen with their 
enormous backsides and rows of buttons down their 
spines, the door-keepers with gold cords on their caps, 
the servant girls with their aprons and curly fringes, and 
especially the swell izvozchiks with the napes of their 
necks clean-shaven, who sat lolling back in their traps 
examining the passers-by with a dissolute and contemp- 
tuous air—all looked well fed. In all these people Nekh- 
lyudov could not now help seeing some of those very 
Peasants who had been driven into the town by the 
lack of land, Some of them had found means of profiting 
by the conditions of town life, and had become like their 
Masters and were pleased with their position; others 
were in a worse condition than they had been in the 
Country, and were more to be pitied than even the coun- 
try people. 

Such seemed the bootmakers Nekhlyudov saw in base- 
Ment lodgings; the pale, dishevelled washerwomen with 
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i out of 
their thin bare arms, ironing at open A 
which streamed soapy steam; such the tw ll bespattered 
ers with their aprons and e ar udov met— 
and smeared with paint, whom Ne a abews= 
their weak, brown arms bared to mit with each 
carrying a pailful of Paint, and quarrelli z The dark 
other. Their faces looked haggard and cro 9 ore CHE 
faces of the carters jolting along in their T arsi men 
same expression, as did also those of the meee The 
and women who stood begging at the street c windows 
same kinds of faces were to be seen at the eee At the 
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between which waiters dressed in white s with stu- 
rushing hither and thither, red perspiring ah by the 
Pefied faces sat shouting and singing. One s ced eyes» 

i brows, pouting lips and fix 

mber something. dov 
hey all gathered here?” NERE 
athing in, together with mercon and 
Cold wind, the smell of rancid oi 
fresh paint, ith 
i Street he Caught up a row of carts ange 3 
Which so rattled on the uneven an to 
way that it made his ears and head ache. He beg 


ster in ord 
suddenly above 


“Nekhlyudoy! Ca 

Nekhlyudoy’s first feeling was one of D ERENTO ath 

“Ah, Shenbok!” he exclaimed joyfully; but he it 
the next moment there was nothing to be joyful abo 
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n it be your” 


This was that same Shenbok who had been in the 
house of Nekhlyudov’s aunts that day. Nekhlyudov had 
quite lost sight of him, but had heard that in spite of his 
debts he had somehow managed to remain in the cav- 
alry, and by some means or other still kept his place 
among the rich. His gay, contented appearance corrobo- 
rated this report. 

“What a good thing I have caught you: there is no 
One in town, Ah, old fellow, you have grown old,” he 
Said, getting out of the trap and stretching his shoulders. 
“I only knew you by your walk. Look here, we must dine 
together. Is there any place where they feed one de- 
cently?” 

“Tm afraid I can’t spare the time,” Nekhlyudov an- 
Swered, thinking only how he could best get rid of his 
Companion without hurting his feelings. “And what has 
brought you here?” he asked. 

“Business, old chap. Guardianship business. I am a 
8uardian now. I am managing Samanov’s affairs—the 
millionaire, you know. He has softening of the brain, and 
he’s got fifty-four thousand desyatins of land,” he said, 
With peculiar pride, as if he had himself made all these 
dlesyatins. “His affairs were terribly neglected. All the 
land was let to the peasants, who paid nothing, and there 
Were more than eighty thousand rubles of debts, I 
Changed it all in one year, and have got seventy per cent 
More out of it. What do you think of that?” he asked 
Proudly, 

Nekhlyudov remembered having heard that, just be- 
Cause he had spent all his fortune and piled up debts, this 
Shenbok had, by some special influence, been appointed 
8Uardian to a rich old man who was squandering his 
Property; and Shenbok was now evidently living by this 
8uardianship. 

“How am I to get rid of him without offending him?” 
thought Nekhlyudov, looking at his full, shiny face with 


ait 


the waxed moustache, and listening to his tiendi gono 
humoured chatter about where one gets fed best, a 
bragging about his doings as a guardian. 

“Well then, where shall we dine?” 


i at 
“Really I have no time,” said Nekhlyudov, glancing 
his watch. 


` gn 
“Well, look here. Will you be at the races tonight? 
“No, I shall not be there.” back 
“Do come. I have none of my own now, but I ll 
Grisha’s horses, You remember; he has a fine stud. = 
come, won’t you? And we'll have supper together. 


5 ou 
“No, I shall not be able to have supper with y 
either,” said Nekhlyudov, with a smile. 


“Well, that’s too bad! Where are you off to now? shall 
I give you a lift?” the 

“I am going to see an advocate, close here—round 
corner.” 


“Oh yes, of cour: 
the prisons—h 
hear,” said She 
They have | 
Tell me.” 


se. You have got something to do ae 
ave turned into a prisoners’ scape i 
nbok, laughing. “The Korchagins told! n? 
eft town already. What does it all mea 


ee ed; 
g » it is quite true,” Nekhlyudoy answer 
but I cannot tell you about it in the street.” 
“Of course 


k. But 
i » Of course; you always were a crank. 
you will come to the races?” 
‘i 
0,7 


’ ot 
can’t, and really I don’t want to. Please do n 
be angry with me.” 


“Angry? Dear me, no! Where do you live?” And sud 
denly his face grew Serious, his eyes became fixed, and 
Wrinkled up his brows, He seemed to be trying to remem- 
ber, and Nekhlyudoy noticed in him the same dull expres 


A A i ips 
Sion as in the man With the raiseq brows and pouting a 
Whom he had seen at the window of the eating-hous® 
How cold it is, eh?” 
“Yes, yes.” 
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“Have you got the parcels?” said Shenbok, turning 
to the izvozchik. 

“Well then, good-bye. I am very glad indeed to have 
met you,” and pressing Nekhlyudov’s hand warmly, he 
jumped into the trap and waved his white-gloved hand 
in front of his shiny face, with his usual smile showing 
his exceptionally white teeth. 

“Can I also have been like that?” Nekhlyudov thought 
as he continued his way to the advocate’s.... “Yes, I 
wished to be like that, though I was not quite like it. And 
I thought of living my life in that way.” 


+ Xl = 


Nekhlyudov was admitted before his turn by the advo- 
cate, who at once began to talk about the Menshovs’ 
Case, which he had read with indignation at the incon- 
sistency of the charge. ; 

“This case is perfectly revolting,” he said. “It is quite 
likely that the owner himself set fire to the building in 
Order to get the insurance money, but the chief thing is 
that the Menshovs’ guilt was not proved at all. There is 
no evidence whatever. It is all owing to the carelessness 
of the examining magistrate and the special zeal of the 
Prosecutor, If they are tried here, and not in a provincial 
Court, I guarantee that they will be acquitted, and I shall 
charge nothing. Now then, the next case—Fedosia Biryu- 

Ova. The appeal to the Emperor is written. If you go to 
Petersburg you'd better take it with you and hand it in 
yourself, with a request of your own, or else they will 
Only make a few inquiries, and nothing will come of it. 

Ou must try and get at some of the influential members 
Of the Appeal Committee. I think that is all?” 

“No, here I have a letter written to me by some sec- 
tarians,” said Nekhlyudov, taking the letter out of his 
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P write 
pocket. “A very interesting case, if what they 
is true. I shall tr 
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Orthodox religion in public means, according to Ar- 
ticle 196, exile to Siberia.” 

“Impossible!” 

“I assure you it is so. I always tell these gentlemen the 
judges,” the advocate continued, “that I cannot look at 
them without gratitude; because if I am not in prison, and 
you and all of us, it is only owing to their kindness. To de- 
prive us of our privileges and send us all to the less remote 
parts of Siberia would be an easy thing for them.” 

“Well, but if that is so and everything depends on the 
procureur and others who can, at will, either enforce the 
laws or not, what are the trials for?” 

The advocate burst into a hearty laugh. “You do put 
strange questions! My dear sir, that is philosophy. Well, 
we might have a talk about that, too. Could you come on 
Saturday? You will meet men of science, literary men, 
and artists, at my house, and then we might discuss 
these abstract questions,” said the advocate, pronounc- 
ing the words “abstract questions” with ironical senten- 
tiousness. “You have met my wife? Do come.” 

“Thank you; I will try,” said Nekhlyudov, and felt that 
he was telling an untruth, knowing that if he tried to do 
anything it would be to keep away from the advocate’s 
literary evening, and his circle of men of science, art, 
and literature. : 

The laugh with which the advocate met Nekhlyudov's 
remark that trials could have no meaning if the judges 
can enforce the laws or not as they like, and the tone 
in which he pronounced the words “philosophy” and 
“abstract questions,” proved to Nekhlyudovy how very 
differently he and the advocate, and probably the advo- 
Cate’s friends, looked at things; and he felt that great 
aS was the distance that now existed between himself 
and his former companions, Shenbok and the rest, the 
distance between himself and the advocate and his circle 


Of friends was still greater. 
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* XII * 


The prison was a long way off and it was getting late, 
so Nekhlyudoy hired an izvozchik. The izvozchik, a me 
dle-aged man with an intelligent, kind face, turned roun 
towards Nekhlyudov as they were driving along one of 
the streets and pointed to a huge house that was being 
built there. 

“Just see what a tremendous house they are putting 
up,” he said, as if he was concerned in the building of 
the house and proud of it. 

The house was really immense, and the style was com- 
plicated and original, Scaffolding of strong pine beams, 
fastened together with iron ties, surrounded the build- 
ing, and a hoarding separated it from the street. On the 
boards of the scaffolding, workmen all bespattered with 
mortar moved hither and thither like ants. Some were 
laying bricks, some cutting them, some carrying UP 


the heavy hods and pails and bringing them dow? 
empty. 


A fat and well-dressed gentleman—probably the al 
chitect—stood by the Scaffolding, pointing upward an 
explaining something to a contractor, a peasant from the 
Vladimir Gubernia, who was listening respectfully. Load- 
ed carts went i 


in through the gate and empty ones came 

out, passing by the architect and the contractor. 
And how sure they all are—those who do the work 
Se who make them do it—that it must be 
their wives at home, who are with child, 
are labouring beyond their strength, and their childre? 


with Patchwork Caps, doomed soon to death from stat 
vation, smile like old me 


: S, 
e o n and contort their little les 

they must be building this Stupid and useless palace me 
some stupid and useless Person—one of those who “a 
and ruin them,” thought Nekhlyudoy, while looking ®t 
the house. k 


So; that while 
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“Yes, it is a stupid house,” he said, giving voice to his 
thought. 

“Why stupid?” replied the izvozchik in an offended 
tone. “Thanks to it the people get work; it’s not stupid.” 

“But the work is useless.” 

“Tt can’t be useless, or why should it be done?” said 
the izvozchik. “The people get bread by in 

Nekhlyudov was silent, especially as it would have 
been difficult to talk above the clatter the wheels made. 

When they came nearer the prison, and the izvozchik 
turned off the cobblestones on to the macadamized road, 
it became easier to talk and he again turned to Nekh- 
lyudov. 

“And what a lot of folk come flocking to town nowa- 
days; it’s awful,” he said, turning round on his box and 
Pointing to a party of peasant workmen who were com- 
ing towards them carrying saws and axes, and with 
sheepskin coats and bags strapped to their shoulders. 

“More than in other years?” Nekhlyudov asked. 

“By far. This year every place is crowded, so that it’s 
really terrible. The employers just fling the workmen 
about like chaff. Not a job to be got.” 

“Why is that?” 

“More of them have come! There's no room for them.” 

“Well, but why are there more of them? Why do not 
they stay in the village?” 

“There’s nothing for them to do in the village. There’s 
no land to be had.” 

Nekhlyudov felt as one does when a sore place is 
touched. One feels as if the bruised part were always 
being hit; but it is only because the place is sore that the 
touch is felt, 

“Ts it possible that the same thing is happening every- 
where?” he thought, and began questioning the izvozchik 
about the quantity of land in his village, how much land 
the man himself had, and why he had left the country. 
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“We have a desyatin per man, sir, and our family io 
three men’s shares.” The izvozchik began to speak wi : 
ingly: “My father and a brother are at home and moe 
the land, and another brother is serving in the army. 


there’s nothing to manage. My brother has had thoughts 
of coming to Moscow, too.” 


“And cannot land be rented?” 


“How’s one to rent it nowadays? The gentry, such as 
they were, have squandered all theirs, and business par 
have got it all into their own hands. One can’t rent i 
from them—they farm it themselves. We have a French- 
man ruling in our place; he bought the estate from ee 
former landlord, and won't let it, and there’s an en 
of ate’ 

“Who is that Frenchman?” : 

“Dufour is the Frenchman’s name. Perhaps you ve 
kes wigs for the actors at the big 
is a good business, so he’s made money. He 
bought the whole of the estate from our lady, and now 
he has us in his Power; he just rides on us as he pleases: 


The Lord be thanked, he is a good man himself; but his 
wife, a Russia 


n, is such a brute that—God have case 
on us. She just robs the people. It’s awful, Well, here 


the prison. Am I to drive you to the entrance? I’m afraid 
they'll not let us do it, though.” 


* XIN * 
en he rang the bell at the front entrance Nekhlyu- 
heart failed him at the thought of the state he 
might find Maslova in today, and at the mystery he felt 
to be in her, and in the people that were collected in 
the prison. He asked the warder who opened the door 
for Maslova. After making some inquiry the warder in- 
formed him that she was at the hospital. There a kindly 
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Wh 
dov’s 


old man, the hospital door-keeper, let Nekhlyudov in at 
once, and, after asking him whom he wanted, directed 
him to the children’s ward. 

A young doctor, saturated with carbolic acid, came 
out to Nekhlyudov in the passage and asked him sternly 
what he wanted. This doctor was always making things 
easier for the prisoners, and was therefore continually 
coming into conflict with the prison authorities and even 
with the head doctor, Fearing that Nekhlyudov would 
demand something illegal, and wishing to show that he 
made no exceptions for anyone, he pretended to be 
cross. 

“There are no women here; this is the children’s 
ward,” he said. 

“Yes, I know; but a prisoner has been taken here as 
assistant nurse.” 

“Yes, there are two such here. Which of them do you 
want?” 

“I am closely connected with one of them, named 

Maslova,” Nekhlyudov answered, “and I should like to 
Speak to her. I am going to Petersburg to hand in an ap- 
Peal to the Senate about her case and should like to give 
her this. It is only a photograph,” Nekhlyudov said, tak- 
ing an envelope out of his pocket. 
_ “All right, you may do that,” said the doctor, relent- 
ing, and turning to an old woman in a white apron he 
told her to call the prisoner Maslova. “Will you take a 
Seat here or go into the waiting-room?” he asked. 

“Thank you,” said Nekhlyudov, and profiting by the 
doctor’s favourable change in manner towards him he 
asked how they were satisfied with Maslova in the hos- 
Pital, 

._ Oh, she is all right. She works fairly well, if you take 
"to account her former life. But here she is!” 

The old nurse came in at one of the doors, followed by 

aslova, who wore a striped dress, a white apron, and 
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a kerchief that 
Nekhlyudov her 
tating; then she 


i he saw 
quite covered her hair, be phe hesi- 
face flushed, and she stoppe ss emë 
frowned, and with sr mide 
quickly towards him along the strip of carpe Nekhlyudov 
dle of the Passage. When she came up to 


ave it, 
she did not wish to give him her hand, but then g 
flushing redder still, 


Nekhlyudoy had 
begged his forgiven 


. perhaps 

“I found this in Panovo—it’s an old photo; per 

you would like it, Take it,” him with 
Raising her dark eyebrows, she looked at t is this 

Surprise in her Squinting eyes, as if asking, “Wha 

for?” and Without say; 


rap 
ying a word she took the photog 
and put it in the bib of her apron 


Saw your aunt there,” said Nekhlyudov. 
Did you?” e said indifferently, 
re you all right here?” Nekhlyudoy asked. 
” yes, it’s al] right,” she replied, 
“Not too difficult” 
“Oh no. But I am Not used to it yet.” than 
“Tam glad, for your sake, Anyhow, it is better 
there,” hing 
Than there—whereo» She asked, her face flus 
agai 
“There—j 


n the Prison,” 
answer, 


to 
Nekhlyudoy hastened 
“Why betterp» 


she asked, 
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“I think the people are better. Not like some of the 
ones there.” , ” 

“There are many good ones there,” she said. 

“I have been seeing about the Menshovs, and hope 
they will be liberated,” said Nekhlyudov. , 
“God grant they may. Such a splendid old woman, 
she said, again repeating her opinion of the old woman, 

and smiling slightly. , 

“Iam going to Petersburg today. Your case will come 
on soon, and I hope the sentence will be revoked.” i 

“Revoked or not revoked, it’s all the same now,” she 
said, 

“Why now?” ; a 

“Well,” she said, looking with a quick questioning 
Blance into his eyes. 

Nekhlyudov understood the word and the “ie 2 
mean that she wished to know whether he still ep 
rm to his decision or had accepted her refusal. n 

“I do not know why it’s all the same to you,” he said. 
O far as I am concerned it certainly is all the same 
Whether you are acquitted or not. I am ready in any 
Case to do what I told you,” he said decidedly. 

She lifted her head, and her black squinting eyes re- 
mained fixed on him and beyond him, and her face shone 
With joy. But the words she spoke were very different 
from what her eyes said. 

‘You'd better not say that,” she irp , 

‘Tam Saying it so that you should know. 

“Everything has been said about that, and there’s 

O more to say,” she said, with difficulty repressing a 
Smile, 

A sudden noise came from the hospital ward, and the 
Sound of a child crying. 

“I think they are calling me,” she said, and looked 
und uneasily, 
Well, 800d-bve, then,” he said. 


Ziaja 


To 
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with- 
She pretended not to see his extended eae Se slong 
out taking it she turned away and hastily wa 


union touched and 
When she retur 
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aunts’ faces, she gazed long at the faded yellow photo- 
graph and could not help admiring it, especially herself 
with her pretty young face with the curly hair round the 
forehead. She was so absorbed that she did not hear her 
fellow-nurse Come into the room. 

“What’s that he’s given you?” said the good-natured, fat 
nurse, stooping over the photograph. “Who's this? You?” 

“Who else?” said Maslova, looking into her compan- 
ion’s face with a smile. 

“And is that he himself?—and that, his mother?” 

“No, his aunt. Would you not have known me?” 

“Never, The whole face is altered. Why, it must be 
ten years ago.” 

“Not years, but a lifetime,” said Maslova. And sud- 
denly her animation vanished, her face grew gloomy, and 
a deep line appeared between her brows. 

“Why so? Your wav of life must have been an easy 
One.” 

“Easy, indeed,” Maslova repeated, closing her eyes 
and shaking her head. “Worse than hell.” 

“Why, what makes it so?” 

“What makes it so! From eight till four in the morn- 
ing, and every night the same!” 

“Then why don’t they give it up?” 

“They can’t give it up if they want to. But what’s the 
use of talking?” Maslova cried, jumping up and throw- 
Ing the photograph into the drawer of the table. And 
With difficulty repressing angry tears, she ran out into 
the passage, slamming the door behind her. 

While looking at the group she imagined herself such 
as she had been there, and dreamt of her happiness then 
and of the possibility of happiness with him now. But 

er companion’s words reminded her of what she was 
nov and what she had been, and brought back all the 
horrors of that life, which she had felt but vaguely and 
never dared to allow herself to realize. 
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rible 
It was only now that the memory of all apogee 
nights came vividly back to her, especially ms ey 
the carnival when she was expecting a studen aring her 
promised to buy her out. She recalled how—we bow in 
low-necked silk dress stained with wine, a red nes 
her untidy hair, wearied, weak, half-tipsy, eo ade 
her visitors off—about two o’clock in the morning 


; jano, 
sat down during an interval in the dancing, by the p 
beside the bony pianiste 


companied the viol 
fate; and how this 
ing her position ve 
it; and how Klara 
they all three deci 
that the night w: 
when suddenly t 
the anteroom. T 


irits 
all, perspiring man, smelling of ppa 
with a white tie and swallow-tail coat, which he an 
off after the first figure, came to her, hiccoughing, rd, 
Caught her up, while another, a fat man with a Pam 
S-coat (they had come straight 
1, 


ea, 
ra up, and for a long time they turn 
» Screamed, drank 


all her former a 

h re 
ished to revile, to reproach him. She 
Bretted having n 


re- 
: eglected the Opportunity today o ñ 
peating to him once more that she knew him, 
would not give in t 


à á se 
o him—would not let him make U 
of her Spiritually 
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would have broken her word if she had been in the pris- 
on; here, however, she could not get any spirits except 
by applying to the medical assistant; but she was afraid 
of him because he made up to her, and intimate rela- 
tions with men were disgusting to her now. After sitting 
a while on a form in the passage she returned to 
her little room, and without paying any heed to her 
companion’s words, she cried a long time over her 
wrecked life. 


* XIV * 


Nekhlyudov had four matters to attend to in Peters- 
burg: Maslova’s petition at the Senate; Fedosia Biryu- 
kova’s case at the Committee of Petitions; and Vera 
Dukhova’s requests—to try to get her friend Shustova 
released from prison, and at the office of the gendarme- 
tie to get permission for a mother to visit her son 
in prison. These two requests, about which Vera Du- 
khova had written him, Nekhlyudov counted as one 
matter, 

The fourth thing he meant to attend to was the case 
Of the sectarians who had been separated from their 
families and exiled to the Caucasus because they read 
and discussed the Gospels. It was not so much to them 
as to himself that he had promised to do all he could to 
Clear up this affair. ; 

_Since his last visit to Maslennikov, and especially 
Since he had been in the country, Nekhlyudov, while not 
exactly forming a resolution on the matter, felt with his 
Whole being a loathing for the society in which he had 
lived till then: that society which so carefully hides the 
sufferings borne by millions to assure ease and pleasure 
° a small minority, that the people comprising it do 
not and cannot see these sufferings nor the cruelty and 
Wickedness of their own lives. Nekhlyudov could no 
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ing ill at ease 
longer move in this society without pay ek pe oe 
and reproaching himself. And yet all uR he drawing 
ship and friendship and his own habits erastea Ki 
him back to it. Besides, that which alone tna gufferers, 
now, his desire to help Maslova and the o fran persons 
necessitated asking for help and service net onip be 
belonging to that society, persons whom 


. : a- 

in him indign 
could not respect but who often aroused in hin 
tion and contempt. 


When he came to P 


rvels,” 
“What is this I hear of you? All sorts of ma 
said the Countess 


gave him coff 


d be 
Y not? It is a 800d thing, but there aeons 

Some romantic Story connected with it. Tell n 

about it.” ig rela- 

Nekhlyudoy told her the whole truth about his 
tions to Maslova. 

“Yes, yes, I remember 
about it, That was whi 
women, I believeq th 
ward” (t 


Katerina Ivanovna was a strong, bright, energetic, 
talkative woman of sixty. She was tall and very stout, 
and had a decided black moustache. Nekhlyudov was 
fond of her, and even as a child had felt infected by her 
energy and mirth. 

“No, ma tante, that’s at an end. I only wish to help 
her because she is innocently accused. I am the cause 
of it and the cause of her fate being what it is. I feel it 
my duty to do all I can for her.” 

“But what is this I have heard about your intending 
to marry her?” 

“Yes, it was my intention, but she does not wish it.” 

Katerina Ivanovna looked at her nephew in silent 
amazement with raised brows and drooping eyes. Sud- 
denly her face changed, and witha pleased look she said: 

“Well, she is wiser than you. Dear me, you are a fool. 
And you would have married her?” 

“Most certainly.” 

“After her having been what she was?” 

“All the more, since I was the cause of it.” ; 

“Well, you are a simpleton,” said his aunt, repressing 
a smile—“a terrible simpleton; but it is just because you 
are such a terrible simpleton that I love you.” She re- 
Peated the word, evidently liking it—it seemed to con- 
Vey to her mind the correct idea of her nephew’s moral 
State. “Do you know—what a lucky chance! Aline has a 
Wonderful home—the Magdalen Home. I went there 
nce. They are terribly disgusting. After that I washed 
and washed. But Aline is devoted to it, body and soul, so 
We shall place her there—yours, I mean. If anyone can 
"efor her, Aline’s the one.” 

‘But she is condemned to penal servitude. I have come 
On purpose to appeal about it. This is one of my requests 
to you,” 

“Dear me, and where do you appeal to in this case 
To the Senate.” 


g” 
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: to a Eh 

“Ah, the Senate! Yes, my dear cousin Lev eat 
Senate, but he is in the heraldry department an ‘ana vf 
know any of the real ones. They are all some ce dil 
Germans: Gay, Fay, Day—tout Valphabet or En 
sorts of Ivanovs, Semyonovs, Nikitins, or else eine 
kos, Simonenkos, Nikitenkos, pour varier. Des g band’ 
Pautre monde, Well, all the same, I'll tell my <r tell 
he knows them. He knows all sorts of people. ae 
him, but you will have to explain—he never unders ed 
me. Whatever I say, he always maintains that he 


* f; der- 
not understand it. C’est un parti pris; everyone un 
stands, only not he.” 


At this moment a f 
with a note on a silver salver, 


nce 
“There now, from Aline herself. You’ll have a cha 
of hearing Kiesewetter.” 


“Who is Kiesewetter?” 


; out 
“Kiesewetter? Come this evening, and you will find 
who he is. He speaks j 

criminals sink on t 


The Countess Ka 


e in 
Ootman in knee-breeches cam 


he essence of Christianity lies ae 
nt to meetings wh nl 
S being preached, thi 
in her own house. Though rae 
ceremonies, icons, and NE 
a had icons in every room, 4 


tradiction, he 

“There now; if your Magdalen could hear him at 
would be converted,” Said the Countess. “Do stay ful 
home tonight; you will hear him. He is a wonder 
man,” s 


328 


“Tt does not interest me, ma tante.” 

“But I tell you that it is interesting, and you must 
come home, What else do you want of me? Videz 
votre sac.” 

“The next is in the fortress.” 

“In the fortress? I can give you a note for that to 
Baron Kriegsmuth. C’est un très brave homme, Oh, but 
you know him; he was a comrade of your father’s. Il 
donne dans le spiritisme. But that does not matter, he is 
a good fellow. What do you want there?” 

_ “I want to get leave for a mother to visit her son who 
is imprisoned there. But I was told that this did not de- 
pend on Kriegsmuth F ut on Chervyansky.” 

“I do not like Chervyansky, but he is Mariette’s hus- 
band; we might ask her. She will do it for me. Elle est 
trés gentille.” 

“I have also a petition for a wom: 
there without knowing what for.” 

“No fear; she knows well enough. They all know it 
very well, and it serves them right, those short-haired 
Ones.” 

“I do not know whether i 
But they suffer. You are a C 


Gospel teaching and yet you ar 
That has nothing to do with it. The Gospels are the 


Gospels, but what is disgusting remains disgusting. It 
would be worse if I pretended to love Nihilists, especial- 
ly short-haired women Nihilists, when I cannot bear 
them.” 
“Why can you not bear them?” 
P You ask why, after the Ist of March.’ 
f “Théy did not all take part in the Ist of March af- 
air.” 


an who is imprisoned 


t serves them right or not. 
hristian and believe in the 
e so pitiless.” 


* The Emperor Alexander II was assassinated on the Ist of 


March 1881 (Old Style).—Tr. 
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i at is no 
“Never mind; they should not meddle with what 
business of theirs. It’s not women’s business. 


i in busi- 
“Yet you consider that Mariette may take part in 
ness.” 


“Ma 
ness'knows what. The 


, but simply to help the people.” j 
to help and whom not to help 
without them.” 


2 ak es 
“But the peasants are in great need. I have po 
turned from the Country. Is it necessary that the p 


$ nd 
Tk to the very limit of their strength a 


‘ving in the 
never have enough to eat, while we are living in 
Sreatest luxury?” said 


Nekhlyudoy, who was renee A 
ily led on by his aunt’s 800d" nature into telling 
What was in his mind, and 

“What do you want, then? That I should work 
not eat anything?” 

“No, I do not w. 
Smiling involuntar 
Work and al] eat,” 


ish you no 


v, 
t to eat,” said Nekhlyudo 
ily; “I on} 


1l 
Y wish that we should a 


s t 
Again raising her brow and drooping her eyes his aun 
looked at him curiously, 
“Mon cher, vous finirez mal,” she said. 
“But Why?” ss 
Just then the General ang former Minister, Countea 
arskaya’s husband, a tall, broad-shouldered man, € 
tered the room. 


Ah, Dmitry, how you dop” 
freshly Shaved Cheek to Ne 


; is 
he said, turning h 
you arrive% An 


khlyudov to be kissed. Ae 
he silently kissed his wife on 
“Non, il est impayable » the Countess said, turning t° 
her husband, “He wants me to go and wash clothes ae 
live on Potatoes. He jig an awful fool, but all the an 
do what he is going to ask you. A terrible simpleton, 
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she added. “Have you heard? Kamensky’s mother is in 
such despair that they fear for her life,” she said to her 
husband. “You should go and call there.” 

“Yes: it is dreadful,” said her husband. 

“Go along, now, and talk to him. I must write some 
letters.” 

Hardly had Nekhlyudov stepped into the room next to 
the drawing-room when she called him back. 

“Shall I write to Mariette, then?” 

“Please, ma tante.” 

“I shall leave a blank for what you want to say about 
the short-haired one, and she will give her husband his 
orders, and he’ll do it. Do not think me wicked; they are 
all so disgusting, your protégées, but je ne leur veux pas 
de mal, bother them. Well, go, but be sure to stay at 
home this evening to hear Kiesewetter, and we shall 
have some prayers. And if only you do not resist ça 
vous fera beaucoup de bien. I know your poor mother 
and all of you were always very backward in these 
things. Good-bye for the present.” 


x Key * 


Count Ivan Mikhailovich had been a Minister, and 
Was a man of strong convictions. : , 

His convictions consisted in the belief that just as it 
was natural for a bird to feed on worms, to be clothed 
in feathers and down, and to fly in the air, so it was 
natural for him to feed on the choicest and most expen- 
Sive food, prepared by highly paid cooks, to wear the 
most comfortable and most expensive clothing, to drive 
With the best and fastest horses; and that, therefore, 
a these things should be ready found for him. Besides 
this, Count Ivan Mikhailovich considered that the more 
Money he could get out of the Treasury bv all sorts of 
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A i e 
eans, the more Orders he had, up to and meo A 
diamond mounted insignia of something or ot E s 
the oftener he spoke to royalty of both sexes, S 
ter it was. i 
goi else, compared to these dogmas, fe 
Ivan Mikhailovich considered insignificant and u ihe 
esting. Everything else might be as it was, or jus be 
reverse. Count Ivan Mikhailovich had lived and a 


nd 
according to these lights for forty years, and at en of 
of that time he reached the Position of a Minis 
State. 


p hat 
The chief qualities that enabled him to reach t 
position were, first, his ca 


meaning of d 


ar- 
ing them correctly; secondly, his very stately appe 
ance, which enabled 


d- 
he became a Minister, not only those depe” 
ent on him (and there 


n 
great many of them) @ 

people Connected with hi 
he himself, were 


Statesman. But a ter some time had passed a” 
he had accomplished noth; 


c ` 


and when, in accordance with the law of the struggle 
for existence, others like himself, stately and unprinci- 
pled officials who had learnt to write and understand 
documents, displaced him, it became plain to everyone 
that he was not only far from clever, but was, in fact, 
a shallow, badly educated, self-assured, man, whose ideas 
scarcely reached the level of the leading articles in the 
cheapest of the conservative papers. It became evident 
that there was nothing in him to distinguish him from 
those other badly educated and self-assured officials 
who had elbowed him out; and he himself saw this. 
But it did not shake his conviction that he had to receive 
a great deal of money from the Treasury every year, 
and new decorations for his dress-clothes. This con- 
viction was so firm that no one had the courage to 
refuse him these things, and he received yearly, partly 
in the form of a pension, partly as salary for being a 
member of a government institution and chairman of 
all kinds of committees and councils, several tens of 
thousands of rubles, besides the right—highly prized 
by him—of sewing all sorts of new cords to his shoulders 
and trousers, and receiving ribbons and enamelled 
Stars to fix on his dress-clothes. In consequence of this 
Count Ivan Mikhailovich had very high connections. 
Count Ivan Mikhailovich listened to Nekhlyudov as 
e was wont to listen to the reports of the permanent 
Secretary of his department, and, having heard him, said 
© would give him two notes, one of them to Senator 
Wolf, of the Appeal Department. 
“All sorts of things are reported of him, but dans 
tous le cas c'est un homme très comme il faut,” he said. 
e is indebted to me, and will do all he can.” 
i he other note Count Ivan Mikhailovich gave Nekh- 
Yudov was to an influential member of the Petition 
Committee, The story of Fedosia Biryukova as told by 
ekhlyudov interested him very much. When Nekhlyu- 
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dov said that he thought of writing to the oo 
about it, the Count replied that it certainly was a hi 
touching story, and might, if occasion presented aa 
be told her, but he could not promise. Let the petiti n 
‘be handed in in proper form. Should there be an bce 
tunity, and if a petit comité were called for Thursday, 
he thought he would tell her the story. - 
As soon as Nekhlyudov had received these two notes, 


: : off 
and a note to Mariette from his aunt, he at once set 
to the different addresses, 


First he went to Mariett 
girl in her teens, t 
wealthy family, 


on- 
Ong a set he no longer © 
sidered he be Onged to, but who yet regarded him as 
being one of themselves he now felt himself again 5 
an old accustomed r t 


d 
Speaking to St serious matters had droppe 
into a bantering tone, 
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Petersburg where he had not been for a long time, in 
general affected him with its usual physically invigor- 
ating and morally dulling effect. 

Everything was so clean, so comfortably and well ar- 
ranged, and the people were so lenient in moral matters, 
that life seemed very easy. 

A fine, clean, and polite izvozchik drove him past fine, 
clean, polite policemen, along the fine, clean, watered 
streets, past fine, clean houses, to the house in which 
Mariette lived. 

At the front door stood a pair of English horses with 
English harness, and an English-looking coachman in 
livery, with whiskers half down his cheeks, sat on the 
box, proudly holding a whip. 

The door-keeper, dressed in wonderfully clean livery, 
opened the door into the hall, where in still cleaner 
livery with gold cords stood the footman, with splendid 
whiskers well combed out, and an orderly on duty in 
a brandnew uniform. 

“The General does not receive, and Her Excellency 
does not receive either. She is just going to drive out.” 

Nekhlyudov took out Katerina Ivanovna’s letter, and 
going up to a table on which lay a visitors’ book began 
to write on his card that he was Sorry not to have seen 
anyone. Then the footman went towards the staircase, 
the door-keeper went out and shouted to the coachman, 
and the orderly stood rigid with his arms at his side, 
following with his eyes a little, slight lady, who was 
coming down the stairs with rapid steps not at all in 
keeping with her grandeur. 

Mariette had on a large hat with feathers, a black 
dress and cape, and new black gloves. Her face was cov- 
ered by a veil. 

When she saw Nekhlyudov she raised the veil from 
a very pretty face with bright eyes that looked inqui- 
ringly at him. 
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“Ah, Prince Dmitry Ivanovich,” she said, with a soft, 
pleasant voice, “I should have inowin—" 

“What! you even remember my name? yen 

“I should think so. Why, my sister and I were e ‘ 
in love with you,” she Said in French, “But, dear ae 
how you have altered... Oh, what a pity I have ets 
out. Let us go up again,” she said, and stopped, hesi ait 
ing. Then she looked at the clock. “No, I can’t. I ad. 
going to the Kamenskys’ to attend a Mass for the de 
The mother is terribly afflicted,” 

“Who are the Kamenskys?” | 

“Have you not heard? Her son was killed in int The 
He fought Posen. He was the only son Terrible! 
mother is so afflicted,” 

“Yes, I heard something of it,” in tO 

“No, I had better 80, and you must come gees 
night or tomorrow,” she said, and went to the 
with quick, li ht steps, ; 

“I cannot wae tonight,” he said, going out after a 
“but I have a request to make to you,” and the = aa 
the pair of bays that were drawing close to the front 

“What is it?” 


i u- 
“This is a letter from my aunt to you,” said SS 
dov, handing her a narrow envelope with a large C 


here is a girl 

is ill and innocent,” 
“What is her name>” 

“Shustova—tyaia Shustova, It’ 


‘ he 
Imprisoned in the fortress, and S$ 


s in the note.” 
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; “All right; PIl try what I can do,” she said, and she 
jumped lightly into her small, softly upholstered open 
carriage, its brightly varnished splash-guards glistening 
in the sunshine, and opened her parasol. The footman 
got on the box and signed to the coachman to start. The 
carriage moved, but at that moment she touched the 
coachman with her parasol, and those slim-legged beau- 
ties, the bay mares, stopped, arching their beautiful 
necks tightened by bearing reins, and stepping from foot 
to foot. 

“But you miust come; only, please, without interested 
motives,” and she looked at Nekhlyudov with a smile, 
the force of which she well knew; and, as if the perform- 
ance was over and she were drawing the curtain, she 
dropped the veil over her face again. “All right,” and 
she again touched the coachman with her parasol. 

Nekhlyudov raised his hat, and the thoroughbred 
bays, slightly snorting, set off, their hoofs clattering on 
the stones, and the carriage rolled quickly and smoothly 
on its new rubber tyres, only now and then giving a 
jump over some unevenness of the road. 


* XVI * 


When Nekhlyudov remembered the smile that had 
passed between him and Mariette, he shook his head. 

_ “You have hardly had time to turn round before you 
are again drawn into this life,” he thought, feeling that 
discord and doubt which usually oppressed him when 
he had to curry favour with people he did not respect. 

After considering where to go next, so as not to have 
to retrace his steps, Nekhlyudov set off for the Senate. 
There he was shown into the office, where in the midst 
of a magnificent apartment he found a great many very 


Polite and very clean officials. 
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x a’s 

Nekhlyudov was told by the officials that om 
petition had been received and had been passe p Wolf 
consideration and report, to that same geen 
to whom Nekhlyudov had a letter from his unc sek,” 

“There will be a meeting of the Senate this ae 
one of the officials said to Nekhlyudov, “but = By 
case will hardly come before that meeting at te 
special request, in which case it might possibly be 
on Wednesday.” i 

During the time Nekhlyudov waited in the cs 
while the case was being looked up, the ey d 
in the Senate office Was all about the duel, and he on 
a detailed account of how the young man, Kam fants 
had been killed. It was here he first heard the fu he 
of this case, which was the talk of all Petersburg. mia 
story was this. Some officers were eating oysters ae 
tavern and, as usual, drinking very much, when a es 
them said something ill-natured about the regime ae 
which Kamensky belonged, and Kamensky calle ebay 
a liar. The other hit Kamensky. The next me “nd 
fought. Kamensky was wounded in the stomac 2 
died two hours later. The murderer and the one 
were arrested, but it was said that though they freë 
under arrest in the guard-house they would be set 
in a couple of weeks. 

From the Senat 
tial member of th 
who lived in a s 
The door-keeper 


keeper and went 


on to see Senator Wolf. ed, 
Wolf had just haq lunch when Nekhlyudov enter 
and was, in his c 
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by smoking a cigar and pacing up and down the room. 
Vladimir Vasilyevich Wolf was certainly un homme trés 
comme il faut, and prized this quality very highly, and 
regarded everyone else from that altitude. He could not 
but esteem this quality of his very highly, because 
thanks to it alone he had made a brilliant career, the 
very career he desired—that is, by marriage he had 
obtained a fortune which brought him in eighteen thou- 
sand rubles a year, and by his own exertions he secured 
the post of a Senator. He considered himself not only 
un homme très comme il faut but also a man of knight- 
ly honour. By honour he understood not accepting se- 
cret bribes from private individuals. But he did not 
consider it dishonest to importune the government for 
all sorts of allowances, fares, and travelling expenses, 
and to do anything the government might require of him 
in return. To ruin hundreds of innocent people, to cause 
them to be imprisoned and exiled because they loved 
their own people and the religion of their fathers, as he 
had done when governor of one of the provinces of 
Poland, he did not consider dishonourable, but even 
thought it noble, manly, and patriotic. Nor did he con- 
sider it dishonest to appropriate everything that belonged 
to his wife (who was in love with him) and his sister- 
-in-law. On the contrary, he thought it a very wise way 
of arranging his family affairs. 

His family consisted of his meek wife, his sister-in- 
law, whose fortune he had appropriated by selling her 
estate and putting the money to his own account, and 
his meek, frightened, plain daughter, who lived a lonely, 
Weary life, from which she had lately begun to look 
to evangelicalism for relaxation: attending meetings at 
Aline’s and the Countess Katerina Ivanovna’s. 

Wolf’s son, an easy-going fellow, who at fifteen had 
grown a beard and begun to drink and to lead a fast 
life (which he continued to do until, when he was 
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ing his 
twenty, his father turned him aut Fer: ee oi 
i oved in a low set an , ebt 
on b eldas debts. His father had once T malek 
of two hundred and thirty rubles for eee thee oe that 
of six hundred rubles, but this time a ge aal 
he did it for the last time, and that i oe all fur 
reform he would be turned out of the house 


hown in, Wolf stopped P 
y, and greeted pos a 
tly ironical smile, whic “i 
wing how comme il faut ad 
he majority of men. He 


” aid, 
walk up and down, he ning 
putting his hands into his coat pockets, and beg 


orrect style. nd of 
ake your acquaintance, a Mi- 
course very glad to do anything that Count Ivan ie 
khailovich wishes,” he said, blowing the fragrant eful- 
smoke out of his mouth and removing his cigar car 
ly so as not to drop the ash, z come 
“I should only like to ask that the case might she 
on soon, so that if the prisoner has to go to Siberia 
might set off early,” said Nekhlyudov. 
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“Yes, yes, with one of the first steamers from Nizhni 
Novgorod. I know,” said Wolf, with his patronizing 
smile, always knowing in advance whatever one wanted 
to tell him. “What is the prisoner’s name?” 

“Maslova.” 

Wolf went up to the table and looked at a paper 
that lay with other business papers on a file. 

“Yes, yes. Maslova. All right, I will ask the others. 
We will hear the case on Wednesday.” 

“Then may I telegraph to the advocate?” . 

“The advocate! What’s that for? But if you like, 
why not?” 

“The causes for appeal may be insufficient,” said 
Nekhlyudov, “but I think the case will show that the 
sentence was passed owing to a misunderstanding.” 

“Yes, yes; it may be so, but the Senate cannot. decide 
the case on its merits,” said Wolf severely, looking at 
the ash of his cigar. “The Senate orily considers the ex- 
actness of the application of the laws and their right 
interpretation.” 

“But this, I think, is an exceptional case.” 

“I know, I know! All cases are exceptional. We shall 
do our duty. That’s all.” The ash was still holding 
on, but there was a. crack and it was in danger of 
falling. 

“Are you often in Petersburg?” said Wolf, holding his 
cigar so that the ash should not fall. But the ash began 
to shake, and Wolf carefully carried it to the ash-pan, 
into which it collapsed. 

“What a terrible thing this Kamensky affair is,” he 
said. “A splendid young man. The only son.... Es- 
Pecially the mother’s position,” he went on, repeating 
almost word for word what everyone in Petersburg was 
at that time saying about Kamensky. 

Wolf spoke a little about the Countess Katerina Iva- 
novna and her enthusiasm for the new religious teach- 
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ing, of which he neither approved nor disapproved 
but which was evidently needless to him who was S 
comme il faut, and then he rang the bell. 

Nekhlyudov bowed. 

“If it is convenient, come and dine on Wednesday, 
and I will give you a decisive answer,” said Wolf, ex 
tending his hand. 


It was late, and Nekhlyudov returned to his aunt's. 


* XVII * 


The Countess Katerina Ivanovna’s dinner-hour WS 
half past seven, and the dinner was served in a a 
quite new to Nekhlyudov. After they had placed t 8 
dishes on the table the footmen left the room and p 
mselves. The men would not let oe 
ladies undergo any exertion, but, as befitted t i 
fully took on themselves the burden © 


e 
ard, who had come up from th 
country. 
Here, too, the conversation was about the duel, and 
Opinions we 


re expressed ’s view 0 
the case. It as to the Emperor 
much grieved f 
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grieved for her; and as it was also known that the 
Emperor did not mean to be very severe with the 
murderer, who had defended the honour of his uniform, 
everybody was also lenient to the officer. who had 
defended the honour of his uniform. Only the Countess 
Katerina Ivanovna, with her free thoughtlessness, 
expressed her disapproval. 

“They get drunk, and kill unobjectionable young men. 
I should not forgive them on any account,” she said. 

“Now, that’s a thing I cannot understand,” said the 
Count. 

“I know that you never can understand what I say,” 
the Countess began, and turning to Nekhlyudov, she 
added: “Everybody understands, except my husband. 
I say I am sorry for the mother, and I do not wish that 
he should kill and then be satisfied.” 

Then her son, who had been silent up to this point, 
took the murderer’s part, and rudely attacked his 
mother, arguing that an officer could not behave in any 
other way, because his fellow-officers would condemn 
him and turn him out of the regiment. Nekhlyudov lis- 
tened to the conversation without joining in. Having 
been an officer himself, he understood, though he did 
not agree with, young Charsky’s arguments, and at the 
same time he could not help contrasting with the fate 
of the officer that of a handsome young convict whom 
he had seen in the prison, condemned to hard labour 
for killing a man in a fight. Both had become murderers 
through drunkenness. The one, the peasant, having killed 
a man in a moment of passion is parted from his 
wife and family, has chains on his legs, and with shaven 
head ig going to hard labour in Siberia; while the officer 
sits in a fine room in the guard-house, eating a good 
dinner, drinking good wine, and reading books, and 
will be set free in a day or two to live as before, having 
become only more interesting by the affair. 
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Nekhlyudov said what he had been thinking, oe 
first his aunt, Katerina Ivanovna, seemed to agree ea 
him but at last she became as silent as the rest she 
and Nekhlyudov felt that he had committed some 
of impropriety. ? 

In ee ee ae soon after dinner, the large me? 
room—with its high-backed carved chairs arrange he 
rows as for a meeting, and an arm-chair placed next 0 
a little table with -a jug of water on it for the speaker 
began to fill with people come to hear the foreigner, 
Kiesewetter, preach. In 

Elegant equipages stopped at the front entrance. re 
the richly furnished room sat ladies in silks and var 
and lace, with false hair and laced in and padded nenien 
and with them were men in uniform and evening cnet 
and some half-dozen common people: two men-s 
vants, a shopkeeper, a footman, and a. coachman. lish 

Kiesewetter, a strong, grizzly man, spoke in Eng A , 
and a thin young girl, wearing a pince-nez, transla 
into Russian promptly and well. t nt 

He said that our sins were so great, the punishme ni 
for them so great and so unavoidable, that it was 1m 
Possible to live anticipating such punishment. nt 

“Beloved brothers and sisters, let us for a ge oe 
Consider what we are doing: how we are living, bp 
we have offended against the all-loving Lord, and ho d 
we make Christ suffer; and we cannot but understan 
that there is no forgiveness possible for us, no escaP® 

n: that we are all doomed to destruction. | 
terrible fate—everlasting torment—awaits us,” he sal% 
with tears in his trembling voice. “Oh, how can we be 
saved, brothers? How can we be saved from this terrible: 


unquenchable fire? The house is in flames; there is 2° 
escape,” 

He was silent for a while, and real tears flowed 
down h i 


is cheeks, For about eight years now, every time 
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he reached this part of his address, which he himself 
liked so well, he felt a choking in his throat and an ir- 
ritation in his nose, and tears came into his eyes; and 
these tears touched him still more. 

Sobs were heard in the room. The Countess Katerina 
Ivanovna sat with her elbows on an inlaid table, lean- 
ing her head on her hands, and her fat shoulders were 
shaking. The coachman looked with fear and surprise 
at the German, feeling as if he with the pole of his 
carriage were about to run him down and the foreigner 
would not move out of his way. All sat in attitudes sim- 
ilar to that which Katerina Ivanovna had assumed. 
Wolf’s daughter, a thin, fashionably-dressed girl, very 
like her father, knelt with her face in her hands. 

The orator suddenly uncovered his face, and smiled 
a very real-looking smile, such as actors express joy 
with, and began again in a sweet, gentle voice: 

“Yet there is a way to be saved. Here it is—a joyful, 
easy way. Salvation is in the blood shed for us by the 
only Son of God, who gave Himself up to torments 
for our sake. His sufferings, His blood, will save us. 
Brothers and sisters,” he said, again with tears in his 
voice, “let us praise the Lord, who has given His only 
begotten Son for the redemption of the world. His holy 
blood—” 

Nekhlyudov felt so deeply disgusted that he rose 
silently, and, frowning and keeping back a groan of 
shame, he left on tiptoe and went to his room. 


* XVII * 


Next day, as soon as Nekhlyudov had finished dress- 
ing, and was about to go down, the footman brought 
him a card from the Moscow advocate. The advocate 
had come to Petersburg on business of his own, and also, 
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t 
if Maslova’s case was to be heard soon, to be eo 
when it was considered by the Senate. Nekhiyudov E 
egram had crossed him on the way. Having r heard! 
from Nekhlyudov when the case was going to be 
and which Senators were to be present, he smilet shid. 

“Exactly, all the three types of Senators, ae eae 
“Wolf is a Petersburg official; Skovorodnikov enacted 
retical jurist; and Bay a practical jurist—and t ierhere 
the most alive of them all,” said the maine oA 
is most hope of him. Well, and how about the 
Committee?” 


not 
“Oh, I’m going to Baron Vorobyov today. I could 
get an audience with him yesterday.” >” said the 

“Do you know why he is ‘Baron’ Vorobyov?” S khlyu- 
advocate, noticing the slightly ironical stress n 50 
dov placed on his foreign title in connection W paul 
very Russian a surname. “It is because wage ees foot- 
rewarded the grandfather—I think he was a Cour e him 
man—by giving him this title. He managed to pleas wish, 
in some way, so he made him a baron. ‘It’s my Yoto: 
so don’t gainsay me! And so there’s a ‘Baron 


k i o 
byov, and very proud of the title. He is a cunning 
fox.” 


“Well, Pm going to see him,” said Neki gage you 
“That’s good; we can go together. I will gi 
a lift.” 


a footman met Nekhlyudov a” 
him a note from Mariette age 
, Jai agi tout à fait —_ 
é auprès de mon mari pour g 


“Just fancy!” 
this not dreadful 
solitary confine: 


«js 
yudov to the aden 4 
? A woman whom they have kep 
ment for seven months turns out tO 
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quite innocent, and only a word was needed to get her 
released.” 

“That’s always so. Well, anyhow, you have succeeded 
in getting what you wanted.” 

“Yes, but this success grieves me. Just think what 
must be going on there. Why have they been keeping 
her?” 

“Oh, it’s best not to look too deeply into it. Well, then, 
shall I give you a lift?” said the advocate, as they left 
the house, and a fine carriage that the advocate had 
hired drove up to the door. “It’s Baron Vorobyov you 
are going to see?” 

The advocate told the driver where to go, and the 
two fine horses quickly brought Nekhlyudov to the 
house in which the Baron lived. The Baron was at 
home. A young official in uniform, with a long, thin 
neck, a very prominent Adam’s apple, and an ex- 
tremely light walk, was in the first room with two 
ladies. 

“Your name, please?” asked the young man with the 
Adam’s apple, stepping across from the ladies to Nekh- 
lyudov with extreme lightness and grace. 

Nekhlyudov gave his name. 

“The Baron has spoken about you. In a moment,” 
said the young man and went out through an inner 
door. He returned, leading a weeping lady dressed in 
mourning. With her bony fingers the lady was trying 
to pull her tangled veil over her face in order to hide 
her tears. 

“Come in, please,” said the young man to Nekhlyu- 
dov, lightly stepping up to the door of the study and 
holding it open. 

When Nekhlyudov entered he saw before him a thick- 
set man of medium height, with short hair, in a frock- 
Coat, sitting in an arm-chair opposite a large writing- 
table, with a jovial expression. 
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The kindly, rosy-red face, striking by its contrast vi 
the white hair, moustache, and beard, turned tow 
Nekhlyudov with a friendly smile. a 

“Very glad to see you. Your mother and I upaa 
acquaintances and friends. I have seen you as fiat 1 
‘and later on as an officer. Sit down and tell me W ped 
can do for you.... Yes, yes,” he said, shaking his crop Fe- 
white head, while Nekhlyudov was telling him It is 
dosia’s story. “Go on, go on. I quite understand. he 
certainly very touching. And have you handed in 

etition?” id, 
P “I have got the petition ready,” Nekhlyudov ee 
getting it out of his pocket; “but I thought of spe najal 
to you first in hopes that the case would then get SP 
attention.” : ort it 

“You have done very well. I shall certainly ie an 
myself,” said the Baron, unsuccessfully trying to P gi It 
expression of pity on his merry face. “Very tonei hen 
is clear she was but a child; the husband treate they 
roughly and this repelled her, but as time went on ase 
fell in love with each other, Yes, I will report the ¢ aa 

“Count Ivan Mikhailovich was also going to SP 
about it.” 


the 
Nekhlyudov had hardly got these words out when 
Baron’s face changed. 


fter 
“You had better hand in the petition to the office, 4 

1, and I will do what I can,” he said. d the 
At this moment the young official again entere 


o 
room, evidently showing off his elegant manner 
walking. 


al 


rds 
“That lady is asking if she may say a few WO 
more.” 


ars 
“Well, ask her in... Ah, mon cher, how many te 
we have to see shed! If 


ne 
only we could dry them all. O 
does all one can.” 

The lady entered, 
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“I forgot to ask you that he should not be allowed to 
give up his daughter, because he is ready—” 

“I have already told you that I will do all I can.” 

“Baron, for the love of God! You will save a mother.” 

She seized his hand and began kissing it. 

“Everything shall be done.” 

When the lady went out Nekhlyudov also began to 
take leave. 

“We will do what we can. I will speak about it at the 
Ministry of Justice, and when we get their answer we 
will do what we can.” 

Nekhlyudov left the study, and went into the office 
again. Just as in the Senate office, he saw, in a splendid 
apartment, a number of elegant officials—clean, polite, 
severely correct, and distinguished in dress and in 
speech. 

“How many there are of them; how very many, and 
how well fed they all look. And what clean shirts and 
hands they all have, and how well all their boots are 
polished. Who does it for them? How comfortable they 
all are, as compared not only with the prisoners but even 
with the peasants!” These thoughts again involuntarily 
entered Nekhlyudov’s mind. 


* XIX * 


The man on whom it depended to ease the fate of the 
Petersburg prisoners was an old General of repute, a 
baron of German descent, who, as people said of him, 
had outlived his wits. He had received a profusion of 
Orders, but wore only one of them—the Order of the 
White Cross. He had received this Order, which he 
greatly prized, while serving in the Caucasus, because a 
number of Russian peasants, with cropped hair, dressed 
in uniforms and armed with guns and bayonets, had 
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o 
killed at his command more than a thousand k e 
were defending their liberty, their homes, x re also 
families. Later on he served in Poland, and t Tres, 
made Russian peasants commit many different „ifori 
and got more Orders and decorations for his ge was 
Then he served somewhere else, and now that sured 
a weak old man he held this position, which sstrictlY 
him a good house, an income, and respect. He mae 
Observed all the regulations which were Pant d 
“from above,” and was very zealous in the m 
these regulations, to which he ascribed a specia td might 
ance, considering that everything else in the ee “from 
be changed except the regulations prescribe een 
above.” His duty was to keep political prisoners that 
and women—in solitary confinement in such a way au 
half of them perished within ten years: some Sen ie 
of their minds, some dying of consumption, some their 
mitting suicide by starving themselves, OSE aaa 
veins with bits of glass, hanging themselves, or 
themselves to death. p «+ all hap“ 
The old General was not ignorant of this, for it al con- 
pened before his eyes; but these things touched ee 
science no more than accidents caused by thunders ee 0 
floods, etc. These things followed as a ~ipigls MES by 
the fulfilment of regulations prescribed “from eae piy 
His Imperial Majesty. These regulations had inev ss tO 
to be fulfilled, and hence it was absolutely usele old 
think of the consequences of that fulfilment. ere 
General did not even allow himself to think of 


‘or not tO 
things, counting it his Patriotic duty as a soldier 
think of them for 


: ecu 
fear of becoming weak in the ex im- 
tion of the obligations that seemed to him so very 
portant. 


Once a week t 
cells—one of the 
prisoners if they 


the 
he old General made the round o the 
duties of his position—and aske ae 
had any requests to make. The pr 
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ers had all sorts of requests. He listened to them quietly 
in impenetrable silence, and never fulfilled any of their 
requests, because they were all incompatible with the 
regulations. 

Just as Nekhlyudov drove up to the old General’s 
house, the chime of treble bells in the belfry clock rang 
out “How great is the Lord,” and then struck two. The 
sound of these chimes brought back to Nekhlyudov’s 
mind what he had read in the memoirs of the Decem- 
brists, of how this sweet music, repeated every hour, re- 
echoes in the hearts of those imprisoned for life. 

Meanwhile the old General was sitting in his dark- 
ened drawing-room at an inlaid table, turning a tea- 
saucer on a sheet of paper with the aid of a young artist, 
the brother of one of his subordinates. The thin, moist, 
weak fingers of the artist were pressed against the hard, 
wrinkled, stiff-jointed fingers of the old General, and the 
hands joined in this manner were moving together with 
the saucer over a sheet of paper on which all the letters 
of the alphabet were written. The saucer was answering 
questions put by the General as to how souls will rec- 
ognize each other after death. 

When Nekhlyudov sent in his card by an orderly act- 
ing as footman, the soul of Joan of Arc was speaking 
by the aid of the saucer. The soul of Joan of Arc had al- 
ready spelt, letter by letter, the words: “They will know 
each other by,” and these words had been written down. 
When the orderly came in the saucer had stopped on b 
and on y, and had then begun jerking about hither and 
thither. This jerking was caused by the General’s opinion 
that the next letter should be b—that Joan of Arc ought 
to say that the souls will know each other by “being 
cleansed” of all that is earthly, or something of that 
sort; clashing with the opinion of the artist, who thought 
the next letter should be that is, that the souls should 
know each other by “light” emanating from their astral 
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bodies. The General, with his bushy grey oe 
gravely contracted, sat gazing at the hands co ae 
cer, and, imagining that it was moving of its mate young 
kept pulling the saucer towards b. The pale-fac his ears, 
artist, with his thin hair combed back perina k corner 
was looking with his lifeless blue eyes into a dar pii 
of the drawing-room, nervously moving his lips a 
ing the saucer towards l. i af- 

The General made a wry face at the interruption, ee 
tera moment’s pause he took the card, put on his a his 
nez, and, uttering a groan, rose, in spite of the pain 
back, to his full height, rubbing his numb fingers. 

“Ask him into the study.” al finish 

“With Your Excellency’s permission I wi i 
alone,” said the artist, rising. “I feel the age and 

“All right, finish alone,” the General said, severely an 
decidedly, and stepped quickly, with big, firm, 
measured strides, into his study. us 

“Very glad to see you,” said the General to naa 
dov, uttering the friendly words in a gruff jog. table: 
Pointing to an arm-chair by the side of the writing 
“Have you been in Petersburg long?” sad 

Nekhlyudovy replied that he had only just arrive¢- 

“Is the Princess, your mother, well?” 

“My mother is dead.” 


he had 
“Pardon me; I am very sorry. My son told me 
met you.” 


The General’s SO 


ind of 
n was making the same kin 
Career for himself t 


ing 
hat the father had done, and, rE 
passed the Military Academy, was now serving in He 
Secret Office, and was very proud of his duties there- 
had the management of the government spies. _ ds— 
“Why, I served with your father. We were frien 
comrades. And you; are you also in the service? 
“No, I am not,” 


The General bent his head disapprovingly. 
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“T have a request to make, General.” 

“Ver-ry pleased. In what way can I be of service to 
you?” 

“If my request is out of place, pray pardon me. But I 
am obliged to make it.” 

“What is it?” 

“There is a certain Gurkevich imprisoned in the for- 
tress; his mother asks for an interview with him, or at 
least to be allowed to send him some books.” 

The General expressed neither satisfaction nor dis- 
satisfaction at Nekhlyudov’s request, but bending his 
head on one side he closed his eyes as if considering. In 
reality he was not considering anything, and was not 
even interested in Nekhlyudov’s requests, well knowing 
that he would answer them according to the law. He 
was simply resting mentally and not thinking at all. 

“You see,” he said at last, “this does not rest with me. 
There is a regulation, confirmed by His Majesty, concern- 
ing interviews; and as to books, we have a library of 
suitable books, and they may have what is permitted.” 

“Yes, but he wants scientific books; he wishes to_ 
Study.” 

“Don’t you believe it,” growled the General, and was 
Silent for a while. “It is not study he wants; it is merely 
restlessness.” 

“But what is to be done? They must occupy their time 
somehow in their hard condition,” said Nekhlyudov. 

“They are always complaining,” said the General. “We 
know them.” 

He spoke of them, as of a specially bad race of men. 

“They have conveniences here which can be found in 
few places of confinement,” said the General. 

And as though justifying himself he began to enumer- 
ate the comforts the prisoners enjoyed, as if the aim of 
the institution were to give those imprisoned there a 
Comfortable home. 
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are 
“It is true it used to be rather rough, but art bog tee 
very well kept here,” he continued. “They lets or ris- 
courses for dinner—and one of them meat: cut! “ch, Go 
soles. On Sundays they get a fourth—a sweet a > 
grant every Russian may live as well as they i got on 
Like all old people, the General, having on roofs he 
to a familiar topic, enumerated the various a of the 
had often given before of the unreasonablene 
prisoners’ demands and of their ingratitude. old jour 
“They get books on religious subjects, an d. At first 
nals. We have a library. But they rarely ee remain 
they seem interested, later on the new boo ith their 
with not half the Pages cut, and the old ones i General 
leaves unturned. We tried them,” said the old f paper 
with the dim likeness of a smile. “We put cog een 
in on purpose, and they remained just as they. ed 
placed. Writing, too, is not forbidden,” he eee c 
slate is provided, and a slate pencil, so that q write 
write as a pastime. They can wipe the slate a soo” 
again. But they don’t write, either. Oh, they “ut Jate" 
get quite tranquil. At first they seem restless, a” Thus 
on they even grow fat and become very T mean” 
spoke the General, never suspecting the terrible 
ing of his words. «ne. looked at 
Nekhlyudov listened to the hoarse old voice, 10 prow 
the stiff limbs, the lustreless eyes under the grey ? the 
at the old, clean-shaven, flabby jaw supported gg this 
collar of the military uniform, at the white co gd it 
man was so proud of, chiefly because he had C d 
by exceptionally cruel and extensive slaughter orte 
knew that it was useless to reply to the old man ` de 
explain to him th i 


nine? 
; he was informed that mO 
orders had been given, 


z their 
Shustova—Shustoya? I cannot remember all 


854 


names, there are so many of them,” he said, as if re- 
proaching them because they were so many. He rang, 
and ordered his secretary to be called. While waiting for 
the latter, he began persuading Nekhlyudov to enter the 
service, saying that “honest and noble people” (counting 
himself among the number) “were particularly needed 
by the Tsar,—and the country,” he added, evidently only 
to round off his sentence. 

“I am old, yet I am serving still as well as my strength 
allows.” 

The secretary, a dry, emaciated man, with restless, in- 
telligent eyes, came in and reported that Shustova was 
imprisoned in some strange fortified place, and that he 
had received no orders concerning her. 

“When we get the order we shall let her out the same 
day. We do not want to keep them; we do not value 
their visits so much,” said the General, with another 
attempt at a playful smile, which only distorted his old 
features. 

Nekhlyudov rose, trying to keep from expressing the 
mixed feelings of repugnance and pity which he felt to- 
wards this terrible old man. The old man on his part 
felt that he must not be too severe on the thoughtless 
and evidently misguided son of his old comrade, and 
should not let him go without advice. F ; 

“Good-bye, my dear fellow; do not take it amiss. It is 
my affection that makes me say it. Do not keep company 
With such people as we have here. There are no innocent 
Ones among them. All these people are most immoral. 
We know them,” he said, in a tone that admitted no pos- 
sibility of doubt. 

And he did not doubt; not because the thing was so, 
but because if it were not so, he would have to admit 
himself to be, not a noble hero living out the last days of 
a good life, but a scoundrel, who had sold, and still in 

is old age continued to sell, his conscience. 
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“Best of all, go and serve,” he continued; “the Tsar 
needs honest men—and the country,” he added. ‘ Why, 
supposing I and the others refused to serve, as you T 
doing? Who would be left? Here we are finding fau 
with the order of things, and yet not wishing to help the 
government.” k 

With a deep sigh Nekhlyudov made a low bow, shoo 
the large, bony hand condescendingly stretched out to 
him, and left the room. b 

The General shook his head disapprovingly, and, ru 3 
bing his back, he returned to the drawing-room wher 
the artist was waiting for him. The answer given by me 
soul of Joan of Arc was already written down. The ca 
eral put on his pince-nez and read: “They will know sap 
other by light emanating from their astral bodies.’ is 

“Ah,” said the General with approval, and closed 5 
eyes. “But how is one to recognize them, if the light f 
all is alike?” he asked, and again crossed fingers W! 
the artist on the saucer, 


The izvozchik drove Nekhlyudov out of the gate. ov: 
It’s dull here, sir,” he said, turning to Nekhlyu n 
“I almost wished to 


‘ drive off without waiting 
you,” 


Nekhlyudov agreed, “Yes, it is dull,” and he a 
deep breath, and looked with a sense of relief at the oe 
clouds that were floating in the sky, and at the glisten” 
ripples made by the boats and steamers on the Neva- 


* XX * 


The next day Maslova’s case was to be heard at = 
Senate, and Nekhlyudov and the advocate met at t r 
majestic entrance to the building, where several ©7 
rlages were waiting. Ascending the magnificent and * w 
posing staircase to the first floor, Fanarin, who kne 
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all the ins and outs of the place, turned to the left and 
entered through a door which bore above it the date of 
the introduction of the Code of Laws. 

After taking off his overcoat in a narrow room he 
found out from the attendant that the Senators were all 
there, the last to arrive having just come in. Fanarin, in 
his swallow-tail coat, a white tie above the white shirt- 
front, and a self-confident smile on his lips, passed into 
the next room, where to the right were a large cupboard 
and a table, and to the left a winding staircase, which an 
elegant official in uniform with a portfolio under his arm 
was descending. In this room an old man with long 
white hair and a patriarchal appearance attracted every- 
one’s attention. He wore a short coat and grey trousers. 
Two attendants stood respectfully beside him. 

The old man with white hair entered the cupboard and 
shut himself in. 

Fanarin noticed a fellow-advocate dressed in the same 
way as himself, with a white tie and dress-coat, and at 
once entered into animated conversation with him. 
Nekhlyudov was meanwhile examining the people in the 
room. The public consisted of about fifteen persons, of 
whom two were ladies—a young one with a pince-nez, 
and an old, grey-haired one. 

A case of libel was to be heard that day, and there- 
fore the public were more numerous than usual—chiefly 
Persons belonging to the journalistic world. — ; 

The usher, a red-cheeked, handsome man in a splendid 
uniform, came up to Fanarin with a paper in his hand 
and asked him his business. When he heard that it was 
Viaslova’s case he noted something down and walked 
‘way. Then the cupboard door opened and the old man 
vith the patriarchal appearance stepped out, no longer 
n a short coat, but with glittering metal plates on his 
breast and in a gold-trimmed attire which made him 


look like a bird. 
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This funny costume seemed to make the old ges 
self feel uncomfortable, and walking faster : a 
wont he hurried out of the door Opposite the entr. said 

“That is Bay, a most estimable man, Fanarin ne 
to Nekhlyudov, and then, having introduced him A Be 
colleague, he explained the case that ie about 

ard, which he considered very interesting. 
pe hearing of the case soon began, and romping 
with the rest of the audience, went to the left and A 
tered the Senate chamber., They all, including Pana 
took their places behind a railing. Only the Peters 
advocate went up to a desk in front of the railing. sal 

The Senate chamber was not as big as the age 
Court, and was more simply furnished, though the ta id- 
in front of the Senate was covered with rinison BT 
trimmed velvet instead of green cloth; but the sang e 
of all places of judgement were there: the mirror, 
icon, and the Emperor’s portrait, 

The usher announced, 
“The Court is coming.” 
and the Senators, 


in the usual solemn mani 
Everyone rose in the usual hye 
in their uniforms, entered and ing 

down on high-backed chairs and leant on the table try in 
to appear natural, just in the same way as the judges 
the Criminal Court. took 

There were four Senators present—Nikitin, who an 
the chair, a clean-shaven man with a narrow face an 
steely eyes; Wolf, with Significantly compressed lips, 
small white hands. wi 
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years. He had been one of Nekhlyudov’s best friends in 


their student days. 
“The public prosecutor, Selenin?” Nekhlyudov asked, 


turning to the advocate. 

“Yes. Why?” 

“I know him well. He is a fine fellow.” 

“And a good public prosecutor too—business-like. 
Now, he is the man you should have interested.” 

“He will act according to his conscience in any case,” 
said Nekhlyudov, recalling the intimate relation and 
friendship between himself and Selenin, and his attrac- 
tive qualities—purity, honesty, and good breeding in 
its best sense. 

“Yes, It is too late now, anyhow,” whispered Fanarin, 
who was listening to the report of the case that had com- 
menced. l 

The case was an appeal against a judgement given by 
the Court of Appeal, which had confirmed a decision 
given in a District Court. 

Nekhlyudov listened and tried to make out the mean- 
ing of what was going on; but, just as in the Criminal 
Court, so now, his difficulty was that it was not the 
evidently chief point but some side-issues which were 
being discussed. The case was that of a newspaper which 
had published an exposure of a fraud arranged by a 
director of a limited liability company. It would seem 
that the only important point was whether the director 
of the company really was abusing his trust, and, if so, 
to stop him from doing it. But the questions under con- 
Sideration were whether the editor had a legal right to 
Publish this article, and what he had been guilty of in 
Publishing it—slander or libel—and in what way slander 
included libel, or libel included slander, and something 
rather incomprehensible to ordinary people about all 
Sorts of statutes and resolutions passed by some General 

€partment. i 

The only things clear to Nekhlyudov were, that, in 
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. . e 
spite of what Wolf had so strenuously heated on TE 
day before (that the Senate could not try ep aa 
merits), he was evidently in this case strongly Ae oe 
of repealing the decision of the Court of Jus oo ee 
that Selenin, contrary to his characteristic reser bie 
ed the opposite opinion with quite oe T selen 
The warmth evinced by the usually self-control e a 
in, which surprised Nekhlyudov, was due to his en 
edge of the director’s shadiness in money matter h dis 
to the fact, which had accidentally come to his si 
that Wolf had been to a grand dinner-party at the s 

r’s house only a few days before. h 
pa when Wolf reported the case, guardedly cape ; 
but with evident bias, Selenin became excited, eA for 
Pressed his opinion with too much nervous irritatio et 
an ordinary case. It was clear that Selenin s sp ade 
offended Wolf, He grew red, moved in his chair, m 


z f ther 
silent gestures of surprise, and retired with the aie 
Senators to the debating-room looking very dig 
and offended, 


“What case is i 
asked again, addre. 
“I have already 
‘Yes, just so, 
“But what?” 
“Well, you s 


” her 
t you have come about?” the us 
ssing Fanarin. 


debating-room, to 
Maslova’s Case, ove 
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* XXI * 


As soon as the Senators were seated round the table 
in the debating-room, Wolf with great animation be- 
gan to bring forward all the reasons in favour of a 
repeal. 

The president, an ill-natured man at best, was in a 
particularly bad humour that day. His thoughts were 
concentrated on the words he had written down in his 
memoirs on the occasion when not he but Vilyanov was 
appointed to an important post he had long coveted. It 
was the president Nikitin’s honest conviction that his 
Opinions of the officials of the two highest grades, with 
which he was in connection, would furnish valuable 
material to future historians. He had written a chapter 
the day before in which certain officials of those two 
highest grades were soundly rated for preventing him, 
as he expressed it, from averting the ruin towards which 
the present rulers of Russia were driving the country; 
which simply meant that they had prevented his getting 
a higher salary. And now he was considering what a new 
light for posterity this chapter would shed on events. 

“Yes, certainly,” he said, in reply to the words 

addressed to him by Wolf, without listening to them. 
_ Bay was listening to Wolf with a sad face, and draw- 
ing a garland on the paper that lay before him. Bay was 
a liberal of the very first water. He held sacred the liber- 
al traditions of the sixties of this century, and if he ever 
Overstepped the limits of strict neutrality it was always 
in the direction of liberalism. So in this case: besides the 
fact that the swindling director who was appealing was 
a bad lot, the prosecution of a journalist for libel, tend- 
ing as it did to restrict the freedom of the press, in itself 
inclined Bay to reject the appeal. 

When Wolf concluded his arguments Bay stopped 
drawing his garland, and in a sad and gentle voice (he 
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š ” te such 
feel himself obliged to demonstra 

was sad to fe ely, simply, and convincingly a 

ase, and then, bending his whi 

wing on his garland. , F 

Sat opposite Wolf, and ue 

& his beard and moustache i 


ol was dissatisf S he pre- 
being caught acting with dishonest partiality; so 
tended to þe indiff 


slova’s case he 
Meanwhile the Senat 


the crumpled Cigar 
Close to the Palm; and he laughed boisterously. 
“Impossible!” Said Bay. 
“I will show j 
full title of the 
publication, 


-ving the 
t you,” said Skovorodnikov, UT 
book, and even the date and place 
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“T hear he has been appointed governor to some town 
in Siberia.” 

“That’s splendid! The bishop will meet him with pomp. 
They ought to appoint a bishop of the same sort,” said 
Skovorodnikov. “I could recommend them one,” and he 
threw the end of his cigarette into his saucer, and again 
Stuffed as much of his beard and moustache as he could 
into his mouth and began chewing them. 

The usher came in and reported the advocate’s and 
Nekhlyudov’s desire to be present at the examination of 
Maslova’s case. 

“This case,” said Wolf, “is quite romantic,” and he 
told them what he knew about Nekhlyudov’s relations 
with Maslova. 

When they had talked a little about it and finished 
their tea and cigarettes, the Senators returned to the 
Senate chamber and proclaimed their decision in the 
libel Case, and then began to hear Maslova’s appeal. 

Wolf, with his thin voice, reported Maslova’s appeal 
very fully, but again not without some bias and an evi- 

ent wish for the repeal of the sentence. : 
_ “Have you anything to add?” the chairman said, turn- 

Ing to Fanarin. : 
anarin rose, and standing with his broad white chest 
expanded, proved point by point with wonderful exact- 
ness and persuasiveness how the Criminal Court had in 
SIX points strayed from the exact meaning of the law; 
and besides this he touched, though briefly, on the merits 
of the case and on the crying injustice of the sentence. 

e tone of his short but strong speech was one of 
apology to the Senators, who, with their penetration and 
Judicia] wisdom, could not help seeing and understand- 
Ng it all better than he, his speech being only necessary 
™ order to fulfil the duty he had undertaken. 

fter Fanarin’s speech one might have thought that 
there could not remain the least doubt that the Senate 
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ought to repeal the decision of the Court. When he had 
concluded his speech, Fanarin looked round with a smile 
of triumph, seeing which Nekhlyudov felt sure that the 
case was won. But when he looked at the Senators he 
saw that Fanarin smiled and triumphed alone. The 
c prosecutor did not smile oF 
€ people who were wearied and 
en heard the like of you—it is all 
glad when he stopped and 
hem. Immediately after the 
h the president turned to the 
briefly and clearly expressed 
ng the decision of the Court 
easons for revision inadequate. 
retired to the debating-room. 
eir opinion. Wolf was in favour 
Bay, when he understood the 
side with fervour, vividly PT 
ns the scene at the Court as he 


hiefly because Nekhlyudov’s dete” 


oe on moral grounds was &* 
im. 
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with the president that the decision of the Court should 
remain unaltered. 
So the sentence remained unrepealed. 


* XXII * 


“Terrible,” said Nekhlyudov, as he went out into the 
waiting-room with the advocate, who was arranging the 
Papers in his portfolio. “In a matter which is perfectly 
clear they attach importance only to the form, and de- 
Cline to interfere. Terrible!” 

“The case was spoiled in the Criminal Court,” said 
the advocate. 

“And Selenin, too, was in favour of the rejection. 
Terrible! terrible!” Nekhlyudov repeated. “What is to 
be done now?” 

“We will appeal to His Imperial Majesty, and you 
Can hand in the petition yourself while you are here. I 
Will write it for you.” ; 

At this moment little Wolf, with his stars and uniform, 
came out into the waiting-room and approached Nekh- 
lyudov. “It could not be helped, dear Prince. The reasons 
for an appeal were insufficient,” he said, shrugging his 
narrow shoulders and closing his eyes, and then he 
went off. 

After Wolf, Selenin came out too, having heard from 
an Senators that his old friend Nekhlyudov was 

ere. 

“Well, I never expected to see you here,” he said, 
Coming up to Nekhlyudov, and smiling only with his lips, 
while his eyes remained sad. “I did not know you were 
in Petersburg.” $ 

“And I did not know you were ober-procureur. 

“Assistant,” corrected Selenin. “But how is it you are 

ere in the Senate? I had heard, by the way, that you 
Were in Petersburg. But what are you doing here?” 
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“Here? I am here because I hoped to find justice and 
Save a woman innocently condemned.” 

“What woman?” , 

“The one whose case has just been decided. za 

“Oh! The Maslova case,” said Selenin, suddenly 
membering it. “The appeal had no grounds whatever. 


oe nt, 
“It is not the appeal; it’s the woman, who is innoce 
and is being punished,” 


Selenin sighed, 

“That may well be, but—” 

“Not may be, but it is—” 

“How do you know?” the 

“Because I was On the jury. I know how we made 
mistake,” 


Selenin became thoughtful, ena hê 
“You should have made a Statement at the time, 
id. 


sa 
“I did make a statement,” ial re- 
“It should have been put down in an officia ap- 
port. If this had been added to the petition for the 
peal—” 
Selenin, who was alw 


ut 
; ays busy and rarely bie 
into society, had evidently heard nothing of Nek up 
dov’s romance, Nekhlyudoy noticed this, and made 


i r- 
as best to say nothing about his pê 
h Maslova, 


t icjonsS 
; views as to whether those decisi 
were just in themselves 


“All I know is that this woman is quite innocent, and 
that almost the last hope of saving her from an unmer- 
ited punishment is gone. The grossest injustice has been 
confirmed by the highest Court.” 

It has not been confirmed. The Senate did not and 
Cannot enter into the merits of the case itself,” said 
Selenin, blinking his eyes. 

I suppose you are staying with your aunt,” Selenin 
remarked, apparently wishing to change the subject. 
ae told me yesterday you were here, and invited me 
© meet you in the evening, when some foreign preacher 
was to give an address,” and Selenin again smiled only 
with his lips. 
dö Yes, I was there, but left in disgust,” said Nekhlyu- 
ia Crossly, vexed that Selenin had changed the sub- 
ee ‘Why with disgust? After all, it is a manifestation 

religious feeling, though one-sided and sectarian,” 
sard Selenin. 

“Why, it’s only a kind of whimsical folly.” 
ia Oh dear no. The curious thing is that we know the 
ee of our own Church so little that we see some 
he kind of revelation in what are, after all, our own 

Indamental dogmas,” said Selenin, as if hurrying to let 
1s old friend know his present views. 

sun ethlyudoy looked at Selenin searchingl 

P Prise, and Selenin dropped his eyes, in whic 

n expression not only of sadness but also 
Tr you, then, believe in the dogmas of th 

o uyudov asked. 

Ne ee course I do,” replied Selenin, gazing straight into 
N lyudov’s eyes with a lifeless look. 
Nekhlyudov sighed. 
wt 1S strange,” he said. 

Sele owever, we can have a talk some other time,” said 

nin. ... “I am coming,” he added, in answer to the 


y and with 
h appeared 
of ill-will 
e Church?” 
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. e we 
usher, who had respectfully approached him. “Yes, 


; Sa a WI 
must meet again,” he went on with a sigh. “But sha 
be able to find you? 


aS and 
gave the number. “Ah, time does not stand still,” a 
he turned to go, smi 


“I will come if I can,’ 
man once near and d 
Conversation, suddenly 
incomprehensible, if not 


When Nekhi 
a good 


ch tact, always elegant, ee 

Some, and yet Unusually truthful and honest. He ger 

well, without much exertion and with no pedantry, 

Ceiving gold medals for his essays, 
He Considered th 


in 
e service of mankind, not only He 
words but in acts, t i 


eing useful to humanity ta 
Serving the state. Therefore, as soon as he had "aje 
pleted his studies, he Systematically examined all 
activitie, 


useful, ni 
consciousness that 


e was doing “ ight thing. 
This dissatisfacti as A a esse by friction 
is very small-minded and vain superior ar 
and entered the Senate. It was im; 

ter there, but the same dissatisfaction still pursued h 
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he felt it to be very different from what he had expected 
and from what ought to be. 

While he was in the Senate his relations obtained for 
him the post of Gentleman of the Bedchamber, and he 
had to go ina carriage, dressed in an embroidered uni- 
form and a white linen apron, to thank all sorts of people 
for having placed him in the position of a lackey. How- 
ever much he tried, he could find no reasonable explana- 
tion for the existence of this post, and felt, more even 
than in the Senate, that it was not “the right thing”; and 
yet he could not refuse it for fear of offending those who 
felt sure they were giving him much satisfaction by this 
8ppointment, and because it flattered the lower part of 

1S nature. It pleased him to see himself in a mirror 
dressed in his gold-embroidered uniform, and to accept 
the deference paid him by some people because of his 
Position, 

_ Something of the same kind happened when he mar- 
ried. A very brilliant match from a worldly point of view 
Was arranged for him; and he married, chiefly because 
by refusing he would have hurt the feelings both of the 
young lady who wished to be married to him and of 
those who arranged the affair, and also because a mar- 
"lage with a nice young girl of noble birth flattered his 
Vanity and gave him pleasure. But this marriage very 
Soon proved to be even less “the right thing” than the 
80vernment service and his position at Court. 

After the birth of their first child the wife decided to 
ine no more, and began leading that luxurious -n 
ių -/ which he now had to participate whether he like 
lt or not, 
te Was not particularly good-looking, was neha “4 
derive’ seemed, in spite of all the efforts it y ien t> 
She © nothing but weariness from the life ot A T 
poist Severingly continued to lead it, thoug 

Oning her husband’s life. And all his efforts to alter 
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this life were shattered, as against a stone wall, by her 


convictions, which all her friends and relations support- 
ed, that all was as it should be. 


The child, a little girl with 
curls, 


tion in society, his spiritual freeaoa 
mily pressure—esP A 
her died and memorial services j 
him—anq besides his mother’s wish, partly 
backed by public o 


should not be obliged to be present at such ceremonials. 
But to do what seemed so simple would have cost a 
great deal. Besides encountering the perpetual hostility 
of all those who were near to him, he would have to 
give up his whole position: throw up the service, and 
sacrifice all the usefulness which he thought he was now 
rendering to humanity by that service, and which he 
hoped to increase in the future. To make such a sacrifice 
one would have to be firmly convinced of being right. 
And he was firmly convinced he was right, as no edu- 
cated man of our time can help being convinced who 
knows a little history, and knows how the religions, and 
especially Church-Christianity, originated. He could not 
but know that he was right in not acknowledging the 
truth of the Church teaching. 

But under the stress of his daily life he, a truthful 
man, allowed a small falsehood to creep in. He said that 
in order to do justice to an unreasonable thing one has 
to study that unreasonable thing. It was a small false- 
hood, but it sank him into the big falsehood in which he 
was now engulfed. 

Before putting to himself the question whether the 
orthodoxy in which he was born and bred contained the 
truth—that same orthodoxy which everyone expected 
him to accept, and without which he could not continue 
his activity so useful to man—he had already decided 
the answer. And so, to clear up the question, he did not 
read Voltaire, Schopenhauer, Herbert Spencer, or Comte, 
but he read the philosophical works of Hegel and the 
religious works of Vinet and Khomyakov, and he natu- 
rally found in them what he was looking for—something 
like peace of mind, and a vindication of that religious 
teaching in which he had been educated, which his rea- 
son had long ceased to accept, but without which his 
whole life was filled with unpleasantness that could all 


be removed by accepting the teaching. 
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; is 
all else, was not “the right thing,” and that is why h 
eyes always looked sad, 


re 
And seeing Nekhlyudoy whom he had known befo 
all these lies had tak 


en root within him, iat ae 
of what he haq been; and, especially after he had ha 


not again see each o 
Petersburg 


* XXIV * 


e Senate, N 
gether, the a 


e- 
e chief of a government of 
he Senators had been ta 


ing finished this story, with all its nastiness, he went on 
to relate with particular pleasure how several influential 
persons stole a lot of money collected for the erection 
of the ever-unfinished monument they had passed that 
morning; also how the mistress of So-and-so won mil- 
lions on the Stock Exchange, and how So-and-so agreed 
with So-and-so to sell him his wife. The advocate told 
other stories about swindles and all sorts of crimes 
committed by persons in high places, who instead of 
being in prison sat on presidential chairs in different 
government institutions. These tales, of which the ad- 
vocate seemed to have an inexhaustible supply, gave 
him much pleasure, showing as they did with perfect 
clearness that his way of getting money was quite just 
and innocent compared to the means used by the highest 
officials in Petersburg. The advocate was therefore 
surprised when Nekhlyudov took an izvozchik before 
hearing the end of the story, said good-bye, and left him. 

Nekhlyudov felt very sad. He was saddened chiefly by 
the rejection of the appeal by the Senate, confirming the 
senseless torments that the innocent Maslova was en- 
during, and also by the fact that this rejection made it 
still harder for him to unite his fate with hers. The terri- 
ble stories about existing evils, which the advocate had 
recounted with such relish, heightened his sadness, and 
so also did the cold, unkind look that the once sweet-na- 
tured, frank, noble Selenin had given him, a look which 
kept recurring to his mind. 

On his return the door-keeper handed him a note, and 
said, rather scornfully, that some kind of woman had 
written it in the hall. It was a note from Shustova’s 
mother. She wrote that she had come to thank her 
daughter’s benefactor and saviour, and to implore him 
to come to see them on the Vasilyevsky, 5th Line, house 
No.—. This was very necessary because of Vera Du- 
khova.:He need not be afraid that they would weary him 
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k 
with expressions of gratitude, They would w 
their gratitude, but iced be ore see him. 

next morning, i possible? A 
cee also a note from Bogatyryov, a a. 
low-officer, aide-de-camp to the Emperor, whom om Bis 
lyudov had asked to hand Personally to the a in 
Petition on behalf of the sectarians, Bogatyryov w 9 Ta 
his large firm hand, that he would put the ching hat 
the Emperor’s own hands as he had promised; e 
it had occurred to him that it might be better for 


at- 
lyudov first to 80 and see the person on whom the m 
ter depended, 


and have a cy 
Nekhlyudoy Said he wo 


Put the papers back into 
aunt’s sitting-room, L 


uld come at once, and nawe 
the portfolio went up angi 
ooking out of a window on his nt 0 
and seeing Mariette’s Pair of bays standing in ane to 
the house, he Suddenly brightened and felt inclin 
smile, put in 
Mariette, with a hat on her head, not in black pan 
a light dress of many colours, sat with a cup in her ome- 
beside the Countess’s €asy-chair, prattling about $ 
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thing while her beautiful laughing eyes glistened. When 
Nekhlyudov entered the room Mariette had just uttered 
something so funny, and indecently funny—as he knew 
by the kind of laughter—that the good-natured, mous- 
tached Countess Katerina Ivanovna’s fat body was shak- 
ing with laughter, while Mariette, with her smiling 
mouth slightly drawn to one side, her head a little bent, 
and a peculiarly mischievous expression on her merry, 
energetic face, sat silently looking at her companion. 

From a few words he had overheard, Nekhlyudov 
guessed that they were talking of the second piece of 
Petersburg news, the episode of the new Siberian gov- 
ernor, and that it was about this that Mariette had said 
something so funny that the Countess could not control 
herself for a long time. 

“You will kill me,” she said, coughing. 

After saying “How do you do?” Nekhlyudov sat down. 
He was about to censure Mariette in his mind for her 
levity, when she, noticing the serious and even slightly 
dissatisfied look in his eyes, suddenly changed not only 
the expression of her face, but also the attitude of her 
mind (she had wanted to please him as long as she had 
known him). She suddenly turned serious, dissatisfied 
with her life, as if seeking and striving after something; 
it was not that she pretended, but she really reproduced 
in herself the very same state of mind that he was in, 
although it would have been impossible for her to ex- 
press in words what was the state of Nekhlyudov’s mind 
at that moment. 

She asked him how he had got on with his various 
concerns, He told her about his failure in the Senate 
and of his meeting Selenin. 

“Ah, what a pure soul! He is, indeed, a chevalier sans 
peur et sans reproche. A pure soul!” said both ladies, 
using the epithet commonly applied to Selenin in Peters- 
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“What is his wife like?” Nekhlyudov asked. 


3 A es 
“His wife? Well, I do not wish to judge, but she do 
not understand him.” 


OV 
She went on expressing what Nekhlyud 
Was about to Say. “It is revolting—revolting. , ag 

Countess Katerina Ivanovna noticed that mean Well 
flirting with her nephew, and this amused her. 


a “ ose 
you what,” she said, when they were silent. “Supp 
you come to Aline’s to 


. be 
morrow night. Kiesewetter will 
there, And you, too,” 


She said, turning to Mariette. 
“Il vous a remarqué,” 


told me that what you 


and come yourself,” 
“Tn the first Place, Coy 


a jette, 
to offer the Prince any kind of advice,” said Mariet 
and gave Nekhlyudov 4 look 
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“Yes, I know, you always do things the wrong way 
round, and according to your own ideas.” 

“My own ideas? I believe like the commonest peasant 
woman,” said Mariette, with a smile. “And, thirdly, I 
am going to the French Theatre tomorrow night.” 

“Ah! And have you seen that—What’s her name?” 
asked the Countess Katerina Ivanovna of Nekhlyudov. 
Mariette gave the name of a celebrated French actress. 

“You must go, most decidedly; she is wonderful.” 

“Whom am I to hear first, ma tante: the actress or the 
preacher?” Nekhlyudov said, with a smile. 

“Please don’t quibble.” 

“I should think the preacher first and then the actress, 
or else the desire for a sermon might vanish altogether,” 


said Nekhlyudov. 
“No; better begin with the French Theatre and do 


penance afterwards.” 

“Now, now, you are not to make fun of me. The 
preacher is the preacher, and the theatre is the theatre. 
One need not pull a long face and weep in order to be 
saved. One must believe, and then one is sure to be 
gay.” f 

better than any preacher. 


“You, ma tante, preach 
“PII tell you,” said Mariette. “Come to my box to- 


morrow.” 

“I am afraid I shall not be able—” 

The footman interrupted the conversation by announc- 
ing a visitor. It was the secretary of a philanthropic 
society of which the Countess was president. f 

“Oh, he is the dullest of men. I think I will receive 
him out there, and return to you later on. Mariette, give 
him some tea,” said the Countess, and left the room 
with her usual quick waddle. 

Mariette took the glove off her firm, rather flat hand, 
the fourth finger of which was covered with rings. 

“Have some?” she said, taking hold of the silver tea- 
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kettle, under which a spirit-lamp was burning, and 
holding her little finger out in a curious manner. 

Her face looked sad and serious. 

“Tt is always terribly painful to me to notice that 


people whose Opinion I value confound me with the po- 
sition I am placed in.” 


She seemed re 
And though th 
had no meanin » Or at any rate a very indefinite mean- 
ing, they seemed to be of ex 
and goodness to Nekhl 
by the look of the bri 


your work, an 


“Really, there is n 


z e 
othing to be delighted with; I hav 
done so little as yet.” 


“No matter, I understand your feelings, and I acne 
Stand her. All right, all right, I will say nothing mo 
about it,” she sai 


: “But 
aid, noticing displeasure on his face. “Bu 
I also understand th 


a 
> aS if struck with surprise that sapt 
. “I have to be satisfied, a 
worm that wakes up— 
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“And he must not be allowed to fall asleep again. It is 
a voice that must be obeyed,” Nekhlyudoy said, falling 
into the snare. 

Many a time afterwards Nekhlyudov remembered 
with shame his talk with her. He remembered her words, 
which were not so much lies as imitations of his own, 
and her face, which seemed looking at him with sym- 
pathetic attention when he told her about the horrors of 
the prison and of his impressions in the country. 

When the Countess returned they were talking not 
merely like old friends but like exclusive friends who 
amidst a crowd of indifferent people alone understood. 
one another. 

They talked of the injustice of power, of the sufferings 
of the unfortunate, the poverty of the people; yet in real- 
ity, in the midst of the sound of their talk, their eyes, 
gazing at each other, kept asking, “Can you love me?” 
and answering, “I can,” and the sex feeling, taking the 
most unexpected and attractive forms, drew them to 
each other. 

As she was going away, she told him that she would 
always be willing to serve him in any way she could, 
and asked him to come and see her in the theatre next 
day, if only for a moment, as she had a very important 
thing to tell him. } 

“Yes, and who knows whea I shall see you again?” 
she added with a sigh, carefully drawing the glove over 
her jewelled hand. “So say you will come.” 

Nekhlyudov promised. ee 

That night, when Nekhlyudov was alone in his room, 
and lay down after putting out his candle, he could not 
sleep. While he was thinking of Maslova, the Senate’s 
decision, his decision in any case to follow her, and his 
renunciation of his land—suddenly Mariette’s face ap- 
peared with her sigh and glance as she said, “When shall 
I see you again?” and her smile was so vivid that he 
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smiled back as though he saw her. “Shall 1 be doing 
right in going to Siberia? And have I done right in giv- 
ing up my wealth?” he asked himself. 

And the answers to these questions on this Petersburg 
night, on which the light streamed into the window from 
under the blind, were quite indefinite, All seemed con- 
fused. He recalled his former state of mind, and the 
former sequence of his thoughts, but they no longer had 
their former force or validity. 

“And supposing I have invented all this, and am un- 
able to live it through—supposing I repent of having 
acted rightly,” he thought; and, unable to answer, n 
was seized with such anguish and despair as he ha 


long not felt, and fell into a heavy sleep, such as he had 
formerly slept after a heavy loss at cards. 


* XXV * 


Nekhlyudov awoke next morning feeling as if he had 


been guilty of some iniquity the day before. ing 
He began considering. He could not remember havin 
done anythi 


not be repeated, and can be T° 
pented of; but eyil thoughts generate all evil actions- il 
An evil action only smooths the path for other €V 
acts; evil thoughts uncontrollably drag one along the 
path, 
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When Nekhlyudov repeated in his mind the thoughts 
of the day before, he was surprised that he could have 
believed them for a moment. However new and difficult 
it might be to do what he had decided on, he knew that 
it was the only possible way of life for him now; and 
however easy and natural it might be to return to his 
former state, he knew that state to be death. Yesterday’s 
temptation seemed like the feeling when one awakes 
from deep sleep, and, without feeling sleepy, wants to lie 
comfortably in bed a little longer, knowing nevertheless 
that it is time to rise and begin the glad and important 
work that awaits one. 

On that, his last day in Petersburg, he went in the 
morning to the Vasilyevsky Island to see Shustova. 

Shustova lived on the first floor; and having been 
shown the back stairs Nekhlyudov entered straight into 
the hot kitchen, which smelt strongly of food. An eld- 
erly woman, with turned-up sleeves, apron, and spec- 
tacles, stood by the fire stirring something in a steam- 


ing pan. 
“Whom do you want?” she asked sternly, looking at 


him over her spectacles. 

Nekhlyudov had hardly time to give his name, 
when an expression of alarm and joy appeared on her 
face. 

“Oh, Prince!” she exclaimed, wiping her hands on her 
apron. “But why have you come the back way? Our 
benefactor. I am her mother. They have nearly killed 
my little girl. You have saved us,” she said catching hold 
of Nekhlyudov’s hand and trying to kiss it. SI went to 
see you yesterday. My sister asked me to. She is here. 
This way, this way, please,” said Shustova’s mother, as 
she led the way through a narrow door and a dark 
passage, arranging her hair and pulling at her tucked-up 
skirt, “My sister’s name is Kornilova. You must have 
heard of her,” she added in a whisper, stopping before 
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a closed door. “She was mixed up in a political affair. 
remely clever woman! 
ee mother opened: the door and tees 
Nekhlyudov into a small room, where on a sofa wi ipat 
table before it sat a plump, short girl with fair hair like 
curled round her pale, round face, which was very 
her mother’s. She had a striped cotton blouse on. ghat 
Opposite her in an armchair, leaning forward, se ; 
he was nearly bent double, sat a young fellow ea 
slight black beard and moustache, and wearing a shel 
sian embroidered shirt, They were so engrossed in rai 
conversation that they only turned round after Nekhlyu 
dov had entered the room. 


» the 
“Lydia, Prince Nekhlyudov! the same one ...” th 
mother said, 

The pale girl jumped up, 
lock of hair behind her ear, a 
with a frightened look in her 1 


“So you are that dang 
Dukhova wished 


asked, with a smile kind, 

“Yes, I am,” said Lydia Shustova, her broad, “ft 
childlike smile disclosing a row of beautiful teeta ” 
was aunt who was so anxious to see you. Ge a 
she called out in a pleasant, gentle voice throug 
door. 


ery 
“Your imprisonment grieved Vera Dukhova V 
much,” said Nekhlyudo 


a sate 

“Take a seat here, or better here,” said Lydia, eo 
ing to the battered €asy-chair from which the yO 
man had just risen, 

“My cousin, Zakharov,” 
lyudov looked at 

The young m 
kindly as Lydia 
brought himsel 


a a 
nervously pushing owe 
nd gazed at the newco 
arge grey eyes. za 
erous woman whom Y 
me to intercede for?” Nekhly 


kh- 
she said, noticing that Ne 
the young man. 


#0 ad 
an greeted the visitor with a sir 
’S, and when Nekhlyudov sat aona 
f another chair and sat by his si 
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fair-haired schoolboy of about sixteen also came into 
the room and silently sat down on the window-sill. 

“Vera Dukhova is a great friend of my aunt’s, but I 
hardly know her myself,” said Shustova. 

Then a woman with a very bright and pleasant face, 
wearing a white blouse and leather belt, came in from 
the next room. 

“How do you do? Thanks for coming,” she began as 
soon as she had taken the place next to Lydia on the 
sofa. 

“Well, and how is Vera? You have seen her? How does 
she bear her fate?” 

“She does not complain,” said Nekhlyudov. “She says 
her feelings are Olympian.” 

“Ah, that’s like Vera. I know her,” said the aunt, 
smiling and shaking her head. “One has to know her. 
She has a fine character. Everything for others, nothing 
for herself.” 

“No, she asked nothing for herself, but only seemed 
concerned about your niece. What seemed to trouble her 
most was, as she said, that your niece was imprisoned 
for nothing.” 

“Yes, that's true,” said the aunt. “It is a dreadful 
business. It was really on account of me that she suf- 


fered.” 
“Not at all, aunt. I should have taken the papers with- 


out you all the same.” 

“Allow me to know better,” said the aunt. “You see,” 
she went on to Nekhlyudoy, “it all happened because a 
certain person asked me to keep his papers for a while; 
and I, having no house at the time, brought them to 
her. And that very night the police searched her room 
and took her and the papers, and kept her till now, 
demanding that she should tell from whom she had 


them.” 
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“But I never told them,” said Lydia quickly, pallinn 
nervously at a lock of hair that was not even out 0 
place. 

“ I never said you did,” answered the aunt. h 
“If they took Mitin up, it was certainly not throug 
me,” said Lydia, blushing, and looking round uneasily. 

“Don’t speak about it, Lydia dear,” said her mother. 

“Why not? I should like to tell it,” said tydne n 
longer smiling nor pulling at her lock of hair, but twis 
ing it round her finger and getting redder. ï 

“Don’t forget what happened yesterday when yO 


“Petrov is a spy, a gendarme, and a blackguard,” pur 
ain her niece’s words to Nekhlyudo 


id, “All right, don’t tell, but do not denY 


ei y.’ And he named Mitin.” 
Don’t talk about it,” Said the aunt. 


“Oh aunt, don’t interrupt as.” and she went on pull- 
ing the lock of hai 


r and looking round: “and then, only 
fancy, the next day I hear—they let me know by OF. 
Ping on the wall—that Mitin is arrested. Well, I think i 
have betrayed him, and this tormented me so—it to" 
mented me so that I nearly went mad.” f 

“And it turned out that it was not at all because © 
you he was taken up?” said the aunt. e 

“Yes, but I didn’t know, I think, ‘There now, I pari 
betrayed him.’ I walk and walk from wall to wall, an 
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cannot help thinking. I think, ‘I have betrayed him.’ I 
lie down and wrap myself up, and hear something whis- 
pering, ‘Betrayed! Betrayed Mitin! Mitin betrayed!’ I 
know it is an hallucination, but cannot help listening. 
I wish to fall asleep, I cannot. I wish not to think, and 
cannot stop thinking. It was terrible!” and as Lydia 
spoke she got more and more excited, twisted and un- 
twisted the lock of hair round her finger, and kept look- 
ing round. 

“Lydia, dear, be calm,” the mother said, touching her 
shoulder. 

But Shustova could not stop herself. 


“Tt was all the more terrible ...” she began again, but 
did not finish, and jumping up with a cry rushed out of 
` the room. 


Her mother turned to follow her. 

“They ought to be hanged, the rascals!” said the 
schoolboy, who was sitting on the window-ledge. 

“What’s that?” said the mother. 

“I only said.... Oh, it’s nothing,” the schoolboy 
answered, and taking a cigarette that lay on the table 


he began to smoke. 
* XXVI * 


“Yes, that solitary confinement is terrible for the 
young,” said the aunt, shaking her head, and also light- 


ing a cigarette. 

“I should say for anyone,’ 

“No, not for all,” answered the aunt. “For the real 
revolutionists, I have been told, it is rest and quiet. A 
man who is wanted by the police lives in a state of con- 
tinual anxiety and material want, in fear for himself and 
others and for his cause; and at last, when he is taken 
and it is all over, and all responsibility is off his shoul- 
ders, he can sit back and rest. I have been told they 


’ Nekhlyudov replied. 


25 —1316 385 


actually feel glad when arrested. But the young ane 
nocent—they always first arrest the innocent, he 
Lydia—for them the first shock is terrible. It is a 
loss of freedom, and the bad food and bad air—all be 
is nothing, Three times as many privations erga 
€asily borne if it were not for the moral shock w 
One is first taken,” 

“Have you, then, experienced jt?” . sad 

“I? I was twice in prison,” she answered, with a } 
gentle smile. “When I was arrested for the first a 
had done nothing. I was twenty-two, had a child, 


I was accused of, but sot no reply, When, after I a 
been examined, and they ult, 
numbered prison clothes on me, they led me to a va n 
opened a door, pushed me in, locked the door again, 4 


they like freedom and light, and that ee 
ildren, anq children their mothers. dea 

ey tear me Pitilessly from all that was That 
1P in prison like a wild animal? ts. 
t be borne without evil ar 

Anyone wh i in God and man, and believes t’ ng 
ne another, Will cease to believe it after g0!"” 
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through all that. I have ceased to believe in humanity 
since then, and have grown embittered,” she concluded, 
with a smile. 

Lydia’s mother came in at the door through which 
her daughter had gone out, and reported her very much 
upset and unable to return. 

“And what has this young life been ruined for?” said 
the aunt. “What is especially painful to me is that I am 
the involuntary cause of it.” 

“She will recover in the country, God willing,” said 
the mother. “We shall send her to her father.” 

“But for you she would have perished altogether,” 
said the aunt. “Thank you! But what I wished to see you 
for was this: I wished to ask you to take a letter to 
Vera Dukhova,” and she got the letter out of her pocket. 
“The letter is not sealed; you may read it and tear it 
up, or hand it to her, as your principles may prompt 
you,” she said. “It contains nothing compromising.” 

Nekhlyudov took the letter, and having promised to 
give it to Vera Dukhova, he said good-bye and went 
away. 

He sealed the letter without reading it, meaning to 
deliver it as asked. 


* XXVII * 


The last thing that kept Nekhlyudov in Petersburg 
was the case of the sectarians, whose petition he in- 
tended to get handed to the Tsar through his former 
fellow-officer, the aide-de-camp Bogatyryov. He arrived 
at Bogatyryov’s in the morning, and found him still at 
breakfast, though ready to go out. Bogatyryov was not 
tall, but was firmly built and wonderfully strong (he 
Could bend a horseshoe); a kind, honest, straight, and 
€ven liberal man. In spite of these qualities, he was in- 
timate at Court and very fond of the Tsar and his fam- 
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ily, and by some strange means he managed, poo 
living in that highest circle, to see nothing but the g es 
in it and take no Part in its evil and corruption. He PA 
or any measure—always eit 2 
keeping silent or speaking in a bold, loud voice, almo 


I always begin with somethi 
finish, too. Ha! ha! ha! Well t 


Nekhlyudoy 
Toporov, 


W. 
depends on him, He will be consulted anyho 


y himself meet your wishes.” 
“Tf you advise it I will go.” 


» and how does Petersburg agree 
with you?” shouted Bogatyryov. “Tell me. Eh? dov: 
getting hypnotized,” replied Nekhlyu ou 
” Bogatyryoy repeated, and burst ou 
on’t have anything? Well, just as i 
wiped his moustache with his nion 
? If he won't do it, give the or ese 
nd it in tomorrow.” Shouting t as 
ed himself just as unconsciously 4s 
mouth, and began buckling or 
sword. 
“And now 800d-bye; I must go.” k- 
“We are both going out,” said Nekhlyudov, and ee 
ing Bogatyryoy’s Strong, broad hand with the sense 
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pleasure which the impression of something healthy and 
unconsciously fresh always gave him, he parted from 
him on the doorstep. 

Though he expected no good result from his visit, 
still, following Bogatyryov’s advice, Nekhlyudov went 
to see Toporov, on whom the fate of the sectarians de- 
pended. : 

The position occupied by Toporov, involving as it did 
an incongruity of purpose, could only be held by a man 
who was dull and morally obtuse. Toporov possessed 
both these negative qualities. The incongruity of 
the position he occupied was this. It was his duty to 
maintain, and to defend by external measures not ex- 
cluding violence, that Church which, by its own decla- 
ration, was established by God himself and could not 
be shaken by the gates of hell nor by any human effort. 
This divine and immutable God-established institution 
had to be sustained and defended by a human institu- 
tion—the Holy Synod—managed by Toporov and his 
Officials. Toporov did not see this incongruity, nor did 
he wish to see it, and he was therefore much concerned 
lest some Romish priest, some pastor, or some sectar- 
ian, should destroy that Church against which the gates 
of hell could not prevail. Toporov, like all those who are 
quite destitute of the fundamental religious feeling which 
recognizes the equality and brotherhood of man, was 
fully convinced that the common people were creatures 
entirely different from himself, and that the people 
needed what he could very well do without; for at the 
bottom of his heart he believed in nothing, and found 
such a state very convenient and pleasant. Yet he feared 
lest the people might also come to such a state, and 
looked upon it as his sacred duty, as he called it, to 
Save them from it. - $ 

A certain cookery book states that crabs like to be 
boiled alive. In the same way he thought and spoke as 
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ition: he 
if the people liked to be kept in ict P 
meant it literally, whereas the cookery boo e E 
His position towards the religion he was Ps fhe 
was the same as that of a poultry-keeper tow aeaus 
carrion he feeds his fowls on: carrion is very right to 
ing, but fowis like it and eat it, therefore it is 
owls on carrion, ips 
grr all this worship of the images of the as 
ian, Kazan, and Smolensk “Mothers of God” 7? fee 
idolatry, but the people like it and believe muat 
therefore the superstition must be kept up. Thus oe 
4 i that the people only like sup 


Petition to the epee oN 
allow the petition to be rea 


Sina, tail 
rov was reading the petition 
shaking his head. He 


: the 
$ was unpleasantly surprised by 
clear and emphatic wording of it. 


z use 
hands of the Emperor it may ca 


a be 
85, and unpleasant questions es ee 
asked,” he thought, as he read. Then he put the pe 
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on the table, rang, and ordered that Nekhlyudov should 
be asked in. 

He remembered the case of these sectarians; he had 
had a petition from them before. The case was this. 
These Christians, fallen away from the Greek Orthodox 
Church, after first being exhorted, were tried by law but 
acquitted. Then the bishop and the governor arranged, 
on the plea that their marriages were illegal, to exile 
these sectarians, separating the husbands, wives, and 
children. These fathers and wives were now petitioning 
that they should not be parted. Toporov recollected that 
when the case came to his notice he had at the time 
hesitated whether he had not better put a stop to it. But 
then he thought that no harm could result from his con- 
firming the decision to separate and exile the different 
members of the sectarian families, whereas allowing the 
peasant sect to remain where it was might have a bad 
effect on the rest of the inhabitants of the place and 
cause them to fall away from Orthodoxy. And then the 
affair also proved the bishop's zeal, so he decided to let 
the case proceed along the lines it had taken. 

But now that they had an advocate such as Nekhlyu- 
dov, who had some influence in Petersburg, the case 
might be personally pointed out to the Emperor as some- 
thing cruel, or it might get into the foreign papers. 
Therefore he at once took an unexpected decision. 

“How do you do?” he said, with the air of a very busy 
man, receiving Nekhlyudov standing, and at once start- 
ing on the business. : 

“I know this case. As soon as I saw the names I re- 
Collected this unfortunate business,” he said, taking up 
the petition and showing it to Nekhlyudov. “And I am 
much indebted to you for reminding me of it. Tt is the 
Overzealousness of the provincial authorities. 

Nekhlyudov stood silent, looking with no kindly feel- 
ings at the immovable, pale mask of a face before him. 
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“And I shall give orders for these measures to be re 
voked and the people reinstated in their names 

“So that I need not make use of this petition? sede 

“I promise you most assuredly,” answered ene 
Jaying a stress on the word I, evidently quite con pa 
that his honesty, his word was the very best a 
“It will be best if I write at once. Take a seat, Eat 

He went up to the table and began to write. Ne Sli, 
dov, not sitting down, looked at the narrow, bald ane 
at the fat, blue-veined hand that was swiftly gu ae 
the pen, and wondered why this evidently unfeeling ™ 


i it wit 
was doing what he did, and why he was doing it 
such care. . 


“Well, here you are,” 
velope; “you may let 
stretched his lips to imita 

“Then why did these 
asked, as he took the envel 

Toporov raised his hea 
dov’s question gave him pl 

“That I cann 


; en- 
said Toporov, sealing a p 
your clients know,” an 
te a smile. ov 
people suffer?” Nekhlyud 
“yin , Jyu- 
d and smiled, as if Nekhly 
easure, he 

P tt 
ot tell you. All I can say is ait 
interests of the people guarded by us are so imp 


ap is not 
that excess of zeal in Matters of religion is is now 
dangerous or harmful as the indifference which 
Spreading—” 


“But how is it that in 


af very 
the name of religion the 
first demands of ri 


fea 
, milie 
ghteousness are violated—fa 


Separated?” identlý 

Toporov continued to smile patronizingly, evi thing 
thinking what Nekhlyudov said very pretty. Any 
that N 


t iv 

so from the point of view of a pr oi 
individual,” he said, “but from an administrative P gefr 
of view it appears in a rather different light. Howe 
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I must bid you good-bye now,” said Toporov, bowing 
his head and holding out his hand. 

Nekhlyudov pressed it in silence and hurriedly went 
out, repenting of having taken that hand. 

“The interests of the people! Your interests, you 
mean!” thought Nekhlyudov as he went out. 

‘And he ran over in his mind the people on whom is 
exercised the activity of the institutions that uphold 
religion and educate the people. He began with the 
woman punished for the illicit sale of spirits, the boy 
for theft, the tramp for tramping, the incendiary for 
arson, the banker for fraud, and that unfortunate Lydia 
Shustova, imprisoned only because from her they might 
get information they wanted. Then he thought of the 
sectarians punished for violating Orthodoxy, and Gurke- 
vich for wanting constitutional government; and Nekh- 
lyudov clearly saw that all these people were arrested, 
locked up, exiled, not really because they infringed jus- 
tice or behaved unlawfully, but only because they were 
an obstacle, hindering the officials and the rich from 
enjoying the property they had taken away from the 
people. 

And the woman who 
licence, and the thief knoc 
Lydia Shustova hiding proclamations, and the sectar- 
ians upsetting superstitions, and Gurkevich desiring a 
constitution, were a real hindrance. It seemed perfectly 
clear to Nekhlyudov that all these officials, beginning 
with his aunt’s husband, the Senators, and Toporov, 
down to the clean, correct, and important gentlemen 
who sat at Ministerial tables, were not at all troubled 
by the fact that under such conditions innocent people 
suffered, but were only concerned how to get rid of 
the really dangerous. 

So not only was t i 
should escape rather than one innocen 


sold wine without having a 
king about the town, and 


he rule disregarded, that ten guilty 
t be condemned, 
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; í e 
but, on the contrary, for the sake of getting aT 
really dangerous person, ten who were not ten pia 
were punished, just as, when cutting a rot er ad 
out of anything, one cuts away also some that ae a 

This explanation seemed very simple and c ade 
Nekhlyudov; but its very simplicity and clearness ae 
him hesitate to accept it. Was it possible that so 


* XXVIII * 


Nekhlyudoy would 
evening, but he had pr 
theatre; and, though h 
that Promise, he decej 
would be Wrong to bre 

“Am I Capable of 
he asked himself, not 
last time.” 

In evening-dress 
Second act of the 


have left Petersburg that Ta 
omised Mariette to see her at ep 
e knew that he ought not to - it 
ved himself into the belief tha 

ak his word. Pe 
withstanding these temptation a 
quite sincerely, “I will try for 


b r ing 
was quite full. On Nekhlyudov’s ask 
for it, Mariette i 


ect- 
s box was immediately and very resp 
fully pointed out to him. 


A liveried servant stoo 
bowed to Nekhlyudoy as 
the door of the box 


oa HE 
d in the corridor e 
to one he knew, and op 


heads—ail were absorbed in watching the thin, bony 
actress who, dressed in silks and laces, was wriggling 
before them and speaking in an unnatural voice. 

Someone called, “Hush!” when the door opened, and 
two streams, one of cool, the other of hot air, swept 
over Nekhlyudov’s face. 

In the box were Mariette, a lady with a red cape and 
heavy head-dress whom he did not know, and two men: 
Mariette’s husband the General, a tall, handsome man 
with a severe, inscrutable countenance, a Roman nose, 
and a uniform padded round the chest, and a fair man 
with a bit of shaved chin between pompous whiskers. 

Mariette, graceful, slight, elegant, her low-necked 
dress showing her firm, shapely, sloping shoulders, with 
a little black mole where they joined her neck, imme- 
diately turned, and with a smile of welcome and grati- 
tude, and, as it seemed to him, full of meaning, motioned 
with her fan to Nekhlyudov to take the chair behind her. 

The husband looked at him in the quiet way in which 
he did everything, and bowed. In the look he exchanged 
with his wife, the master, the owner of a beautiful 
woman, was to be seen at once. 

When the monologue was Over, the theatre resounded 
with a clapping of hands. Mariette rose and, holding her 
rustling silk skirt, went into the back of the box and in- 
troduced Nekhlyudov to her husband. ; f 

The General, without ceasing to smile with his eyes, 
said he was very pleased, and then became inscrutably 


silent. Aa 
“I ought to have left today had I not promised,” said 

Nekhlyud iette. 

ie bene yor ” said Mariette, in an- 


“If you do not care to see me : 
swer to what his words implied, “you will see a wonder- 
ful actress. Was she not splendid in the last scene? 
She asked, turning to her husband. 

The husband nodded. 
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“This sort of thing does not touch me,” said Nekh- 


lyudov. “I have seen so much real suffering today 
that—” 


“Yes, sit down and tell me.” 

The husband listened, his e 
ironically. 

“T have been to see that wo 
free, and who has been k 
quite broken down.” 

“That is the woman I 
said to her husband. 

“Oh yes, I was ver 
said the husband quie 
irony under his mous 
“I will go out and ha 

Nekhlyudov sat 


yes smiling more and more 


man whom they have T 
ept in prison so long; she i 


spoke to you about,” Mariette 


y glad that she could be set free, 
tly, nodding, and smiling with open 
tache, as it seemed to Nekhlyudov- 
ve a smoke.” p 
waiting to hear what the something 
had to tell him. She said nothing, an 
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But at last, when her husband returned with a strong 
smell of tobacco-smoke on his thick moustache and 
looked at Nekhlyudov with a patronizing, contemptuous 
air, as if not recognizing him, Nekhlyudov left the box 
before the door was closed again, got his overcoat, and 
went out-of the theatre. 

As he was walking home along the Nevsky, he could 
not help noticing a tall, shapely and aggressively well- 
dressed woman, who was quietly walking in front of 
him along the broad asphalt pavement. The conscious- 
ness of her detestable power was noticeable in her face 
and whole figure. All who met or passed that woman 
looked at her, Nekhlyudov walked faster than she did, 
and he, too, involuntarily looked her in the face. The 
face, which was probably painted, was handsome, and 
the woman looked ‘at him with a smile and her eyes 
sparkled. And, curiously enough, Nekhlyudov was sud- 
denly reminded of Mariette, because, just as he had 
done in the theatre, he again felt both attracted and | 
disgusted. ; 

Having hurriedly passed her, Nekhlyudov, vexed with 
himself, turned off on to the Morskaya, and passed along 
the embankment, where, to the surprise of a policeman, 
he began pacing up and down the pavement. 

“The other one gave me just such a smile when I en- 
tered the box,” he thought, “and the meaning of both 
smiles was the same. The only difference is ia geir 
said plainly and openly, ‘If you want me, take : 
not, go ae way,’ ond the other one pretended that she 
Was not thinking of this, but living in some high and re- 
fined state—while the same thing was really at the root. 
This one was at least truthful, but that one lied. Be- 
Sides, this one was driven to it by necessity, while the 
other amused herself by playing with that enchanting, 
disgusting, frightful passion. This woman of the street 
is like stagnant putrid water offered to those whose 
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thirst is greater than their disgust; that other one ee 
theatre is like a poison which, unnoticed, poisons ev 
hing it touches.” P 
‘ Nekhlyudov recalled his affair with the wife of meg 
Maréchal, and shameful memories rose before him. st- 
“The animalism of the brute nature in man is tia d 
ing,” he thought, “but as long as it remains in its na ae 
form we observe it from the height of our spiritual pm 
and despise it; and—whether one has fallen or resiste me 
one remains what one was before. But when that etic 
animalism hides under a cloak of poetry and ane 
feeling and demands our worship—then we are § no 
lowed up by it completely and worship animalism jy 
longer distinguishing good from evil. Then it is aW h 
Nekhlyudov now perceived all this as clearly a$ h 
saw the palace, the sentries, the fortress, the rive" 
boats, and the Stock Exchange. was 
And just as on this northern summer night me yê 
no soothing, restful darkness on the earth, but a m 
dismal, dull light coming from an invisible source sstful 
Nekhlyudov’s soul there was no longer the á 
darkness of ignorance., thing 
Everything was clear. It was clear that eya re 
considered important and good was insignificant 4 old» 
pulsive, and that all this glamour and luxury hi npu” 
well-known crimes, which not only remained W* can 


i n 
= but were adorned with all the splendour ™¢ 
evise, 


jd 
. cou 
He wished to forget all this, not to see it, but p e the 


no longer help seeing it. Though he could not y more 
Source of the light which revealed it to him ay ova 
than he could see the source of the light which a aul 
Petersburg; and though the light appeared to ee what 
dismal, and unnatural, yet he could not help see!” 

it revealed, and he felt both joyful and anxious: 
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* XXIX * 


On his return to Moscow, Nekhlyudov went at once to 
the prison hospital to take Maslova the sad news that 
the Senate had confirmed the decision of the Court, and 
that she must prepare to go to Siberia. 

He had little hope of success with the petition to the 
Emperor which the advocate had written, and which 
Nekhlyudov now brought with him for Maslova to sign. 
And, strange to say, he did not at present even wish it 
to succeed; he had got used to the thought of going to 
Siberia and living among the exiled and the convicts, 
and he could not easily picture to himself how his life 
and Maslova’s would shape themselves if she were ac- 
quitted. He remembered the thought of the American 
writer, Thoreau, who at the time when the slavery 
existed in America said that “under a government which 
imprisons any unjustly, the true place for a just man Is 
also a prison.” Nekhlyudov, especially after his visit to 
Petersburg and all he discovered there, thought in the 
same way. ; 

“Yes, the only place befitting an honest man in Rus- 
sia at the present time is a prison,” he thought, and 
even felt that this applied to him personally, when he 
drove up to the prison and entered its walls. 

The door-keeper of the hospital recognized Nekhlyu- 
dov, and told him at once that Maslova was no longer 
there, 

“Where is she, then?” 


“She is in the prison again.” 

“Why has she been removed?” Nekhlyudov asked. 

“Oh, Your Excellency, what are such people?” said 
the door-keeper, smiling contemptuously. “She carried 
on with the medical assistant, so the head doctor ordered 


her back.” 
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va and 
Nekhlyudov had had no idea how much geet 
the state of her mind meant to him. He was 
news. g 
hinm as one feels at the news of a great and uor 
seen misfortune, and his pain was very keen. E of 
feeling was one of shame. He, with his joyful y Ee 
the change he imagined was going on in her cp all 
seemed ridiculous in his own eyes. He thought t H 
her words about not wishing to accept his Sacin 
her reproaches and tears, were only the devices lai adk 
praved woman, who wished to use him to the be aan 
vantage. He seemed to remember having seen sEhë 
obduracy at his last interview with her. All this an 
through his mind as he instinctively put on his ha 
left the hospital. > Has 
“What am I to do now? Am I still bound to “pt put 
this action of hers not set me free?” But when 


if he 
these questions to himself, he knew at once that 
considered himself fr 


punishing, not 
but himself, put 

“No, what has h he 
the 


ital 
nacy, as he left the hopia 
steps towards the big gate 
prison. 


infor™ 
He asked the warder on duty at the gate to a 
the inspector that he wished to see Maslova. The jntanc® 
knew Nekhlyudov, and Speaking as to an acqua 
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him the important prison news. The old inspector 
ad been superseded, and a new, very severe official ap- 
pointed in his place. 

“They are so strict nowadays, it’s just awful,” said 
the warder. “He is in here, and shall be told at once.” 

The new inspector was in the prison and soon came 
out to Nekhlyudov. He was a tall, angular man, with 
high cheek-bones, morose, and very slow in his move- 
ments. 

“Interviews are allowed in the visiting-room on the 
appointed days,” he said, without looking at Nekhlyudov. 

i But I have a petition to the Emperor which I want 
signed.” 

“You can give it to me.” 
‘I must see the prisoner myse 
to do so before.” 
“Yes, that was so before,” replied 
a furtive glance at Nekhlyudov. 
Í have a permission from the governor, 
Nekhlyudov, and took out his wallet. 

“Allow me,” said the inspector, still without looking 
him in tne eyes, and he took the paper from Nekhlyudov 
with his long, dry, white fingers, On the first of which 
was a gold ring, and read the paper slowly. “Step into 
the office, please,” he said. 

This time the office was empty. The inspector sat down 
by the table, and began sorting some papers that lay on 
it, evidently intending to be present at the interview. 

When Nekhlyudov asked whether he might see the 
Political prisoner Dukhova, the inspector answered 
shortly that he could not. 

Interviews with political 
ted,” he said, and again fixed his 
§ With a letter to Dukhova in 
elt as if he had been trying to co 
and his plans been discovered and fru 


If. I was always allowed 
the inspector, with 


” insisted 


prisoners are not permit- 
attention on his papers. 
his pocket, Nekhlyudov 
mmit some offence 
strated . 
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: raised 

When Maslova entered the room the “apap 8 

his head, and, without looking either at her ne his 

dov, remarked, “You may talk,” and went on i 

ers. PIR 

AT again had on the white jacket, SHu r 

kerchief. When she came up to a eee 
his cold, hard look she blushed scarlet, and 


: wn her 
the hem of her jacket with her hand, she cast do 
eyes. 


Her confusion seem 
hospital door-keeper’ 
Nekhlyudov had 


the 
ed to Nekhlyudov to confirm 
ords. ay 
meni to treat her in the “a s 
d not bring himself to shake 
S she to him now. ot- 
bad news,” he said in a m at 
hout looking at her or taking he j 
rejected the appeal,” ne, as if 
“I knew they would,” she said in a strange to 
she were gasping for breath. 
Formerly Nekhlyudoy 
she knew they would; n 
eyes were full of tears. 
But this did not 
against her even mo 


e sal 
would have asked why ae r 
Ow he only looked at 


station 
so irritati 
soften him; it roused his ir 
re, 


n the 
The inspector rose and began pacing up and dow : 
room. feeling ee 
In spite of the Tepugnance Nekhlyudov was | ht to & 
wards her at the moment, he considered it rig 
press his regret at the Senate’s decision. ‘tion tO t 
“You must not despair,” he said. “The petitio! 
Emperor may meet with success, and I hope 
Tm not i 


aoni 


»” she said, looking 
at him with her wet Squinting eyes, t 
“What then?” have mos 
“You have been to the hospital, and they 
likely told yo 


u about me that—” 
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“What of that? That is your affair,” said Nekhlyudov 
coldly, and frowned. 

The cruel feeling of wounded pride that had quieted 
down rose with renewed force when she mentioned the 
hospital. 

He, a man of the world, whom any girl of the best 
families would think it happiness to marry, offered him- 
self as a husband to this woman; and she could not even 
wait, but began intriguing with the medical assistant, 
he thought, with a look of hatred. 

“Well, sign this petition,” he said, taking a large en- 
velope from his pocket, and laying the paper on the 
table. She wiped her tears with a corner of her kerchief, 
and asked what to write and where. 

He showed her, and she sat down, arranging the cuff 
of her right sleeve with her left hand. He stood behind 
her, silently looking at her back, which shook with sup- 
pressed emotion; and evil and good feelings were fight- 
ing in his breast: feelings of wounded pride, and of pity 
for her who was suffering—and the last feeling was vic- 
torious. , 

He could not remember which came first; did pity for 
her first enter his heart, or did he first remember his own 
sins—his own repulsive actions, the very same for which 
he was condemning her? Anyhow, he both felt himself 
guilty. and pitied her. f 

Having signed the petition and wiped her inky finger 
on her petticoat, she got up and looked at him. 

“Whatever happens, whatever comes of it, my resolve 
remains unchanged,” said Nekhlyudov. ; ; 

The thought that he had forgiven her heightened his 
feelings of pity and tenderness for her, and he wished to 
Comfort her. 

“T will do what I have said; wherever they take you I 
Shall be with you.” 
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F h 
“What's the use?” she interrupted hurriedly, thoug 
her whole face lit up. 


“You had better think of what you will want on the 
ey don’t know of anything in particular, thank ae 
The inspector came up, and without waiting for nat 
remark from him Nekhlyudov took leave, and went his 
with such peace, joy, and love towards everybody wl 46 
heart as he had never felt before. The certainty wee 
action of Maslova’s could change his love for her, 
him with joy, and raised him to a height which He aral 
never before attained. Let her carry on with the me his 
assistant; that was her affair. He loved her not for 
own, but for her sake and for God’s. ut of 
And this affair, for which Maslova was turned 0 eal 
the hospital, and of which Nekhlyudov believed her r 
ly guilty, consisted of the following. herb- 
Maslova was sent by the head nurse to get some 


i an 
tea from the dispensary at the end of the corridor, 
there, all alone, sh 


man with a pimpl 
her. In trying to 
such a push that 
from which two b 

The head doct 
heard the sound 


self. 
that. 


m 
or the same day to send a 
Maslova’s place. 
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And this was her “affair” with the medical assistant. 
Being turned out for a love intrigue was particularly 
painful to Maslova, because connections with men, which 
had long been repulsive to her, had become specially 
disgusting since meeting Nekhlyudov. The thought that, 
judging her by her past and present position, every man, 
the pimply assistant among them, considered he had a 
right to jnsult her and to be surprised at her refusal, 
hurt her deeply, and made her pity herself and brought 
tears to her eyes. When she went out to Nekhlyudoy this 
time she wished to clear herself of the false charge of 
which she knew he must surely have heard. But when 
she began to justify herself, she felt he did not be- 
lieve her and that her excuses would only strengthen 
his suspicions; and tears choked her and she was 
silent. 

Maslova still thought and continued to persuade her- 
self that she had not forgiven him; and hated him, as 
she told him at their second interview, but in reality she 
loved him again, loved him so that she involuntarily 
did all he wished her to do: left off drinking, smoking, 
coquetting, and entered the hospital because she knew 
he wished it. And if every time he reminded her of it 
she refused as decidedly as ever to accept his sacrifice 
and marry him, it was because she liked repeating the 
proud words she had once uttered, and also because she 
knew that a marriage with her would be a misfortune for 
him. She had resolutely made up her mind that she 
Would not accept his sacrifice, and yet the thought mar 
he despised her and believed that she still was what she 
had been and did not notice the change that had taken 
place in her, was very painful. That he was perhaps still 
thinking she had done wrong while in the hospital, tor- 
mented her more than the news that her sentence was 
confirmed. 
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* XXX. * 


Maslova might be sent off with the first gang of a 
oners, so Nekhlyudoy got ready for his departure. id 
there was so much to be done that he felt that he co It 
not finish it all, however much time he might have. 


er- 
was quite different now from what it had been. Form 
ly he used to be obli 


terest of which alway: 
Ivanovich Nekhlyud 
of his life was thus 


y Ivanovich, and they pe beet 
e, and there was no ahah oie 
tmerly Dmitry Ivanovich ait 
lways made him feel — 
duced a joyful state of min “ald 
ing Nekhlyudov at present C 


and preparing for her probable journey 
Siberia. 


A his 
The second was the arrangement of the affairs ge š 
estates, In Panovo he had given the land to the peas 
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had not yet made up his mind to forfeit this income al- 
together, though he reduced it by half. 

The third part of his business was to help the pris- 
oners, who applied to him more and more often. 

At first when he came in contact with the prisoners 
and they appealed to him for help, he at once began 
interceding for them, hoping to lighten their fate; but 
he soon had so many applications that he felt the impos- 
sibility of attending to all of them, and this naturally 
led him to take up another piece of work, which at last 
roused his interest even more than the three first. 

This new business consisted in the solution of the 
questions: what was this strange institution called crim- 
inal law, which occasioned that prison whose inmates 
he had to some extent got to know, and numbers of 
Other places of confinement, from the Peter and Paul 
Fortress in Petersburg to the island of Sakhalin, where 
hundreds and thousands of victims of this, to him extra- 
ordinary, criminal law, were pining? why did it exist? 
where did it come from? 

From his personal relations with 
the lists of those in prison, and by 
Vocate, the prison priest and the inspector, Nekhlyudov 
Came to the conclusion that the prisoners, the so-called 
Criminals, could be divided into five classes. f 

The first were quite innocent people, condemned by ju- 
dicial blunders. Such were the Menshovs, supposed tobe 
incendiaries, Maslova, and others. There were not many 
of these—according to the priest’s estimate only seven 
Per cent—but their condition excited particular interest. 

The second class consisted of people condemned for 
actions done in peculiar circumstances: passion, jeal- 


Susy, or drunkenness; circumstances in which those who 
nitted the same ac- 


Judged them would surely have comm 1 
ions, According to Nekhlyudov’s observations, more 
than half of all the criminals belonged to this category. 


the prisoners, from 
questioning the ad- 
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The third class consisted of people punished for nod 
ing committed actions which, according to their eee 
ideas, were quite natural and even good, but which t on 
other peopie, the men who made the laws, considere oe 
be crimes. Such were those who sold spirits withou 4 
licence, smugglers, those who gathered grass and bas 
n the forests belonging to t 


bbers, and those unbelievers WhO 


on large estates, and j 
Crown, the mountain ro 
robbed churches. 


To the fourth class belonged those who were siege’ 
oned only because they stood morally higher than t 
average level of societ 
were ths P assians, rebelling in order “i 

nce; such were the political a 
Oners, the Socialists, and the strikers. According e 
ions a very large percen An 
belonged to this class, and among them were S0 r 
of men, condemned for resisting the autho 
ities, re 
_ The fifth class consisted of persons who were far gat 
sinning in their relations with oa 
ciety. These were the Castaways, stupefied by Bes 
i ptation, such as the boy who a“ 
hundreds of others whom Nekhly' 


ed, 
tly t 
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ciety had sinned, only here society had sinned, not di- 
rectly against them, but against their parents and fore- 
fathers. 

Among this latter class Nekhlyudov was specially 
Struck by cne Okhotin, an inveterate thief, the illegiti- 
mate son of a prostitute, brought up in a doss-house, 
who, up to the age of thirty, had apparently never met 
anyone whose morality was above that of a policeman, 
and who had got into a band of thieves when quite 
young. He was gifted with an extraordinary sense of 
humour, which made him very attractive. He asked 
Nekhlyudov to intercede for him, at the same time mak- 
ing fun of himself, the lawyers, the prison, and laws 
human and divine. Another was the handsome Fyodorov, 
who, with a band of robbers of whom he was the chief, 
had robbed and murdered an old man, an Official. Fyo- 
dorov was a peasant whose father had been unlawfully 
deprived of his house, and who, later on, when serving 
as a soldier, had suffered in consequence of falling in 
Ove with an officer's mistress. He had a fascinating, pas- 
Slonate nature, that longed for enjoyment at any cost. 

e had never met anybody who restrained himself for 
any cause whatever, and had never heard a word about 
any aim in life save enjoyment. Nekhlyudov distinctly 
Saw that both these men were richly endowed by na- 
ture, but had been neglected and crippled like uncared- 
for plants. He had also met a tramp and a woman, who 

ad repelled him by their dullness and seeming cruelty, 

Ut even in them he could find no trace of the criminal 
type written about by the Italian school, but saw in 
“em only people who were repulsive to him personally 
Pe E Pong E cee He on the 
Prison—in tailed coats, wearing epaulettes, or bedecked 
With lace, 

And so the investigation of the reasons why all these 
Very different persons were put to prison, while others 
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a judging 
just like them were going about free, a eve 
them, formed a fourth task for Nekhlyu (0) T in books, 
He hoped to find an answer to this ques ed the works 
and bought all that dealt with it. He obtain ley, Tarde, 
Ferri, Liszt, Maudsley, e more 
y. But as he read he aan 
more disappointed. It happened to him as order tô 
urn to science, not nor to 
Play a role in it, nor to write, nor to pi ae ques- 
teach, but an answer to an a apt very 
tion of life, Science answered thousands (0 iminal ew 
genious questions touching cri ; 
ne he was trying to solve, wha 
H imple question: “Why, A an 
lock up, torment, cate those 
y are themselves just contin ne 
» flog and kill?” And in an 


me; whether imm 


tion 
» What Madness js, what aed, ign0- 
is, and what temperament is; how climate, Fas arimei 
rance, imitativeness, hypnotism, or passion affe 
what Society is; What its duties are—and so on. of the 
These disquisitions reminded Nekhlyudov et com- 
answer he Once got from a little boy whom he ? he had 
i rom school, Nekhlyudov asked him i 
“Yes I Can spell,” answered the boy. 19» 
“Well then, tel] me, how do you spell ‘leg’? he boy: 
“A dog's leg. op What kind of leg?” answered th 
with a sly look, what 
Just such answers in the form of questions aa his 
Nekhlyudoy found in the scientific books, in reply 
One fundamenta] inquiry, 
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_ There was much that was wise, learned, and interest- 
‘ng; but there was no answer on the chief point: “By- 
What right do some people punish others?” 

Not Only was this not answered, but all the arguments 
brought forward were employed to explain and vindi- 
Cate Punishment, the necessity of which was taken as 
an axiom, 

3 Nekhlyudoy read much, but only in snatches, and, put- 

ting down his failure to this superficial way of reading, 
hoped to find the answer later on. He would not allow 
himself to believe in the truth of the answer which be- 
&an, more and more often, to present itself to him. 


* XXXII * 


The 8ang of convicts among whom was Maslova was 
to start on the 5th of July, and Nekhlyudovy arranged to 
Start the same day. 
The day before, Nekhlyudov’s sister and her husband 
me to town to see him. , 
ekhlyudov’s sister, Natalia Ivanovna Ragozhinskaya, 
was ten years older than her brother. Nekhlyudov had 
8town up partly under her influence. She had been very 
fond of him when he was a boy, and later on, before her 
marriage, they grew very near to each other, as if they 
vere equals, she being a young woman of twenty-five, he 
2 lad of fifteen. At that time she was in love with his 
"end, Nikolenka Irtenyev, since dead. They both loved 
ikolenka, and loved in him and in themselves that 
Which is good, and which unites all men. a 
Since then they had both been depraved: he by mili- 
tary Service and a vicious life, she by marrying a man 
«qt She loved with a sensual love, and who not only 
did not care for the things that had once been so dear 
and holy to her and to her brother, but did not even 


ca 
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er owards 
understand the meaning of those arre ea once 
moral perfection and the service of mankin bition an 
constituted her life, and put them down to “explanation 
a wish to show off—that being the only € > 
rehensible to him. ortun 
Eo husband, a man without cai sheda 
but very adroit at his profession, by artfully q utilizing 
ing between liberalism and conservatism an urpose ê 
whichever of the two currents best suited his Pigh som 
the given time and occasion, and specially ro parative: 
quality which pleased women, had made 2 “broad when 
ly brilliant judicial career. While travelling 4 Nekhlyu 
he was no longer in his first youth, he ma bail Ww 
dov’s acquaintance and managed to make: Na rather 
was also no longer young, fall in love with pe 
against her mother’s wishes, who considered a 
with him to be a mé 
Nekhlyudov, thou : er- 
and though he fought against it, hated his broth 
law. him was 
Nekhlyudov’s strong antipathy towards lings 2” 
caused by the vulgarity of Ragozhinsky’s fee oneal t 
his self-assured narrowness, but arose chiefly ses er hus 
of Natalia, who in spite of the narrowness of tely, $ 
band’s nature was able to love him so passiona all thé 
selfishly, and so sensually, stifling for his sake 
800d there ha > ag the 
It always hurt Nekhlyudov to think of Natalia pald 
wife of that hai self-assured man with a oe o 
- He could not even master a feel ard 
their children, and when he 


kin' 
80ing to have a baby, he a wit 

of sorrow that she had once more been infecte ; 
Something bad by thi i 


salliance for her daughter. 


f, 
: imsel 
gh he tried to hide it from him?” g 
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and had taken the best rooms in the best hotel. Natalia 
at once went to her mother’s old house, but hearing from 
Agrafena Petrovna that her brother had left and was 
living in lodgings, she drove there. The dirty servant met 

er in the stuffy passage, dark but for a lamp which 
burnt there all day. He told her that the prince was out. 

Natalia asked to be shown into his rooms as she 
Wished to leave a note for him, and the man showed 
her up. 

Natalia carefully examined her prother’s two little 
rooms. She noticed in everything the love of cleanliness 
and order she knew so well in him, and was struck by 
the novel simplicity of the surroundings. On his writing- 
table she saw the paper-weight with the bronze dog on 
the top which she remembered; the tidy way in which 
his different portfolios and writing materials were placed 
on the table was also familiar, and so was the large 
crooked ivory paper-knife which marked the place in a 
French book by Tarde, which lay with other volumes 
On punishment and a book in English by Henry George. 

She sat down at the table and wrote a note asking 
him to be sure to come that same day, and, shaking her 
head in surprise at what she saw, she returned to her 
hotel, 

Two questions regarding her brother now interested 
Natalia: his marriage with Katyusha, which she had 
heard spoken about in their town—for everybody was 
Speaking about it—and his giving away the land to the 
Peasants, which was also known, and struck many äs 
an action of a political nature and dangerous. The mar- 
riage with Katyusha pleased her in a way. She admired 
that resoluteness which was so like him and herself, as 
they used to be in those happy times before, her mar- 
riage. And yet she was horrified when she thought of 

€r brother marrying such a dreadful woman. The latter 
Was the stronger feeling of the two, and she decided to 
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2 ing it, though 

use all her influence to prevent him from doing it, 

she knew how difficult this would be. to the 
The other matter, the giving up of the land 


ight 
: heigh 
Ragozhinsky said that such an action was ve possi 
of inconsistency, flightiness, and pride—the only pos: 


: to the 
“What sense Can there be in letting the land 


them- 
Peasants on Condition that they pay the rent to 
Selves?” he Said. “If he W. 


why not sell the land t 


* XXXII * 

As soon as Nekhlyudoy returned that evening OT 
his sister's note on the table, he set off to see her. talia 

ad not met since their mother’s death. He found Na 
alone; her husba Was Testing in the next room. pow 
Wore a tightly fitting blac silk dress, with a red e 
in front, and her b] air was crimped and arrang' 

on. 


f 
e0 
to appear young for the ae 
» Whose equal she was in years, were 


ur- 
; her brother she jumped up, and h d, 
ried towards him, her silk dress rustling. They kisse 
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and looked smilingly at each other. There passed be- 
tween them that mysterious exchange of looks, full of 
a meaning and truth which cannot be expressed in 
Words. Then came words which were less truthful. 
“You have grown stouter and younger,” he said, and 
PS puckered up with pleasure. 
nd you have grown thinner.” 
“Well, and how is your husband?” Nekhlyudov asked. 
“He is taking a rest; he did not sleep all night.” 
here was much to say—it was not said in words, 
but their iooks expressed what their words failed to say. 
“T have been to your lodgings.” , 
“Yes, I know. I moved because the house is too big 
r me. I was lonely there, and dull. I want nothing of 
all that is there, so that you had better take it all. The 
Urniture and things, I mean.” 
“Yes, Agrafena Petrovna told me. I went there. 
Thanks, very much. But—” i 
At this moment the hotel waiter brought in a silver 
tea-set, l 
While he set the table they were silent. Then Natalia 
sat down at the table and made the tea, still in silence. 
Nekhlyudoy also said nothing. 
At last Natalia began resolutely. 
“Well, Dmitry, I know all about it.” And she looked 
at him, 


her li 


‘What of that? I am glad you know.” : 

"How can you hope to reform her after the life she 
has leq?” she asked. i 

© sat quite straight on a small chair and listene 

attentively, trying to understand her and to answer 
rightly, The state of mind called forth in him by his 
last interview with Maslova still filled his soul with quiet 
Joy and good-will to all men. 


pi is not her but myself I wish to reform,” he re- 
Plied, 
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Natalia sighed. 


” 
“There are other ways than marriage to do that. 


a i into | 
“But I think it is the best. Besides, it leads me i | 
a world in which I can be of use.” 


“I cannot believe you will be happy,” said Natalia. 

“My happiness is not the point.” hap- 

“Of course; but if she has a heart she cannot be 
Py—cannot even wish it,” 

“She does not wish it.” 

a understand; but life—” 

“Yes—life?” 


“Demands Something different.” 
“It demands n 


othing but that we should do ye 
said Nekhlyudoy, looking into her face, still añ 
some, though slightly wrinkled round the eyes 
mouth, 


She said, and sighed. t, 
d she change so?” he we 
Natalia as she had been be o- 
towards her a tenderness W 
able memories of childhood. with 
hinsky entered the roo” ntly 
xpanded chest, stepping ue d 
manner, his spectacles, his 
Patch, and his black beard all glistening. ing an 

£ © How do you do?” he said, laying 
unnaturai stress on his 


an easy-chair, 
“Tam not interrupting your conversation?” ing 
“No, I do not Wish to hide what I am saying or d0 
from anyone.” 
As soon as Ne 
heard the patro 
left him in a mo 


and 
khlyudov saw the hairy hands, 


s 
a . knes 
nizing, self-assured tones, his mee 
ment, 
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“Yes, we were talking about his intentions,” said Na- 
talia. “Shall I give you a cup of tea?” she added, taking 
the tea-pot. 

“Thanks. What particular intentions are they?” 

“That of going to Siberia with the gang of prisoners 
among whom is the woman I consider myself to have 
wronged,” uttered Nekhlyudov. 

“I hear, not only to accompany her, but more than 
that.” 

“Yes, to marry her if she wishes it.” . 

“Indeed! But if you do not mind would you explain 
your motives? I do not understand them.” . 

“My motives are that this woman ... that this wom- 
an’s first step on her way to degradation...” Nekh- 
lyudov got angry with himself for being unable to find 
the right expression. “My motives are that I am the 
Builty one, and she gets the punishment.” ; 

“If she is being punished, she, too, cannot be inno- 
cent.” 

“She is entirely innocent.” ; 

And Nekhlyudov related the whole incident with un- 
necessary warmth. 

“Yes, that was a case of carelessness on the part of 
the President, resulting in a thoughtless answer on the 
Part of the jury. But there is the Senate for cases like 
that.” 

“The Senate has rejected the appeal.” 

“Well, if the Senate has rejected it, there cannot have 
een sufficient reasons for appealing,” said Ragozhin- 
Sky, evidently sharing the prevailing opinion that truth 
's the product of judicial decisions. “The Senate cannot 
enter into the merits of the case. If there is a real mis- 
take, the Emperor should be petitioned.” xe 

“That has been done, but. there is no probability of 
Success. They will apply to the Department of the Min- 
istry, the Department will consult the Senate, the Senate 
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will repeat its d 
get punished.” 
“In the first Place, th 
Won’t consult the Sena 
condescending smile; “it 


ill 
: nt wil 
ecision, and, as usual, the innoce 


inistr 
e Department of the Ministry 


i 
nvinced of the contrary,” said raad 
ov, with a feeling of ill-will towards his brother-in con- 
“I am fully convinced that the greater part of those 
innocent,” 


the litera] s 
cent as this woman i 


aS a peasant I 

e never committed; as 
on the point 
by the owner 


. no- 
ense of the word. Just as en 
S of poisoning anyone; as nure 

come to know is of the m now 
a mother and son who are itte 
ondemned for arson comm 
i use that was set on fire. s 
“Wel » Of Course, there always have been and neh 
will be judicia] errors, Human institutions canno 
perfect,” icted 
“And be ides, there are a great many people poate 
who are innoce "8 anything considered wr 
es they ha © grown up in,” that 
ing ve Me, that ig not so; every thief KOA i it 
stealing is wr & and that We should not steal—t self- 
ae oe eh Ragozhinsky, with The; gitet, lly ir- 
: > S Ightly con empt i ich specia 
ritated Nekhlyudoy POUS sigilo cis i t 
“ 0; he does W it; they say to him, aaa 
Steal,’ and he know at the master of the factory st rn- 
his labour by keeping down his wages; that the ene 


no 
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ment, through all its Officials, robs him continually by 
taxation,” 

“Why, this is anarchism,” Ragozhinsky said, quietly 
defining his brother-in-law’s words. 

“I can't say what it is; I only say what happens,” 
Nekhlyudoy continued. “He knows that the government 
robs him, he knows that we landed proprietors have 
robbed him long since, robbed him of the land which 
Should be the common property of all; and then, if from 
the lang Stolen from him he picks up some twigs and 
branches to light his fire with, we put him in jail and 
try to persuade him that he is a thief. Of course he 
knows that not he but those who robbed him of the land 


are the thieves, and that to obtain any restitution of 
What has been stolen from him is a duty towards his 
family,” 


“I don’t understand, or if I do I cannot agree. The 
land must be Somebody’s property. If you, divided it— 
“gan Ragozhinsky quietly, convinced that Nekhlyudov 
Was a Socialist, and that socialism demands that all the 
land Should be divided equally, that such a division 
would be very foolish, and that he could easily prove 
> If you divided it equally today, tomorrow it would 
again be in the hands of the most industrious and 


re pe One is thinking of dividing the land equally. The 
thing wUSt not be anybody’s property; must not be a 
INg to be bought and sold or rented.” 
the The Tights of property are inborn in man; without 
the ] ere would be no incentive to the cultivation of 
into nd. Destroy the rights of property and we lapse 
tiven, barism.” Ragozhinsky uttered this authorita- 
OWner, Peating the usual argument in favour of private 
On Pa 'P of land, supposed to be irrefutable, and based 
Proy : assumption that people’s desire to possess land 
°S their Tight to possess it. 
270 
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i ody’s 
“On the contrary, only When the land is a ae 
ill it cease to lie idle, as it does now es 
property wi i unable themselves 
landlords, like dogs in the manger, + who are able. 
to put it to use, will not let those use it w paar sheer 
“But Dmitry Ivanovich, what you are saying TA our 
madness. Is it possible to abolish property in land z teli 
age? I know it is your old hobby. But allow me voice 
you frankly,” and Ragozhinsky grew pale and his ie 
trembled: it was evident that this question to sider 
him very nearly—] should advise you to oe oe 
this question well before attempting to solve it P 
cally.” 
“Are you speaking of my personal affairs?” ircum- 
“Yes. I hold that we who are placed in special eon 
stances must bear the responsibilities which appear 
such circumstances, must uphold the conditions in red- 
we were born, which we have inherited from our P 
ecessors, and which we ought to pass on to 


descendants.” 
“T consider it my duty—” Heer the 
“Excuse me,” said Ragozhinsky, not permitting pil- 
interruption. “I am not Speaking for myself or my earn 
dren. The position of my children is assured: chil- 
enough for us to live comfortably, and I expect MY n” 
dren will live so t 


to think it well 


005? 
“Please allow me to settle my affairs, and to ch 


; kh 
what to read and what not to read, myself,” said Na 
lyudov, turning pale Feeling his hands grow COM? nd 
that he was no longer master of himself, he stoppe® 
began drinking his tea. 
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* XXXII * 


“Well, and how are the children?” Nekhlyudov asked 
his sister when he was calmer. 

His sister told him that the children had remained 
with their grandmother. And very glad that the dispute 
with her husband had come to an end she went on to 
tell him how her children played that they were travell- 
Ing, exactly as he used to do with his two dolls, one of 
ee a Negro and another which he called the French 

y. 

“Do you really remember it all?” said Nekhlyudov, 
Smiling. 

“Yes; and just fancy, they play in the very same way.” 

The unpleasant conversation had been brought to an 
end and Natalia was quieter, but she did not care to talk 
in her husband’s presence of what could be comprehen- 
Sible only to her brother, so, wishing to start a general 
Conversation, she began talking about the sorrow of 
ae mother at losing her only son, who had fall- 
no in a duel; for this Petersburg topic of the day had 
OW reached Moscow. 
things Pinsky expressed disapproval at the state of 

ri 8s that excluded murder in a duel from the ordinary 

„minal offences. 

'S remark evoked a rejoinder from Nekhlyudov, and 
W dispute arose on the subject. Nothing was fully 
a ained, neither of the antagonists expressed all he 
Conder his mind, each keeping to his conviction, which 

€mned the otber. 

despieoshinsky felt that Nekhlyudov condemned him and 
iisa his activity, and he wished to show him the 

Nekki of his opinions. 
brot er lyudov, on the other hand, felt provoked by his 
lanq k law's interference in his dealings with the 

nowing in his heart of hearts that his sister, her 


a ne 
exp] 
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Š . unds 
husband, and their children, as his heirs, had a 
for objecting), and was indignant that this ae 
minded man persisted with calm assurance in r 8 


“What could the law do?” he asked. : to the 
“It could sentence one of the two duellists 

mines like an ordinary murderer.” } 
Nekhlyudov’s hands grew cold again. otly: 
‘Well, and what good Would that be?” he asked h 
“It would be just.” 


» said Nekh- 
“As if justice were the aim of the law,” said 
lyudovy. 


“What else is?” 


in my 

“The upholding of class interests! The law, “exist 
Opinion, is only an instrument for upholding the = 

ing order of things to the advantage of our ate with 
“This is a Perfectly new view,” said Ragozhinsky 


have 4 
a quiet smile; “the law is generally supposed to 
totally different aim.” 


“Yes, so it has in the 
found out, The 1 


s 
ecute 
State of things, and therefore it persecutes and ex 

those who Stand ab 


raise it—the so-call 


imi 
those who are below the average, the so-called cr 
types.” 


sider below the average.” 


ve 

r aboy; 

“But I happen to know men who are mory e in— 
their judges; all the Sectarians are moral, 
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But Ragozhinsky, a man not accustomed to be inter- 
Tupted when he spoke, did not listen to NeKhlyudov, but 
Went on taiking at the same time, thereby irritating him 
Still more. 

“Nor can I admit that the object of the law is the 
upholding of the present state of things. The law aims 
at reforming—” 

“A nice ind of reform, in a prison!” Nekhlyudov 
put in. . 

“Or removing,” Ragozhinsky went on persistently, 
“the perverted and brutalized persons who threaten so- 
ciety,” 

“That’s just what it doesn’t do. Society has not the 
Means of doing either the one thing or the other. ; 

“How is that? I don’t understand,” said Ragozhinsky, 
With a forced smile. P 

“T mean that there are only two reasonable kinds of 
Punishment existing, those used in the old days: cor- 
Poral punishment and capital punishment, which, as cus- 
gee grow more humane, both fall more and more into 

isuse,” said Nekhl dov. 
f “In eed, this is aie new and very strange to hear 
rom your lips.” 

es, it ie Tea to hurt a man so that he should 
not do in future what he is hurt for doing, and it is also 
quite reasonable to cut a man’s head off when he is in- 
‘us or dangerous to society. These punishments vee 
An intelligible meaning. But where is the sense of lock- 
i UP in a prison a man perverted by want of occupa- 
ion and by bad example; to place him in a position 
Phere he is provided for, where idleness is imposed on 

m, an Where he is in company with the most per- 
verted of men? Where is the sense of taking a man at 
Public Cost (it comes to more than five hundred rubles 
her head from the Tula to the Irkutsk Gubernia, or from 
Ski» 


jurioy 
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i jour- 

“Yes, but all the same, people are afraid of a 
neys at public cost, and if it were not for such j niet 
and ‘the prisons you and I would not be sitting 

e are.” sees 
w “The prisons cannot ensure our safety, Bee 
people do not stay there for ever, but are set fre e 
On the contrary, in these establishments a thè 
brought to the greatest vice and degradation, so 
danger is increased,” id’ be 

“You mean to Say that penitentiary system shou 
improved?” 


Š cost 
“It cannot be improved. Improved prisons would 


; a- 
more than all that is now spent on the people’s ene” 
tion, and would lay a still heavier burden on the eae in 

“But the shortcomings of the penitentiary sys eon: 

i law itself,” Ragozhinsky 
heeding his brother-in-law. , » said 

‘There is no remedy for these shortcomings, 
Nekhlyudov, raising his voice, certain 
“What then? Are we to kill them off? Or, as a out?” 

statesman proposed, start putting people’s eyes 
Ragozhinsky remarked, ive. 
“Yes, thet would be cruel, but it would be effecti 
What is done now isc 
so stupid that 


as criminal law.” 
“But I happen to 
growing pale. 


i R ehen- 
“That is your business, But to me it is incompr 
sible.” 


“I think there are q 


; insky» 
take part in it,” said Ragozhi 


en- 
800d many things incompren 
sible to you,” said Ragozhinsky, with a trembling tmost 
“I have seen how one Public prosecutor did DE nave 
to get an unfortunate boy condemned who cou ind. J 
evoked nothing but Sympathy in an unperverted m 
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know how another cross-examined a sectarian, and man- 
aged to make a criminal offence out of the reading of the 
Gospels: in fact, the whole business of the Law Courts 
Consists in senseless and cruel actions of that sort.” 


_“Tshould not serve if I thought so,” said Ragozhinsky, 
rising, 


Nekhlyudoy 
€T-in-law’s spe 
they Teally w 


noticed a peculiar glitter under his broth- 
Ctacles. “Can it be tears?” he thought. And 
ere tears of injured pride. Ragozhinsky, 


Boing to the window, got out his handkerchief, and, 
pushing, began to rub his spectacles, and having taken 

em off, Wiped his eyes also. 

When he returned to the sofa he lit a cigar, and did 
Not speak any more, 

Nekhlyudo 


v felt pained and ashamed at having of- 
other-in-law and his sister to such a degree, 
he was going away the next day, and 


fendeq his br 
®SPécially as 
Shoulg not see them again 


“Al Parted with them in confusion, and drove home. 
Swer it on Said may be true—anyhow he did not an- 
I must 1 at it was not said in the right way. How little 
feeling Roe changed if I can be so carried away by ill- 


talia gq», |° Offend him and hurt and wound poor Na- 
SO,” he thought, 


* XXXIV * 


The 
to lea gang of convicts 


e 
See the Ba Oscow by rail 
ers Nek n 


among whom was Maslova was 
at 3 p.m.; therefore in order to 
§ start and 80 to the station with the prison- 
"clock, Yudov meant to reach the prison before twelve 
the nj 

his papo Ebt before, as he was packing up and sorting 
es here ang Came upon his diary and read some pas- 
Stersbyr there. The last one written before he left 
8 ran thus: “Katyusha does not wish to ac- 
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cept my sacrifice; she wishes to make a sacrifice mor 
She has conquered, and so have I. She makes me ABRY 
by the inner change which seems to me, though I fear = 
believe it, to be going on in her. I fear to believe it, ma 
she seems to be coming back to life.” Then, farther p 
he read: “I have lived through something very hard ie 
very, joyful. I learnt that she has behaved very badly ai 
the hospital, and I suddenly felt great pain. I Ie 
thought that it could be so painful. I spoke to her E 
loathing and hatred; then suddenly I called to mind oo 
many times I have been, and even still am, though p 
in thought, guilty of the thing I hated her for; and ap 
diately I became disgusting to myself, and I pitied pe 
and felt happy again. If only we could manage to ~id 
the beam in our own eye in time, how kind we ae 
be.” Having read this, he wrote: “I have been to SES 5 
talia, and self-satisfaction again made me unkind Te 
spiteful, and a heavy feeling remains. Well, it cannot ‘a 
helped. Tomorrow a new life begins. A final goodbye 
the old! Many new impressions have accumulated, bu 
cannot yet bring them to unity.” i: 
When he awoke next morning, Nekhlyudov’s first 


? 5 , lf and his 
ing was regret about the affair between himse 
brother-in-law, 


“I cannot go away like that,” 
and make it up with them.” had 

But when he looked at his watch he saw that he jate 
no time to go, but must hurry so as not to be ae 
for the departure of the gang. He hastily got everyt 4 
ready, sent the things to the station with a servant er 
with Taras, Fedosia’s husband, who was also BO VE 
and then took the first izvozchik he could find and dr 


off to the prison. e the 
The convicts’ train started only two hours yeno pil 
so Nekhlyudov paid hi 


train by which he was going, 
at the lodgings and left for good. 


o 
he thought. “I must 8 


426 


It was July, and the weather was unbearably hot. From 
iha Stones, the walls, and the iron of the roofs, which 
the Suey night had not cooled, the heat streamed into 
.- Motionless air, When at rare intervals a slight breeze 
id rise, it brought but a whiff of foul, hot air, filled with 
einai Smelling of oil-paint. 
gee were few people in the streets, and those who 
‘ede. tried to keep on the shady side. Only the sun- 
sh Peasants with their bronzed faces and with bast 
es on their feet, who were mending the road, sat in 
e sun, hammering the stones into the burning sand; 
While the morose policemen, in their holland blouses 
with revolvers attached by orange cords, stood melan- 
i oly and depressed in the middle of the road, shifting 
rom foot to foot; and, with ringing bells, the tramcars 
ie Passing up and down the sunny road, the horses 
Wearing holland hoods with slits for their ears. 
hen Nekhlyudoy drove up to the prison the gang 
ad not yet left the yard. The strenuous work of deliver- 
ng and receiving the convicts, that had commenced at 
am., was still going on. The gang was to consist of 
=x hundred and twenty-three men and sixty-four wom- 
en. They had all to be counted, received according to 
the registry list, the sick and the weak sorted out, and 
all delivered to the convoy. The new inspector with two 
assistants, the doctor and medical assistant, the officer 
the convoy and the clerk, were sitting in the prison- 
Yard in the shade of a wall at a table, covered with writ- 
M8-materials and papers, They called the prisoners one 


ti examined and questioned them, and took notes. 
“ rays of the sun had gradually reached the table, 


and ; 4 : , 

stinn Was growing very hot and oppressive from the 

Oners oof the air and the breath of the crowd of pris: 
lose 5 


er: 
te Sc 


00d Hegy F v 
“laimeg t avens, will this never come to an end!” ex- 
Convoy officer, a tall, fat, red-faced man 


127 


uffing 

i igh shoulders and short arms, who kept pP . He 
ke of his cigarette into his thick n e: 
inhaled a big mouthful of smoke. “You a E many 
From where have you got them all? Are 
more?” , 

The clerk looked it up on the list. pesides 

“There are twenty-four men prisoners more 
the women.” -i shouted 

“What are you standing there for? Come se T yet 
the convoy officer to the prisoners who v one be- 
passed the inspection, and who stood crowded there 
hind another. The prisoners had been snanih glare 
more than three hours packed in rows in the fu 
of the sun, waiting their turn. , d outside 

While this was going on in the prison-yar sod there 
the gate (besides the sentry with a rifle, who ona t 
as usual) about twenty carts were drawn up to rs them 
luggage of the prisoners and such of the prisone or st00 
selves as were too weak to walk, and at the ey pris 
a group of relatives and friends waiting to see rds if 4 
oners as they came out, to exchange a few WO things 
chance presented itself, and to give them a few 

Nekhlyudov took his place in the group. 


ing 
Janki”. 
He had stood there about an hour when the © es 
of chains, the nois 


= yoic 
€ of footsteps, authoritative 
the sound of coug 


arge 
hing, and the low murmur of @ 
crowd, became audible. nich 
This continued for 


i wW 
about five minutes, during 


t last 
several warders 


went in and out of the gateway. 
the word of com 

The gates ope: 5 
; (0) 
ing of the chains became louder, and the cony Tame 
diers, dressed j i 


ca 
@, 
; Jarg 
took their places in dently 2 
exact circle in front of the gate. This was het 
usual, much-practised manoeuvre. Then ano 


tter” 
J- 
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mand was given, and the convicts began coming out in 
Couples, with flat, pancake-shaped caps on their shaven 
heads and sacks over their shoulders, dragging their 
Chained legs and swinging one arm while the other sup- 
Ported the sack. 

First came the men condemned to hard labour, all 
dressed alike in grey trousers and cloaks with marks on 
the back. All of them—ycung and old, thin and fat, pale, 
red, and dark, bearded and beardless, Russians, Tatars, 
Jews—came out clanking their chains and swinging their 
arms briskly as if prepared to go a long distance, but 
Stopped after having taken ten steps, and obediently 
took their places behind each other, four abreast. Then 
Immediately more shaved men streamed out, dressed in 
the same manner, with no chains on their legs, but fast- 
ened to one another by handcuffs. These were con- 
demned to exile. They came out as briskly and stopped 
as suddenly, taking their places four in a row. Then 
Came those exiled by their communes. 

Then, in the same order, came the women; first those 
Condemned to hard labour, with grey cloaks and ker- 
chiefs; then the exiled women and those following their 
husbands of their own free will, dressed in their own 
town or village clothing. Some of the women were car- 
Tying babies wrapped in the fronts of their grey 
Cloaks, i 

With the women came the children, boys and girls, 
Who, like colts in a herd of horses, pressed in among — 
the prisoners. : 

The men took’ their places silently only coughing 
now and th aking short remarks. 

The women kei iiho intermission. Nekhlyudov 
thought he saw Maslova among them as they were com- 
ing out, but she was at once lost in a large crowd, and 
he could only see grey creatures—seemingly devoid o 
all that was human or at any rate of all that was woman- 
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ly—with sacks on their backs and children round them, 
i eir places behind the men. a 
oS all the prisoners had been counted inl 
prison walls, the convoy counted them again, compa al 
the numbers with the list. This took very long, espec a 
ly as some of the prisoners moved and çhanged places, 
which confused the convoy’s calculation. das 
The convoy soldiers shouted at and pushed the i. 
oners (who complied, though angrily), and counted ned 
Over again. When all were counted the convoy offic 


‘ 5 wd. 
gave a command, and a commotion arose in the cro 
The weak men and w 


each other, towards the c 
bags on them and climbin 
bies, merry children scra 
jected prisone 

Several of 
up to the con 
found out lat 


ck 
S, who quickly drew his shaved head ba 
between his sh 


oulders as if afraid of a blow and sprang 
back, 


last helped him, pulling h 
When all the sacks w 


who 
cre in the carts and those W ff 
were allowed to get on 


k 
were seated, the officer too. 
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his cap, wiped his forehead, his bald head and fat red 
neck, and crossed himself. 

‘March!” he commanded. 

The soldiers’ rifles rattled, the prisoners took off their 
Caps and crossed themselves, those who were seeing 
them off shouted something, the prisoners shouted some- 
thing back, among the women there was great agitation; 
and the gang, surrounded by the soldiers in their blouses, 
moved forward, raising the dust with their chained feet. 

€ soldiers went in front; then came the convicts con- 

€mned to hard labour, clattering their chains; then the 
exiled and those banished by their communes, chained 
couples by their wrists; then the women. After them, 
On the carts loaded with sacks, came the weak ones. 
High up on one of the carts sat a woman closely wrapped 
UP who kept shrieking and sobbing. 


* XXXV * 


The procession was such a long one that the carts 
With the baggage and the weak prisoners started only 
When those in front were already out of sight. When the 
last of the carts started, Nekhlyudov got into the trap 
that stood waiting for him and told the izvozchik to 
Overtake the prisoners in front, so that he could see if 

© knew any of the men in the gang, and also try to 
find Maslova among the women, and ask her if she had 
Teceived the things he sent her. 

t was very hot. There was no wind, and a cloud of 
dust raised by a thousand tramping feet hung all the 

ime over the gang that was moving down the middle of 
© Street. The prisoners were walking quickly, and the 

: Ow-going izvozchik horse was some pee in ae 
em up. They passed row upon row of those stran 

and terrible-looking renane, none of whom Nekhlyu- 

OV knew 
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; sand 

On they went, all dressed alike, moving a De to 
feet all shod alike, and swinging their free he hy they 
keep up their spirits. There were so many oO d in such 
all looked so much alike, and were all place to’ Nekh- 
strange unusual conditions, that they seemed Siar a 
lyudov to be not men but some sort of pec when he 
terrible creatures. This impression passed only Fyodo- 
recognized in the crowd of convicts the maree aunt 
rov, and among the exiles Okhotin, the wit, an ‘Almost 
tramp who had appealed to him for sags An ae 
all the prisoners turned and looked at TE ap odoroY 
passing them and at the’ gentleman inside. 4 recog 
tossed his head backwards as a sign that he ha f them 
nized Nekhlyudov, Okhotin winked, but neither 0 
bowed, thinking it not permitted. 

Catching up th 
nized Maslova. S 
the row was a short- 


F oma 
row was a young, beautiful oloak 
who was walking along briskly, dressed in a short ©! 


ne 
ery? 
Bnized Nekhlyudov (whom evelY” zo 
n the prison knew) 
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his Cap and, stopping in front of him, said: “Not now, 
Sir; wait till we get to the railway station: here it is not 
allowed. Don’t lag behind there, march!” he shouted to 
the Convicts, and putting on a brisk air he ran back to 
his place at a trot, in spite of the heat and the elegant 
new boots on his feet. 

__ Nekhlyudov went on to the pavement, and telling the 
l2vozchik to drive behind walked on so as to keep the 
Party in sight. Wherever the gang passed, it attracted 
attention mixed with horror and compassion. Those who 
drove past leant out of the vehicles and followed the 
Prisoners with their eyes. Those on foot stopped and 
looked with fear and surprise at the terrible sight. Some 
Came and gave alms to the prisoners, these being re- 
ceived by the convoy. Some followed the gang as if 
hypnotized; then stopped, shook their heads, and fol- 
lowed the prisoners only with their eyes. Everywhere 
people came out of the gates and doors and called others 
to come out too, or leant out of the windows looking, 
silent and immovable, at the frightful procession. At a 
cross-road a fine carriage was stopped by the procession. 
A fat shiny-faced coachman, with two rows of buttons 
on his back, sat on the box; a married couple sat facing 
the horses—-the wife a pale thin woman in a light-col- 
Cured bonnet and with a bright sunshade in her hand, 
and the husband in a top hat and well-cut, light-coloured 
dust-coat. On the seat in front sat their children—a well- 
dressed little girl with loose fair hair, and as fresh as a 
flower, also holding a bright parasol, and an eight-year- 
old boy with a long, thin neck and sharp collar-bones, 
Wearing a sailor hat with long ribbons. 

, The father angrily scolded the coachman for not pass- 
'ng in front of the gang when he had the chance, and the 
Mother frowned and half-closed her eyes with a look of 
disgust, shielding herself from the dust and the sun with 

© silk sunshade which she held close to her face. 
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P e- 

The fat coachman frowned angrily at the ae 
bukes of his master—who had himself given put ae 
drive along that street—and with difficulty he os aÑ 
glossy black horses, lathering under their harn 

retting to go on. he 
Ths Polena wished with all his soul to en fate 
owner of the fine equipage by stopping the gang, y ah pë 
that the grim solemnity of the procession must ye his 
broken even for so rich a gentleman. He only rais aii 
fingers to his Cap to show his respect for menes, ae 
looked severely at the Prisoners as if promising ait 
case to protect the Owners of the carriage from am 
So the carriage had to wait till the whole of the pr = 
sion had passed, and Could only move on when the 


: d by: 
of the carts laden with sacks and prisoners rattle 
The hysterical wom 


sinh so 
who had grown calm, again began shrieking on ae 
bing when she saw the elegant carriage, Then ne teers 
man touched the reins Slightly, and the black > 


i] 


m- 
lar-bones, were going to amuse the 
Selves. 
Neither the father n 
oy any explanation o 


children had themsely 
curious sight. 


-3 and 
Or the mother gave the ein 
f what they had seen, sa of this 
es to find out the meaning 


But the boy with the long, thin neck, who had looked 
at the procession of prisoners without taking his eyes 
off them, solved the question differently. For he knew, 
firmly and without any doubt, having it straight from 
God, that these people were just the same kind of peo- 
ple as he was, and like all other people, and that therefore 
Someone had done these people a wrong, something that 
Ought not to have been done; and he was sorry for them 
and felt dread both at those who were shaved and 
Chained and at those who had shaved and chained them. 
And so the boy’s lips pouted more and more, and he 
made greater and greater efforts not to cry, thinking it 
a shame to cry about such a matter. 


* XXXVI * 


_Nekhlyudov kept up with the quick pace of the con- 
yicts. Though lightly clothed he felt dreadfully hot, and 
lt was difficult to breathe in the stifling, motionless, 

urning air filled with dust. ; 

hen he had walked about a quarter of a mile he 
78ain got into the trap, but it felt still hotter in the mid- 
dle of the street. He tried to recall last night’s conversa- 
tion with his brother-in-law, but the recollections no 
nger excited him as they had done in the morning. 
€y were overcome by the impressions made by the 
arting of the gang and its march, and especially by 
€ intolerable heat. 
i n the pavement, in the shade of some trees overhang- 
ne a fence, he saw two schoolboys standing over a kneel- 
he vender of ices. One of the boys was already sucking a 
in Spoon and enjoying his ice, the other was waiting 
Ora glass that was being filled with something yellowish. 
ere could I get something to drink here?” Nekh- 
asked his izvozchik, feeling an insurmountable 
or some refreshment. 


St 


lyudoy 
lesire f 
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1” . ik an- 
“There is a good Place close by,” the izyozchik 0 
swered, and, turning a corner, drove up to a door 
a large signboard. fn 
The plump barman in his shirt-sleeves who stood 


£ ie -white 
hind the counter, and the waiters in their once-W 
clothing who sat at 
customers), look 


H 
d of his wish to see him and Natalia. „ 
“I shall hardly b 


r cools 
d say: 


it 
to compose a letter, 


avy 
i y dear Natalia, —] Cannot go away with the g has 
p ression that Yesterday’s talk with your hosan : 
left,” he began. ... “What next? Ask him to fore it, 


ter 

ides, his inte 
aking it back. Besides, his » and 
atters.... No, I cannot de that 
rising in his heart towards. hed 
man who was so forei i 


ga! 


eem” 
& out hot air, the pavement "get! j 
d Nekhlyudov felt a burning 
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tion in his hand when he touched the lacquered mud- 

guard of the trap. 

. The horse was jogging along at a weary trot, striking 

the uneven, dusty road monotonously with its hoofs; the 

izvozchik kept falling into a doze. Nekhlyudov sat with- 

i thinking of anything, gazing indifferently before 
Im. 

In front of the gates of a big house, where the road 
Sloped to the gutter, a group of people had collected and ' 
Convoy soldier stood by. 

Nekhlyudoy stopped the driver. “What has hap- 
Pened?” he inquired of a porter. 

“Something is the matter with a convict.” 

Nekhlyudoy got down and approached the group. On 

e rough stones of the gutter, with his head lower 
than his feet, lay a broad-shouldered, elderly convict, 
With req beard and flat nose, and very red in the face. 

© had on a grey cloak and grey trousers, and lay on 
his back with the palms of his freckled hands down- 
Wards, his bloodshot eyes fixed on the sky; and at long 
p êrvals his broad, high chest heaved, and he groaned. 
Y him stood a cross-looking policeman, a pedlar, a 
Postman, a clerk, an old woman with a parasol, and a 
short-haired boy with an empty basket. 

_ ley are weak. They get weak sitting locked up in 
Prison, and then they are taken through the most broil- 
ng heat,” said the clerk, addressing Nekhlyudov, who 

aq just come up. l 
Probably he’ll die,” said the old woman with the 
Parasol, in a doleful tone. 

'S collar should be loosened,” said the postman. 
clu © policeman began, with his thick, trembling fingers, 
th sily to untie the tapes that fastened the shirt round 
: » Sinewy neck. He was evidently excited and 


re 
c 
riis d, but still thought it necessary to address the 


Crowg 
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: h 
“What have you collected here for? It is hot enoug 
without your keeping the air off.” d 
ey Hoa have been examined by a oe 
the weak ones left behind, He has been sent sage awl: 
dead than alive,” Said the clerk, showing off his kn 
edge of the law. shirt, 
The policeman, having undone the tapes of the 
rose and looked round. A is it? 
“Move on, I tell you, It is not your business, i Ne- 
What’s there to Stare at?” he said, and turned to face 
khlyudov for Sympathy, but not finding any in his 
he turned to the convoy soldier, trod- 
But the soldier stood aside examining the down the 
den heel of his boot, and was quite indifferent to 
policeman’s perplexity, +. right tO 
“Those whose business it is don’t care.... Is it me bu 
do men to death like this? ||, A convict is a convie ; 
still he is a man,” Voices were heard saying in the cro 


isa » said 
“Raise his head higher ang give him some water,” $ 
Nekhlyudoy, 


z he 
en he ca ear and saw the dying convict ite 
made a sign of “PProval with his head as if he had bi is 
tr pected it, and turning to the policeman said, “Ho 

159” : rs 
The Policeman Teporteq that as a gang of prison 
was passing, one of the convicts had fallen dov nind: 
the convoy officer had ordered him to þe left be 
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“Well, that’s all right. He must be taken to the police 
Station. Call an izvozchik.” 

“A porter has gone for one,” said the policeman, with 
his fingers to his cap. 

The shopman began saying something about the heat, 

“IS: it your business, eh? Move on,” said the police- 
Officer, and looked so severely at him that the clerk 
Was silenced. 

“He ought to have a little water,” said Nekhlyudov. 

The police-officer looked severely at Nekhlyudov also, 

ut said nothing. When the porter brought a mug full 
Of water, the officer told the policeman to offer some 
to the convict. The policeman raised the drooping head 
and tried to pour a little water into the mouth, but the 
Prisoner could not swallow it and it ran down his beard, 
Wetting his jacket and his coarse, dirty, linen shirt. 

“Pour it on his head,” ordered the officer; and the 
Policeman took off the pancake-shaped cap, and poured 
the water over the red curls and the bald part of the 
Prisoner’s head. ; 

Tis eyes opened wide as if in fear, but his position re- 
Mained unchanged. 

Streams of dirt trickled down his dusty face, but the 
Mouth continued to gasp in the same regular way and 
his Whole body shook. 

“Look here! Take this one,” said the police-officer, 
Pointing to Nekhlyudov’s izvozchik, “You there, 
drive up!” 

pr am engaged,” said the izvozchik dismally, and 
Without looking up. y 
is my izvozchik; but take him. I will pay you, 
added Nekhlyudoy, turning to the izvozchik. 
an Well, what are you waiting for?” shouted the officer. 

Catch hold,” 
lift e policeman, the porter, and the convoy soldier 
ed the dying man and carried him to the trap, and 
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i head 
th on the seat th t sit ; his 
pu im on . Bu e could not si up; 


ided off the 
fell back and the whole of his body glided 
seat. 


im down,” ordered the officer. ; olice 
m npe your honour; I'll get him to a Pying 
ion like this,” said the policeman, getting o strong 
he on the seat, and clasping his 
he body under the arms. feet in theif 
The convoy soldier lifted the stockingless fe 


vict’s Pancake-shaped 
the wet, drooping hea 


continually Sliding q f 
Swung from side to side, 


side of 
The convoy Soldier, who Was walking by the 
the trap, kept 


dov 
a hlyu 
Putting the legs in position. Nek 
followed the trap, 


* XXXVII * 
The tra 


e 
P Passeg 
entrance, 


at pr 
the fireman who stood sentry © sn 
drove into t 


zn Al 
z jon 
e yard of the police stat 

Of the doors, 


d 
ucke 
In the yarq Several firemen with their sleeves ialking 

hing some kind of cart and 
loudly, 

When the 
it, and seizi 
arms, lifteq 
weight, 


ded 

roun” se 
trap Stopped, Several policemen sur’ th 
ng the lifeles b 


e 
e uf e 
S body of the convict b er th 
it out of the trap which creaked 
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The policeman who had brought the body got down, 
Shook his numbed arm, took off his cap, and crossed 
self. The body was carried through the door and up 
the stairs, Nekhlyudov followed. Four beds stood in the 
Small, dirty room to which the body was taken. On two 
of them sat a couple of sick men in dressing-gowns, one 
_ With a crooked mouth and bandaged neck, the other a 
consumptive, Two of the beds were empty; the convict 
was laid on one of them. A little man with glistening 
eyes anq continually moving brows, with only his under- 
clothes and stockings on, came up with quick, soft 
steps, looked at the convict and then at Nekhlyudov, 
and burst into loud laughter. This was a madman who 
was being kept in the police hospital. 
€y wish to frighten me, but no,. they won’t suc- 
ceed,” he said. 
e Policemen who carried the corpse were followed 
Y à police-officer and a medical assistant. 
the p medical assistant came up to the body and lifted 
wee reckled hand which, though still soft, was deadly 
are and had already grown cold. He held it for a mo- 
ent and then let it drop. It fell lifelessly on the dead 
4n's stomach, 
dina done for,” said the medical assistant, but, evi- 
Shirt Y to be quite in order, he undid the wet, unbleached 
onyj and tossing back his curly hair put his ear to the 
Allene a yellowish, broad, immovable chest. All were 
his pa © Medical assistant raised himself again, shook 
then A » and touched with his fingers first one lid and 
«p, © Other over the open, fixed blue eyes. 
kept me frightened, I’m not frightened,” = meina 
assistant ine Spitting in the direction of the me 
*” asked the police-officer. 
Welly replied the medial assistant, “he must be put 
mortuary,” 
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P I. 

“Be careful! Are you sure?” said the open 

“It’s time I should know,” said the Seen oW- 
drawing the shirt over the chest of the corp him have 
ever, I will send for Matvei Ivanovich and let ssistant 
a look. Petrov, call him,” and the medical a 

ed away from the body. : cer: 

wake him to the MEEDIA" said the police-offi 
“And then 


con? he 
n, 
you must come into the office and sig 
added to th 


convict 
e convoy soldier who had not left the 
for a moment. 


“Yes, sir,” said the soldier. 
The poli 


: š own 
cemen lifted the body and carried a 
again. Nekhlyudoy wished to follow but the m if 
kept him back. -oarette, 
“You are not in the conspiracy, so give mea aoe gave 
he said, Nekhlyudoy got out his cigarette case a 
him one, the time 
The madman, quickly moving his brows all thought 
began relating how they tormented him by 


they are all a 


r 
d t0 
gainst me, and torment an 
hrough their 


mediums.” : Jisten” 
> Said Nekhlyudov, and witho io p 
ing any further he left the room and went out put. 
yard, wishing to see where the body would be crossed 
The policemen with their burden had already exhly” 
e entering the door of a cellar. e-0 
80 up to them, but the polic 
stopped him, 
“What do y 
“Nothing.” 
“Nothing? Then go,” 
Nekhlyudoy obe: 
who w 


ou want?” 


‘Ks 
z A ozch! 
yed, and returned to his izV ack 


] 

d e 
as dozing. He woke him and they drov 
towards the railway station, 


met 
e 
They had not gone a hundred yards before they 
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: ith a rifle. On 
a cart accompanied by a convoy pedals already 
the cart lay another convict, who "pe cart, his shaven 
dead. The Convict lay on his back in dca had slid over 
head (from which the pancake-shape neue) shaking and 
the black-bearded face down to the 


walked by the si 


his izvoz- 
liceman followed on foot. Nekhlyudov touched 
Chik’s shoulder, 


” sai i zchik, 
ust look what they are doing!” said the izvo 
Stopping his horse. 

Nekhly 
Passeq th 


i washing 
Station. By this time the firemen had finished 
the Cart, and 


UD ang down b 


igade captain 
lame on one of his forefeet, and the fire briga p 
Was a 


e-offiì t i ein an- 
e Polic officer was also s anding there. Se g 
Other r 


Pse he went up to the convoy Aa, aie iis 
h ere did you pick him up?” he sai ; 

*ad disap rovingly, iiion, 

„0 E t ae answered the To 

wA Prisoner” asked the fire brigade captain. 

“Yes, It’s th econd today.” . 

“Ww i face Say they make some queer en a 
ones hough Of course it’s a broiling ig pats 
me Of the fire brigade; then, turning ta = 
Who Was fading the lame Stallion, he shoute E — 
ry Put him in € corner stall. And as to you, y 

e 


Yo You how to Cripple horses worth more than 
warg; You Scoundrel 
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the 
The dead man was taken from the oe DY aai 
policemen just in the same way as the first khlyudoY 
and carried upstairs into the hospital. Ne 
followed them as if he were hypnotized. — 
“What do you want?” asked one of the aa where 
But Nekhlyudoy did not answer, and followe 


ting on 4 
the body was being carried. The madman, Saokhiyndot 
bed, was greedily smoking the cigarette Ne oa 
had given him. 


hen 

“Ah, you’ve come back,” he said, and laughed. hes am 
he y he made a face, and said: ia ee to 
Sick of it. I am not a boy, am I, eh?” and he tur 
Nekhlyudov with a questioning smile. ose face 

Nekhlyudoy was looking at the dead man, wh visible. 
Which had been hidden by his cap, was now as t 
This convict was as handsome in face and body of life. 
other was ugly. He was a man in the full Bloor i 
Notwithstanding the disfigurement from half of 


t mous 
the nose above the thin, black ady 
tache. There was 


n this man, while the fine bones 


is 

all P! 

ackled feet, the strong muscles of tiful 

well-proportioneq limbs, showed what a b p 
strong, agile huma; 


a 
a 

n animal he had been. Mer th 

n far more perfect of his kin ptain e 

t the laming of which the ca o 

aS so angry, was 

€n done to death; and not only as ever 

mas a human being, no one W 


animal he had bee 
bay stallion abou 
the fire brigade w 

Yet he had be 
one sorry for hi 
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ae ae so fine a working animal had perished. The 
oe evinced was one of annoyance at the bother 
with by the necessity of getting this body, threatened 
putrefaction, out of the way. 
esd doctor and his assistant entered the hospital, 
doo ned by the inspector of the police station. The 
coat, a was a thickset man, dressed in a pongee silk 
his = nd trousers of the same material closely fitting 
with =i thighs. The inspector was a little fat fellow, 
tedder red face as round as a ball, which he. made still 
cheeks and rounder by a habit he had of filling his 
döctor with air and slowly letting it out again. The 
lifted ig down on the bed by the side of the dead man, 
done e hands in the same way as his assistant had 
Sane his ear to the heart, and rose, pulling his 
users straight. 
ea not be more dead,” he said. 
let it Pie aig filled his mouth with air and slowly 

“Wh again. 
soldier prison is he from?” he asked the convoy 
fae Soldier told him, and reminded him of the chains 

“Pn dead man’s feet. . 

e toe them taken off; we have got a smith about, 
filleg his be thanked,” said the inspector, and having 
lettin cheeks again he went towards the door slowly 

te ne the air. 
doctor” has this happened?’ Nekhlyudov asked the 

Th 

“ Teren looked at him through his spectacles. 

o meanma happened? Why they die of sunstroke, 
Without ey his is why. They sit all through the winter 
ly taken n roisg and without light, and they are sudden- 
mare in ap into the sunshine of a day like this: they 

sults, crowd so that they get no air, and sunstroke 


» 
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“Then why are they sent out?” them. 
“Oh, as to that, go and ask those who send 


man with the crooked mouth and bandaged ae fin- 
Meanwhile the madman sat on a bed, and, f the 
ished his ci 


* XXXVII * 


rs 
isone" 
When Nekhlyudoy arrived at the station the pri ý 


: ed 
were all seated in railway carriages with er stood 
dows, Some people, who had come to see them 0%» = the 
on the platf 


ach 
orm, but were not allowed to appro 
Carriages, 


he way 
The Convoy was mue 
from the 


h troubled that day. vo wekhly™ 
Prison to the Station, besides the two nd die 
dov had Seen, three other prisoners had fallen con ee 
of sunstroke, One was taken to the nearest pO rai : 
tion like the first two, and the others died at ine eae 
* The convoy men were not troubled in thei" 
five men who might have been alive died while m com 
charge. This diq not trouble them, but they we e iv 
oke i 
* In Moscow, about 1880, five convicts died of Suhe Nish 
One day on their Way from the Butyrskaya prison to 
Novgorod Railway Station—yp. n d 
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par ot anything that the law required in such cases 
Bi li omitted. To convey the bodies to the places 
tke tae to deliver up their papers and belongings, to 
Coden off the list of those to be conveyed to Nizhni 
on such T g was very troublesome, especially 
Mi png this that occupied the convoy men, and until it 
askas accomplished Nekhlyudov and the others who 
to the or permission to do so were not allowed to go up 
Koy s carriages, Nekhlyudov, however, tipped the con- 
geant an and was soon allowed to go up. The ser- 
and get ekti yndoy pass, but asked him to be quick 
ticed hi is talk over before the officer in charge no- 
except a There were eighteen carriages in all, and, 
Prisoner ne for the officials, they were all quite full of 
to hata As Nekhlyudov passed the carriages he listened 
was hea hie going on in them. In all the carriages 
füzea wit the clanking of chains and the sound of bustle 
about th ith loud cursing, but not a word was being said 
Sacks aia fellow-prisoners. The talk was all about 
ookin ting water, and the choice of seats. 
two aon into one of the carriages, Nekhlyudov saw 
Of the ed soldiers taking the manacles off the hands 
One eae The prisoners held out their arms, and 
and took vA pi unlocked the manacles with a key 
Passin em off, and the other collected them. 
to the ee all the men’s carriages Nekhlyudov came up 
w omae s. From the second of these he heard 
O Gog S groans: “Oh, oh, oh! O God! Oh, oh! 
Ne 
dow ap Yudov passed this carriage and went up to a win- 
to in, oe carriage, which a soldier had pointed 
the ho air hen he put his face near the window he felt 
Coming out heavy with the smell of human perspiration, 
SE Women’s Of it, and heard distinctly the shrill sound 
voices, 
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their attention, Those 
towards him. Maslova, i 


smiling Fedosia 
Nekhlyudoy, sh 
window, 
Maslova rose 
black hair, and 


bars. 
up to the window ang took hole of one of the 
she said with a glad smile. 


hlyu- 
ing more you want?” asked ore 

T came out of the hot carriage a . 
an oven, 


“I want nothing, 


ey put some in, but it is all 
“I will 

Shall not s 
gorod.” 


did 
+ e 
“Why, are yoy Coming?” said Maslova, as if sh 


not know it, ang looked joyfully at Nekhlyudov. 
“Iam coming by the next train.” 


one.” we 
Envoy men directly. 


iznni NOV- 
till we get to Nizhni 


. on! 
©, Sir, that twelve convicts have been d 
death?” said a severe-looki 


eep 
ng old prisoner with a d 
voice like a man’s, 
It was Korablyoya, » said 
“I did not hear of twelve; I have seen two, 
Nekhlyudoy, 
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“They Say there are twelve they've killed. And will 
nothing be done to them? To think of it! The devils!” 

“And have none of the women fallen ill?” Nekhlyudov 
asked. 

“Women are stronger,” said another of the prisoners 
—a short little woman—and laughed; “only there’s one 
that has taken it into her head to be delivered, There 
She goes,” she said, pointing to the next carriage, 
whence proceeded the groans. 

“You ask if we want anything,” said Maslova, trying 
to keep the smile of joy from her lips; “could not this 
Woman be left behind, suffering as she is? There now, if 
you would tell the authorities—” 

“Yes, I will.” 

“And one thing more; could she not see her husband— 
Taras?” she added, pointing with her eyes to the smiling 
Fedosia. “He is going with you, is he not?” 

“Sir, you must not talk,” said a convoy sergeant. 

He was not the one who had let Nekhlyudov pass. 

Nekhlyudov left the carriage and went in search of 
the convoy officer to whom he might speak about the 
woman in travail and about Taras, but could neither 
find him, nor for a long time get an answer from any of 
the Convoy. They were all in a bustle; some were leading 
prisoner somewhere or other, others running to get 
themselves provisions, some were placing their things 
in the carriages or attending on a lady who was accom- 
Panying the convoy officer, and they answered Nekhlyu- 
dov’s questions unwillingly. 

Nekhlyudov found the convoy officer only after the 
Second bell had been rung. a 

The short-armed officer was wiping with his stumpy 
hand the moustache that covered his mouth, and, shrug- 
Sing his shoulders, was reproving a corporal for some- 


Ing or other. 
“What is it you want?” he asked Nekhlyudov. 
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is bei ed, 50 
“You’ve got a woman there who is being confined, 
I thought it would be—” ; ards 
“Well, let her be confined; we'll see to it =e his 
and briskly Swinging his short arms he ran up 
Carriage, 


i istle in 
At this moment the guard passed with a wh 


Carriage in which with 4 
others at the window and looked at Nekhlyudov 
pathetic smile, 


* XXXIX * 


train, 
There were still] two hours before the passenger d 
by which Nekh 


He ha 
lyudov was going, would start. a 
thought of usin is i 


na ain; 
8 this interval to see his sister ag ited 
after the i i 


first- 


A waiter in a dress-¢ 
woke him, 
“Please, Sir, 


9 A lady 
are you not Prince Nekhlyudov? 
is looking for you.” 


d 
g ic han 
oat with a napkin in his 


recol- 
Nekhlyudoy started up, and, rubbing his eyes, iñ 
lected where he was and all that had happened 
morning. 
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is Saw in imagination the procession of prisoners, 
wina ead bodies, the railway carriages with barred 
was aand women locked up in them, one of whom 
ann hig assistance though tortured in travail, while 
Dars er was pathetically smiling at him through the 
u reality before his eyes was very different: a table 
Arise candlesticks and crockery, and agile waiters 
es round it; and, at the end of the room, a cup- 
and hs an array of bottles, and bowls of fruit, a barman, 
Wh e backs of passengers standing at the bar. 
lectin eer had risen, and sat gradually col- 
tom 1s thoughts, he noticed that everybody in the 
in the i Inquisitively looking at something occurring 
People Oorway. He also looked, and saw a procession of 
was w carrying a chair on which sat a lady whose head 
thonen a in some kind of airy fabric. Nekhlyudov 
chair; he knew the footman who was supporting the 
p in front, and the man behind, with gold cord on his 
with br a familiar door-keeper. An elegant lady’s maid 
Some y ringe and an apron, who was carrying a parcel, 
Was w mibrellas, and something in a round leather case, 
gin aie behind the chair, Then came Prince Korcha- 
travelli his thick lips and apoplectic neck, and with a 
isha ng cap on his head; behind him Missy, her cousin 
necked pa an acquaintance of Nekhlyudov’s—the long- 
apple a 'plomatist, Osten, with his protruding Adam S 
was oe his unvarying merry mood and expression. He 
ingly oe something very emphatically, though jok- 
hi en the smiling Missy. The doctor was walking be- 
> angrily puffing at a cigarette. 
the cit Orchagins were moving from their estate near 
Noy Y to an estate of the Princess’s sister on the Nizhni 
S0rod railway. 
anq = Procession—the men carrying the chair, the maid, 
a Octor—vanished into the ladies’ waiting-room, 
+ 
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evoking a feelin 


i he on- 
& of curiosity and respect in t 
lookers. But the 


itting dow? 
old Prince remained, and, ey an 
at the table, called the waiter and ordere 


nt- 
5 ; reshme 

drink. Missy and Osten also remained in the ref 
room, and were a 


acquaintance in 
Natalia Ragozhi 
Natalia came 


r, 
merely nodded to her eras onc 
Y; but having kissed her, she 
turned to him, 


she said. q oste™ 
Nekhlyudoy Tose to greet Missy, Misha, an im of @ 
and to say a few words to them. Missy told on thelr 
fire at their country house, which necessitate story 
Moving to her aunt’s, Osten began relating a funny ; 
about a fire, to pe 
_Nekhlyudoy paid no attention, and turned 
sister, 
“How glad I am that you have come.” «agrafen4 
q have been here a long time,” she said. “Ag 
etroy 


a 
rafen 
And she pointed to A8 on 


‘ nnet ; 
» IN a waterproof and with a bo! with 
her head, Stood some i 


na is with me,” 


trude, 
“We looked for you eyer i r 
i ywhere, n y 
And I had fallen asleep here. How glad I “a lettet 
liave come,” repeateq Nekhlyudoy, “I had begun 9” 
0 you.” $ 
« 29 5 
Really?” she said, looking frightened. “what A ate 
Missy anq the &entleme > : 
conversation Was 


ral a l 
n, noticing that ar en 

about to commence betwe jste" 
brother and sister, went 


is si 
away. Nekhlyudov and hi 
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sat down by the window on a velvet-covered sofa, on 
Which lay a rug, a box, and a few other things. 

‘After I left you yesterday, I felt inclined to return 
and express my regret, but I did not know how your 
husband would take it,” said Nekhlyudov. “I spoke 
hastily to him, and it troubled me.” 

P I knew, I was sure, that you did not mean it,” said 
his sister, “Oh, you know!” and the tears came to her 
eyes, and she touched his hand. 
tea Sentence was not clear, but he understood it per- 

Y, and was touched by what it expressed. Her words 
Meant that, besides the love for her husband which held 
elite Sway, she prized and considered important the 
ae S. e had for him, her brother, and that every misun- 

"standing between them caused her deep suffering. 

ss raiik you, thank you. Oh! what I have seen today!” 
vict ad, suddenly recalling the second of the dead con- 

«> “Two prisoners have been killed.” 

“Killed? How?” 

Sten killed. They led them out in this heat, and two 
< Of sunstroke,” 

«impossible! What, today? Just now?” 

“B r Just now. I have seen the corpses.” 

eppo VAY killed? Who killed them?” asked Natalia. 
Nekhiy o Who forced them to go killed them,” said 
this Yudoy with irritation, feeling that she looked at 

«o > With her husband’s eyes. 
to he Said Agrafena Petrovna, who had come up 
done We have not the slightest idea of what is being 
known » those unfortunate beings. But it ought to be 
Bin, yp. 2dded Nekhlyudov, and looked at old Korcha- 
bott] w Sitting with a napkin tied round his neck and a 
t efore him, turned round to Nekhlyudov just 


ae and 
“Nekhlyudov,” he called out, “won't you Se eg Waite 
take some refreshment? It is a good thing befo 
journey.” 
Nekhlyudov declined and turned away. ntinued. 
“But what are you going to do?” Natalia co m. 
“What I can. I don’t know, but I feel I must do 
thing. And I shall do what I can.” >” ghe con 
“Yes, I understand. And how about them? 


n “JS 
in. 
tinued with a smile and a look towards Korchag 
it possible that it is al] over?” 


either 
“Completely, and I think without any regrets on 
side.” 


How” 
“It is a pity, and I am sorry. I am fond of Pa ee 
it is so, why do you wish to bi goi 2 

She added shyly, “Why are you 


sert 
e I must,” answered Nekhlyudow, con 
ously and dryly, as if wishing to put a stop to 

versation, 


ot 
«why 2 
But at once he felt ashamed of his coldness. “WhY iso 


a 
> vna 
am thinking, and let Agrafena Petro nt, 


erva 
© thought, with a look at the old sef¥?', 
whose pres 


his sister e 
« 


Jl, 
9 we 
Cu mean my intention to marry Katyusha efuses 
you see, I made y my mind to do it, but $ s1 
definitely and fir 


always did whe 


n » and shall she is, an 
to lighten her all be where t 


te as j A ed f 
li al natia, Ae piii oot thi 
tioning look and shook her nee jadi? 
me procession reappeared from 
me handsome footman (Philip) 


room. The sa 
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door-keeper were carrying the Princess Korchagina. She 
Stopped the men who were carrying her and motioned 
Nekhlyudoy to approach, and with a pitiful, languishing 
air extended her white, ringed hand, anticipating and 
fearing the firm pressure of his hand. 

“Epouvantable!” she said, meaning the heat. “I can- 
Not stand it! Ce climat me tue!” And, after a short talk 
about the horrors of the Russian climate, and inviting 
Nekhlyudoy to visit them, she gave the men a sign to 
80 on. 

“Be sure and come to see us,” she added, turning her 
long face towards Nekhlyudov as she was borne away. 

e procession with the Princess turned to the right 
towards the first-class carriages. Nekhlyudov with the 
Porter who was carrying his things, and Taras with his 
Sack, turned to the left. te 

, this is my companion,” said Nekhlyudov to his sister, 
Pointing to Taras, whose story he had told her before. 

“Surely not third class?” said Natalia, when Nekhlyu- 
aay Stopped in front of a third-class carriage and Taras 
‘nd the porter with the things got in. 


& 


“on ®© I prefer it. I am going with Taras,” he said. 


= thing more,” he added; “up to now I have not 
iy the Kuzminskoye land to the peasants; so that in 
Seo 


f my death your children will inherit it.’ 
cy, try, don’t!” said Natalia. , i 
else „O Bive it away, all I can say is that everyt = 
if | quill be theirs, as it is not likely I shall marry; an 
“Da marry I shall have no children, so that— 
lyuq mitry, don’t talk like that!” said Natalia. But Nekh- 
ey Noticed that she was glad to hear him say it. 
Stood €T up, by the side of a first-class carriage, there 
Which ,ETOUP of people still looking at the carriage into 
of h the Princess Korchagina had been carried. Most 
Com „Passengers were already seated. Some of the late 
Si hurriedly clattered along the boards of the plat- 
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á as- 

form; the guards were closing the doors and asking P 
sengers to get in and others to come out. rriage, but at 

Nekhlyudov entered the hot, smelly = Hirai at the 
once stepped out again on to the small pla k 

the carriage. nea 

poa in her a bonnet and cape ago was 
the carriage by the side of Agrafena Petrovna, 
evidently trying to find something to say. hey always 

She could not even say “ecrivez,” because t A those 
used to laugh at this word, habitually used Y atters 
about to part. The conversation about MONY Sio an 
had in a moment destroyed the tender brot They felt 
sisterly feelings that had filled their hearts. e train 
estranged, so that Natalia was glad when head with 
moved and she could only say, nodding her 


mitry: 
a sad and tender look, “Good-bye, good-bye, Pough 
But as soon as the carriage had passed her s 
of how she should r 


ersa 
epeat to her husband the oni and 
tion with her brother, and her face became ser 
troubled. the kind 
Nekhlyudov, too, though he had nothing Da ng r K 
est feelings for his sister, and had hidden we her, a” 
her, now felt depressed and uncomfortable wit ha nce 
was glad to part. He felt that the Natalia who her place 
been so near to him no longer existed, and in ie, nairy 
was only the slave of a Strange, unpleasant, = ecu 
man. He saw it clearly when her face lit up “rticula 
liar animation as he spoke of what would pa the 
interest her husband—the giving up of the lan 
peasants and the 


inheritance, 
And this made him sad. 


* XL * hich nae 
The heat in the large third-class carriage, W so ann 
been standing in the burning sun all day, was the litt 
that Nekhlyudov did not go in but stayed on 
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Platform behind. But there was not a breath of fresh air 
there either, and Nekhlyudov breathed freely only when 
the train had passed the buildings and a draught blew 
across the platform. 

“Yes, killed,” he said, repeating to himself the words 
he had used to his sister. And ir his imagination, in the 
midst of all other impressions, there arose with wonder- 
ul Clearness the beautiful face of the second dead con- 
Vict, with the smile on the lips, the severe expression of 
aa and the small, firm ear below the shaven, bluish 

ull, 


“And what seems terrible,” he thought, “is that while 
€ has been murdered, no one knows who murdered him. 
ct he has been murdered. He was led out by Maslen- 

nikov’s Orders like all the rest of the prisoners. Maslen- 
Toy probably gave the usual order, signing with his 
Supt flourish a paper with a printed heading, and most 
ertainly did not consider himself guilty. Still less will 
for, Prison doctor who examined the convicts. He per- 
med his duty accurately, and separated the weak. 
t a Could he foresee this terrible heat, or the fact that 
Y Would start so late in the day and in such crowds? 
into Prison inspector? But the inspector has only carried 
numpa cution the order that on a given day a certain 
to ped of exiles and convicts—men and women—were 
for eg off The convoy officer cannot be guilty either, 
Sons aeusiness was to receive a certain number of per- 
aà certain place and to deliver up the same num- 
not aa Conducted them in the usual manner, and could 
Would pore that two such strong men as those I saw 
Suilty © unable to stand it, and would die. No one is 
People and yet the men have been murdered by these 
“All thi © are not guilty of their death. 
that is Comes,” thought Nekhlyudoy, “from the fact 
Officers these people—governors, inspectors, police- 
? and policemen—consider that there are circum- 
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Spector, and the co 
nor, inspector, Offi 


id they 
© expressed Pity. But not only did be- 


Y Of the office they themselves Allec, Sye 
considered the Obligations of that office to be 
uman relations, That i 


i i Once we 
XCeptional ca 
n 


: h eas 
we may not commit with 
of guilt.” 


&, Tagged cloud, A st ap 
f A Pidly coming up from the west, fallin’ 
in the distance heavy, driving rain was already £ 
on the fields ang Cds. Moisture, coming m was 
ir. Now and then the clo ringled 
tning, and peals of thunder ii; i 
Olten with the rattling of the a ropi 
nearer an nearer, m eslan one, T A 
e win a 
Nekhlyudov’s Coat, Stepping zot ance side Of ed 
Carriage Platform, a inhaling the fresh moist air pee? 
with the sme] of corn ang wet earth that had we n 
waiting for rain, he stood looking at the gardens, thé 
Woods, the yellow TYe-fields, the green oat-fields, 
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dark green Strips of potatoes in bloom, that glided past. 
Everything looked varnished: the green turned greener, 
the yellow yellower, the black blacker. 

._ More! more!” said Nekhlyudov, gladdened by the 
‘ght of gardens and fields revived by the beneficent 
Shower, 

The heavy shower did not last long. Part of the cloud 
came down in rain, part passed over, and soon the last 
pee drops were falling straight to the moist earth. The 
es reappeared, everything began to glisten, and in the 
fast—not very high above the horizon—appeared a 
bright rainbow broken only at one end, the violet tint 

emg very distinct. 
him. © What was I thinking about?” Nekhlyudov asked 

aisel When all these changes in nature were over, and 

ç train ran into a cutting with high, sloping sides. 

c ! I was thinking that all those people: inspector, 

Bs men—all those in the service—are for the 
oe Part kind people, cruel only because they serve.” 
him recalled Maslennikov’s indifference when he told 
Severi What was being done in the prison, the a s 
ing E » and the cruelty of the convoy officer in re a 
aye aces on the carts to those who asked for them, an 
in t 28 No attention to the fact that there was a woman 
inv, Vail in the train. All these people were evidently 

ulnerable by and impermeable to the simplest feelings 
cials tpeassion Only because they held offices. As offi- 
ity S 4 are as impermeable to the feelings of human- 
thouphy "IS paved earth is impermeable to the rain, 
Cuttin Nekhlyudov, as he looked at the sides of the 
Which +,22Ved with stones of different colours, down 
‘he Water was running in streams instead of soak- 
With sp, Pe earth. “Perhaps it is necessary to pave slopes 
Vepetation but it is sad to look at earth deprived of 
Or tr es Pa When it might be yielding corn, grass, bushes, 

ike those on the top of this cutting. 
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Vv. 
» khlyudo 
“And it is the same with men,” thought — ne 
“Perhaps these governors, inspectors, Pail of the 
needed; but it is terrible to see men der 


e 
for on 
chief human attribute: love and sympathy 
another.” 


eans 
al problem Were set to wag 
our time—Christian, exces feel- 
e most horrible crimes a ily 
ing guilty, Only one Solution could be devised: 
80 On doin i 


men; that th 
a kind of p 
allows men 


++hou 
with 
any One of them — Uy today 
these conditions the terrible acts Į witness 
would be impossible in i 
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Such Circumstances. We may deal with things without 
Ove—we cut down trees, make bricks, hammer iron 
Without love—but we cannot deal with men without ik, 
Just as one cannot deal with bees without being careful, 
One deals carelessly with bees one will injure them 
ured oneself. And so with men. It cannot 
because mutual love is the fundamental 
another life. It is true that a man Cannot force 
er to love him as he can force him to work for 

S not follow that one may deal with men 
Specially if one demands or expects any- 
y em. If you feel no love, sit still,” Nekhlyu- 
self wae ‘occupy yourself with things, with your- 
s anything you like, only not with men. Just 
only eat without injuring yourself when you 
l “nery, SO you can Only usefully and without injury 
men when you love. Only let yourself deal 
rother-in- without love, as I did yesterday with my 
rutality “law, and there are no limits to the cruelty and 
a ion will show to Others, as I witnessed today, 

as all my “| to the suffering you will bring on yourself, 
dov; «it is ° Proves, Yes, yes, it is so,” thought Nekhlyu- 
a se yes, it is true,” he repeated, enjoying the 
ing attaineg , Pe torturing heat, and conscious of hav- 
long o ties t € fullest clearness on a question that had 

Pled him, 


ing from ther 


b 


N * XLI + 
he s : 
was aipe in which Nekhlyudov had taken his place 
n men, fact with people, There were servants, work- 
A ives Me hands, butchers, Jews, shopmen, work- 
lo one with i Soldier, two ladies (a young one, and an 
Okin racelets on her bare arms), and a severe- 
dan with a cockade in his black cap. The 
"8 their places was long over, and all 
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t- 
š cking and ea 
these people were sitting quietly; TERE talking. 4 
ing sunflower seeds, some smoking, looking ven 
Taras sat to the right of the pes carrying 
happy, keeping a place for Nekhlyudov cular man p, a 
an animated conversation with a pe was, as Ne p 
cloth coat who sat opposite him, and who oing to a ne : 
lyudov afterwards found out, a gardener Propped in rd 
Place. Before reaching Taras, WelshiyadoY a white bea 
gangway near a patriarchal old man wil ith a pki 
and a nankeen coat, who was talking heer cracki 
woman in peasant dress, Next to the ee ven-yeal™ 
sunflower seeds incessantly, sat a little, s 


rchie 
ith a ke 
girl dressed in a new peasant costume wit aga 
over her very fair hair, 

The old man turn 


s hlyuc™ 
ed round, and, seeing = for him 
irts of his coat to make ean 

and said in a friendly man 


gathered up the sk 

on the shiny seat, 
“Please, here’s q seat.” eat. A 
Nekhlyudoy thanked him and took the s inter 

as he was Seated, the woman continued the pet 

conversation, told how per 
She was returning to her village, and eceived 

husband, whom she had been visiting, had T 

in town, 


“I was there 


s s007 
rupt? 


py 5 ie 
wW, J 

during Shrovetide, and = d W 
Lorg’s help, I’ve been again,” she said. “Then, 
ing, at Christmas TIl go again.” 


kb 

at ne e 

“That’s right,” Said the old man with a laok ig H 
lyudov, “it’s the best way to go and eging 

a young man can easily go to the bad, of 

town.” onsen? 41 

“Oh no, sir, mine is not such a man. No n ae 

any kind ab 


The little girl, who sat cracking her seeds and spitting 
Out the husks, listened to her mother’s words and, as if 
to confirm them, looked up with calm, intelligent eyes 
into the faces of Nekhlyudov and the old man. 

“Well, if he’s so wise that’s better still,” said the old 
Man. “None of that sort of thing?” he added, with a 
look towards a couple, evidently factory hands, who sat 
at the other side of the carriage. , 

The husband, with his head thrown back, was pouring 
vodka down his throat out of a bottle, and the wife, hold- 
mg a bag out of which they had taken the bottle, sat 
Watching him intently. 

‘No, mine neither drinks nor smokes,” said the woman 
whe Was conversing with the old man, glad of the oppor- 
tunity of Praising her husband once more. “No, sir, the 
earth holds few like him.” And, turning to Nekhlyudov, 
5 wedded, “That’s the sort of man he is.” ; 

h hat could be better?” said the old man, looking at 
factory worker, ‘ 

eo man had had his drink and had passed the bottle 

his wife, She laughed, shook her head, and also raised 


the bottle to her lips. Noticing Nekhlyudov and the old 
New looking at them, the factory worker addressed 
wehlyudoy: 


We wont ÍS it, sir? Because we are drinking? Ah, how 

ayer no one sees, but everyone sees how we drink. 
anq © earned it, andI am drinking and treating my wife, 
that’s that.” 


say.» Yes,” said Nekhlyudov, not knowing what to 
with ees Sir, My wife is a steady woman. I am wee br 
What ,Y Wife, because she can feel for me. Is it right 
Mies Saying, Mavra?” Peer 
the wi re you are, take it, I don’t want any more,” Sai 
lawin i returning the bottle to him. “And what are you 
Slike that for?” she added. 
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sud- 
“There now! She’s good—that good; and then Siis 
denly she’ll begin squeaking like a wheel that 
greasing. Mavra, is it right what Pm saying? 


3 ipsy 
Mavra laughed, and moved her hand with a UP 
gesture. 


must 
” said 
put 


-- Is it right what I’m saying? You 
a drop! What’s to be done: 


n 
ployment for the young ones, P nome 


re, 
It’s all Tight, sir: sit , the sack he ly 
said the garderen it down, we'll put ; rien 


a 
; e R 
ht fit, but no matter since “weigh 


t 

o the window ge 

“ en 

inden room; besides, One can standa bit, o quar 
e seat. We're qu: No nee 

rel,” he said i © quite comfortable. 


5 ess: 
eaming with friendliness and kind” allt 


to sa could not “to 
unless he haq had Sith cold helped hr 

Words, and then he could er - kep; 
Y» when he was sober Tara per? 
e had been drinking, which haP 
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rarely and only on special occasions, he became very 
Pleasantly talkative. Then he spoke a great deal, spoke 
Well and very simply and truthfully, and especially with 
8reat kindness, which shone in his gentle blue eyes and 
in the friendly smile that never left his lips. 
. He was in such a state today. Nekhlyudov’s approach 
interrupted the conversation; but when he had put the 
ag in its place, Taras sat down again, and with his 
Strong hands folded in his lap, and looking straight into 
t © gardener's face, he continued his story. He was tell- 
INg his new acquaintance about his wife, giving all the 
details: what she was being sent to Siberia for, and why 
© was now following her. : 

Nekhlyudov had never heard a detailed account of this 
affair, so he listened with interest. When he came up, 
the story had reached the point when the attempt to 
Poison was already an accomplished fact, and the family 

ad discovered that it was Fedosia’s doing. , 

‘It’s about my troubles that I’m talking,” said Taras, 
addressing Nekhlyudov with cordial friendliness. “I have 
chanced to come across such a hearty man and we've 
i seh conversation, and I’m telling him all.” 

See,” said Nekhlyudov. F 
“Well then, in e way, my friend, the business be- 
comes known. Mother, she takes the cake. ‘I'm going, 
Says she, ‘to the police-officer.’ My father is a just old 
man, ‘Wait, wife,’ says he, ‘that woman is a mere 
child, and did not herself know what she was doing. We 
ust have pity. She may come to her senses.’ But, dear 
me, mother would not hear of it. ‘While we keep her 

ere’ she says, ‘she may make away with us all like 
oreroaches.” Well, friend, so she goes off for the pollre- 
officer, He bounces in upon us at once. Calls for wit- 
nesses,” 


“Well, and you?” asked the gardener. ay: 
Well, I, you see, friend, roll about with the pain in 
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-ned inside 
my stomach, and spew. All my in’ards aré E pe an 
out; I can’t even speak. Well, so father re ‘cart, an 
harnesses the mare, and puts Fedosia into t istrate’s: 
is off to the police station and then to the m = fhe first, 
And she, you know, just as she had done ee oe s 
So also there, confesses all to the magistrate— ke. ‘Why 
got the arsenic, and how she kneaded the seas he’s 
did you do it? says he. ‘Why?’ says she. ‘Bet 1? That's 
hateful to me. I prefer Siberia to a life with him. 
me,” and Taras smiled. 


—the 
“Well, so she confessed all. Then, naturally: 


pris- 
on, and father com 


vest 


har 
€s back home alone. geet a 
time just coming on, and mother the only hat We 
home, and she no | 


d 

to 

get her out,’ says he. He agreed ent 
for three, Well 


apes 
- AS soon as he had written ap a a 
drawled out Taras, just as if he were speaking tt 


; w 

ence. I was up by that time and 

fetch her myself, ei = ao! 
“Well, friend, so 1 80 to town, put up the m e 

the paper and 80 to the prison, ‘What do y° ife ner 

‘This is What want, 


An 
un. 

i was already past noon by the § well 
Official comes Out. ‘Are you Biryukov?’ ‘I oe in n 
take her, The gates Opened, and they led her our pe 
Own clothes, quite all right, ‘Well, come alone ag 
have not come on foot? ‘No, I came with the } 
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I went and paid the ostler and harnessed the mare, put 
in all the hay that was left, and covered it with sacking 
for her to sit on. She got in and wrapped her shawl 
round her, and off we drove. She says nothing, and I 
Say nothing. Just as we were coming to-the house she 
Says, ‘And how’s mother; is she alive?’ “Yes, she’s alive.’ 
‘And father; is he alive? ‘Yes, he is.’ ‘Forgive me, Taras,’ 
She says, ‘for my folly. I did not know myself what I 
Was doing.’ So I say, ‘Words won’t mend matters. I have 
forgiven you long ago.’ She said no more. We got home, 
and she just fell at mother’s feet. Mother says, ‘The 
Lord will forgive you.’ And father said, ‘How d’you do?" 
and ‘What’s past is past. Live as best you çan. Now, 
Says he, ‘is not the time for all that; there’s the harvest 
to be gathered in,’ he says. ‘Down on the manured acres, 
Y the Lord’s help, the ground has borne such rye that 
the sickle can’t tackle it. It’s all tangled and heavy, and 
has sunk beneath its weight; it must be reaped, You 
and Taras had better go and see to it tomorrow.’ Well, 
friend, from that moment she took to the work and 
Worked so that everyone wondered. At that time we 
ented three desyatins, and by God’s help we had a 
ponderful crop both of oats and rye. I mow, and she 
'Nds the sheaves, and sometimes we both of us reap. 
still good at work and not afraid of it, but she’s better 
ill at whatever she takes up. She’s a smart woman, 
zang and full of life; and as to work, friend, she'd 
epee that eager that I had to stop her. We get home, 
z r finge: d she, instead of 
shea rushes off to the barn to make binds for the 
ta Ves Next day. Such a change!” 

ell, and had she grown kinder to you?” 

eener, 
soy tets certain. She clung to me as if we aere n 
angr hatever I think, she understands. Even mother, 
Y as she was, could not help saying: ‘It’s as if our 


TS swollen, our arms aching, an 


asked the 
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's quite a different 
Fedosia had been transformed: she's ro ae sheaves 
woman now!’ We were once going to oan and I ar 
with two carts. She and I were in the dosia? and she 
‘How could you think of doing that, Fe caer ald jio! 
says, “How could I think of it? It was this die than I 
wish to live with you. I thought I’d rather ‘Now you 5 
with you! I say, ‘And now? and she says, fully, shook 
in my heart! ” Taras stopped, and smiled T e harves 

his head as if surprised. “Hardly had we go ot home” — 
home, I went to soak the hemp, and when ine was : 
he stopped and Paused for a moment— had forgotte 

summons: she must 80 to be tried. And we ’ 


ied for.” jd 

all about the matter that she was to be wee “on 
“It can only be the evil one,” said the gar 2 
any man of himsel 


sing soul? 
f think of destroying a living SU" 40 
had a fellow once”. 


n the train slackened. > said. 

are coming to a station,” he 

80 and have a drink.” 

i he conversation sto 
the gardener out of 
of the station 


«pll 


d 
llowe 
pped, and oe aan patton 
the carriage on to the we 


* XLII * 
Before Nekhl 


ever! 
elegant e 


ees 
ae 
wet 
TK, 
hen he stepped out on the i jar 
m, he saw a group of peop consPl y 
carriage, among whom wee 6 sa 
ous a stout lady, wearing a waterproof, W gmap 
’ and a tall thin-legged young ™” ro 


on the whole of the group, from the fat lady down to 
tase achman who stood holding up his long coat, there 
disit, stamp of wealth and quiet self-assurance. An in- 
Song o Ad Servile crowd rapidly gathered found his 
thin P—the station-master in his red cap, a gendarme, a 
ef ee lady in a Russian costume, with beads round 
gobs eck (who, all through the summer, made a point of 
seni the trains come in), a telegraph clerk, and pas- 
ree men and women. 
Yoi the young man with the dog Nekhlyudov recognized 
WG te Korchagin, the gymnasium student. The fat lady 
Were e Princess’s sister, to whose estate the Korchagins 
and Shion moving. The chief guard, with his gold cord 
riage iny top-boots, opened the door of the railway car- 
ili and stood holding it as a sign of deference, while 
out pand a porter with a white apron carefully carried 
sist e long-faced Princess in her folding chair. The 
ers greeted each other, and French sentences began 
Spee about. Would the Princess go in a closed or an 
the e Carriage? At last the procession started towards 
as, rity the lady’s maid with her curly fringe, umbrel- - 
Nene case in the rear. 
ake le yudov, not wishing to meet them and to have to 
Waitin a over again, stopped before he got to the door, 
has Or the whole procession to pass. k 
en rincess, her son, Missy, the doctor, and the maid, 
Maining first, the old Prince and his sister-in-law re- 
anythin. behind. Nekhlyudov was too far off to catch 
thei oe but a few disconnected French sentences of 
t 5 nversation. As often happens, one of the sen- 
in uttered by the Prince, for some unaccountable 
remained in his memory with all its intonations 
h poora of the voice. , 
Said the est du vrai grand monde, du vrai grand monde, 
tone © Prince about someone, in his loud, self-assured 
i he went out of the station with his sister-in- 


t 
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law, accompanied b 
ters. ion 
At this moment from behind the corner of the er 
suddenly appeared a crowd of workmen in vie bad ; 
carrying their sheepskin coats and sacks on me en so 
The workmen went up to the nearest carriage eer were 
yet resolute steps, and were about to get in, bu 
at once driven away by a guard. Without stoppi, er, 
workmen passed on, hurrying and jostling one & their 
to the next and began getting in, catching 


. put 
eee 

™ers and door of the carriag®, spe 
f 


pmen 


or- 
y the respectful guards and P 


- ent © 
: ady got in, hurried out again, and he 
still farther, with the Same soft and firm steps, 


. i a 
his attempt to settle in their sie : 
Personal affront to themselves, indignantly prote wer" 


em out. The workmen—there 1 


S . 
the ove on through the carriage, their evi 
: e 

catching the seats, the walls, and the doors. Th _ o 


dy e 

were to blame, and seemed read) b 

pn to the world’s eng and sit wherever they ™8 

tals to—even on spikes, i dow" 

Where are you Pushing to, you devils? sit 

E panteg another guard whom they met. younse 
Ola encore deg nouy » imed the ac 

of the two ladies oie elles,” exclaim ttr 


a 
-te convinced that she would 
o 


The lady with the bracelets kept sniffing and making 
ces, and remarked something about the pleasure of sit- 
ng with smelly peasants. 
e workmen, experiencing the joy and calm felt by 
People who have escaped some kind of danger, jerked 
their heavy sacks off their shoulders and stowed them 
away under the seats. 
he gardener, who had left his own seat to talk with 
aras, now went back, so that there were two seats un- 
pccupied Opposite Taras, and one next to him. Three of 
he workmen took these seats, but when Nekhlyudov 
came up to them in his gentleman’s clothing, they got 
5o confused that they rose to leave them; but Nekhlyu- 
OV asked them to stay, and himself sat down on the 
Arm of the seat next the gangway. 

One of the workmen, a man of about fifty, exchanged 
mao Prised and even frightened look with a younger 
thee That Nekhlyudov, instead of scolding and driving 
ip 4 Way aS was natural to a gentleman, should give 

P his seat to them, astonished and perplexed them. 
e feared that this might have some evil conse- 


fa 
ti 


Plot a rën, they soon saw that there was no aeiy 
With rhen they heard Nekhlyudov talking quite priced 
On his Si Feeling at ease, they told a lad to sit ne 
his placc K and insisted that Nekhlyudov should resum 
byes, At first the elderly workman who sat opposite 
> SOV shrank and drew back his legs for fear of 
friends the gentleman, but after a while he grew par 
Nekhiyg nin talking to him and Taras, even slappe 
draw x ov familiarly on the knee when he wanted to 
e me attention to what he was saying. 
Peat p M all about his affairs, and of his work in 
aaa been 2°: Whence he was now returning home. He 
brin Working there for two and a half months, and 
Sing h 


Ome his wages, which only came to tẹn 
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he 
id in advance when © 
rubles, since part had been paid in T up t h 
was hired. He explained how they wor ith two hou 
knees in water from sunrise to sunset, W p 
interval for dinner. . of cour nf 
“Those who are not used to it find it harbi matter or 
he said; “but when one’s hardened it peen bad. a 
only the food is right. At first the wi ad. and t 
the people complained and they got goo nad 
it was easy to work.” ears he O 
Then he told them how for twenty-eight Ynome: fi" 
gone out to work and sent all his earning 


nis 
w to 
to his father, then to his eldest brother, ee . ie 
nephew, who. was at the head of the ho of sa 
himself he spent only two or three rubles 
or sixty he 


ies—to ac 
earned a year, just for luxurie 
matches. 


ite 
ink 4 
“But I'ma sinner; and when tired I even dr 


h mile. t 
vodka sometimes,” he added with a guihy s work A 
Then he told them how the women did m 
home; how the co 


t w 
ntractor had treated them o 
to half a pail of v 


mg =a a 
arene. them had died and another was return in 
ill. The sick wor 


e 
hlyudov did not care to troub e ive 
questions, but advised the elder man to buy om ed 
and wrote the Word down for him. He wis 
him money for 


à it, but the old workman said 
pay for it himself. 
“Well, much 
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N “Yes, this is quite a new and different world,” thought 
ekhlyudov, looking at these spare, sinewy limbs, coarse, 
ee garments, and sunburnt, kindly, though 
€ary-looking faces, and feeling himself surrounded on 
all sides with new people and the serious interests, joys, 
and sufferings of a life of labour. 
. Here is le vrai grand monde,” thought Nekhlyudov, 
*membering the words of Prince Korchagin, and re- 
ae himself of all that idle, luxurious world to 
‘ hich the Korchagins belonged with their petty, mean 
nterests, 
nea he felt the joy of a traveller discovering a new, 
nown, and beautiful world. 


END OF PART TWO 


Tre 8ang of prisoners to which Maslova belonged 
oth had gone about three thousand miles. She and the 
t CT prisoners condemned for criminal offences had 
ravelleq by rail and steamboat as far as the town of 
Nae Tt was only here that Nekhlyudov succeeded in 
taining Permission for her to travel with the political 
Prisoners, as Vera Dukhova, who was among the latter, 
had advised, 
both is journey to Perm had been very trying to Maslova, 
5 Physically and morally: physically, because of the 
Vercrowding, the dirt, and the disgusting vermin which 
e her no peace; morally, because of the equally dis- 
Nee men. The men, like the vermin, though they 
ima Eed at each halting-station, were everywhere alike 
rento nat, They swarmed round her, giving her no 
War: Among the women prisoners and the men prisoners, 
arders, and convoy soldiers, the habit of a kind of 
Cynical debauchery was so firmly established that unless 
à female prisoner was willing to utilize her womanhood 
she had to be constantly on her guard. To be continually 
Ina State of fear and strife was very trying, and Maslova 
as Specially exposed to attacks, her appearance being 
at Tactive and her past known to everyone. The resolute 
sistance with which she now met the importunities of 
all the men seemed offensive to them, and awakened an- 
Other feeling, that of ill-will, towards her. But her al 
‘On was made a little easier by her intimacy with oa “a 
ale and with Taras, who, having heard of the mo oe 
tions his Wife was subject to, had been arrested at a 
Wn desire in Nizhni Novgorod in order to be able a 
Protect her, and was now travelling with the gang as 
Prisoner, 
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in 
4 bearable J 
Maslova's position became much ee ire pale 
Ty way when she was allowed to 2 were prov me 
hee Rs Besides that political prisoner: food, and it. 
with better accommodation and na enh was much > 
treated less rudely. Maslova’s condi ia by the men, E 
proved by her being no ai agaa of that, d- 
being able to live without being rem a chief a 
which she was so anxious to forget. that she ma ° aed 
vantage of the change lay in the fact erciseda dè 
acquaintance of severa] persons who ncaa ris- 
and most beneficial influence on her c olitical pa 
Maslova was allowed to be with the E strong ê 
oners at all the halting-stations; but, being 


ril 
uh the C 
with t 
healthy Woman, she was obliged to march 

inal convicts, In 


2) way he 

this way she walked all a with irl 
Tomsk. Two political prisoners also mar peautifu 1g at 
gang: Maria Pavlovna Shchetinina, the Khlyudov on? 
with the haze] eyes who had attracted Ne on, and sep 
tention when he visited Dukhova in ine with d the 
Simonson, the dishevelled, dark young fel ran during the 
Set eyes whom Nekhlyudoy had also mee exile 9 use 
Same visit, and who was now on his way Iking be rim 
Yakutsk Region, Maria Pavlovna was wa woman © gjd 
She had given up her place on the cart to a cause “ege: 
inal who was pregnant; and Simonson be i 
not think it righ 
These three useq jsonerS ` pe- 
morning, before the rest of the political Pe art << 
came on in the farts later; and this was the 
ment followeq o 
tain big town, wh 
of the gang. 


hu pe 
Ur e A 
ole gang of Prisoners (some fo n 
men and fifty Women) 
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Court of th : 
i OL the having ctath i 
me HCE LACE ; "a ae 
Found the chief of L Sore ol GER | RES. 

5 days’ Keep 


Speci E 
to Er Ae aa prisoners money for two 
ing food f e among the rest; while others were purchas- 
the court rom women hawkers who had been let into 
Countin tees One could hear the voices of the prisoners 
the dag eir money and making their purchases, and 
Katyu hig e of the women selling the food. 
boots ae and Maria Pavlovna, both wearing high 
their head short fur cloaks and with shawls tied round 
Where i s, came out of the building into the courtyard, 
the northe saleswomen sat sheltered from the wind by 
in offer; ern wall of the yard and vied with one another 
vermicelli their goods: fresh bread, meat-pies, fish, 
—~one kee buckwheat porridge, liver, beef, eggs, milk 
aes roast pig to offer. 
OVershos a in his rubber jacket and wearing rubber 
ings (h es fastened with string over his worsted stock- 
slaughte was a vegetarian and did not us® the skins of 
Or the ered animals), was also in the courtyard waiting 
n his poe to start. He stood by the porch jotting down 
his w. Otebook a thought that had occurred to him. 
nd a what he wrote: “If a bacterium could observe 
Seite aa a human nail, it would pronounce it in- 
Sinks ae and thus we, with reference to mei ae 
itera crust and pronounce it inorganic. This 1s 
ma ing bought eggs, bread, fish, and rusks, Maslova 
was putting them into her bag while Maria Pavlovna 
Mionna E the women, when a movement occurred 
their ne convicts. All became silent, and began taking 
ord places. The officer came out and gave the final 
ES before starting. 
doumte iE was done as usua 
those wh and the chains on their legs exa 
o were to march in couples were lin 


i 


l. The prisoners were 
mined, and 
ked togeth- 
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‘ oritative 
er with manacles. But suddenly the angry mene an 
voice of the officer shouting something wa of a child. 
the sound of a blow as well as the De a hollow 
All were silent for a moment, and then ca ia Pavlovna 
murmur from the crowd. Maslova and Mari 
went towards the Spot whence the noise came. 


* Ty * 


This is what Mar 
they reached the 
with fair 


ce Wi 
» Wiping his bleeding met n 
one hand and holding a shrieking little girl W é 
a shawl with the other ; 
“Py 


l give it you (f 
(mere abuse), y. 
the officer. “No 


arg 

oul abuse). I’ll teach you ere 

Ou re to give her to the women! e) 

W then, on with them!” ommu’ n 

The convict (who was exiled by his village ¢ ay an 

ad been carrying his little daughter all the ie offic?” 
Tomsk, where his wife haq died of typhus. T ile’s 

had now Ordered him to be manacled. The eX 


ild if he “a 
not carry the child a be IP a 
manacled irritated the officer, who happened ner 


ed 


now at the officer, now at the injured prisoner with the 
little girl. Th 


€ officer repeated his order to the soldier to 
take away the girl, The murmur among the prisoners 
8rew louder. 
“All the wa 


,” came 


lassie?” 
the law,” Said someone else, 

“Who's that?” shouted the Officer, as if he had been 
Stung, and rushed into the crowd. “I'll teach you the 
law. Who spoke? You? You?” 

“Everybody Says so, because» 
aced prisoner, 


Said a Short, broad- 
Before he had finisheq Speaking the Officer hj 
the face with both hands, “Mutiny, is; 
What mutiny means, Pl hay 
and the authorities w 
girl.” 
The crowd was silent. One convo 
e girl, who was screaming des 
Manacled the prisoner, now sub 


e you all 


h 
ill be Only SBE | 


ike dogs, 
too thankful, T 


“Take her to the women,” shouted the Officer 
ing his sword-belt. 

The little girl, whose face had turned quite red, was 
trying to disengage her arms from under the Wi ana 
Screamed unceasingly. Maria Pavlovna steppeq out from! 
among the crowd and came up to the officer, 

“Will you allow me to carry the little gir19 she saig, 

“Who are you?” asked the officer. 

a iti risoner.” i 

rae priat handsome face with 


> arrang. 


the beautiful 
Prominent eyes (he had noticed her before, when the 
Prisoners were given into his charge) evident] 


y Produceg 
an effect on the officer. He looked at her in Silence ag 
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if you 
PREN er if yo 
if considering, then said: «t don’t mind; an escaped, 
like. It is easy for you to show pity! But i 2 
who would answer for it?” +14 in his arms? 
“How could he Tun away with the child in his P 
said Maria Pavlovna, if you like- 
‘I have no time to talk with you. Take her if y 
“Shall I give her up?” asked the soldier. 
“Yes, give her up.” 


ax 
. to co 
‘Come to me,” Said Maria Pavlovna, trying ‘ 
the child to Come to her, herse 
the soldier’s arms stretched ld 


ou 
: nd W 
and continued to scream, a 

lovna. 


alt a bit, Maria Pavlovna,” said Maslova, p 
bag, “she will come to me. saw he! 
ew Maslova, and when she 

She let herself be taken by Ey and the 
iet. The gates were opened, convoy 
ide and formed in rows. The cke 
counted the priso 


epas g 
ners over again, The sacks wer the top 
on the carts, and the weak prisoners seated on 


ne 
aslova, with the child in her arms, took her perai alt 
edosia among the women. Simonson, who stepp? 
: een watching what was going hoer- Wa 
with long determined strides up to the offic tra 
having given his or ers was just getting into 4 

and said: 

“You have behay 
to your 


etting 


e 
usiness to tel] you that you have b 
badly, and ] Old you,” said Simonson, hy € 
tently into the Officer's face from under his bus 
brows, 

“Ready? March the officer called out, paying P 
to Simonson; and, taki 
he got into the trap, 


o heet 
, oulde i 
ing hold of his driver's SP 
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The &ang started, spreading out as it came on to the 
muddy high-road with ditches on each side, which led 
through a dense forest. 


* mm * 


__l spite of their hard conditions, life among the polit- 
ical prisoners Seemed very good to Katyusha after the 
SIX years of depraved, luxurious, and effeminate life she 
ad led in town, and after the two months’ imprison- 
Ment with criminal prisoners. The fifteen to twenty 
Miles covered each day, with good-food and one day’s 
Fest after two days’ marching, strengthened her physi- 
Cally; and the fellowship with her new companions 
Opened out a life full of interests such as she had never 
dreamt of, People so wonderful (so she expressed it) as 
those whom she was now with, she had not only never 
Met but could not even have imagined. ” sh 
ig Sre now! and I cried when I was sentenced,” she 
Said. “Why, I must thank God for it all the days of my 
life, I have learnt to know what I never should have 
Ound out otherwise.” i 
e understood easily and without effort the ree 
that guided these people, and being of the people e 
fully Sympathized with them. She understood that oy 
Were for the people and against the upper goo ae 
hough themselves belonging to the upper see ‘lives 
Sacrificed their privileges, their liberty, and it Hes 
the the People. This especially made her value and a 
m. : 
She was delighted with all her new companions, a 
Particularly with Maria Pavlovna, whom she respect: 
ey delighted with, but loved with a perlan Bp ar 
: > and devoted love. She was struck by the ages, the 
this beautiful girl, who could speak three eae her rich 
daughter of a rich general, gave away all tha 
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ing girl, 
brother sent her, lived like the simplest eee heed 
and dressed not only simply but poorly, po eh of co” 
to her appearance. This trait, a complete a fore attrac- 
quetry, was particularly surprising and ther : 
i Maslova. an 
p e could see that Maria Pavlovna rm) yet 
was even pleased to know, that she was bea ae 
the effect her appearance had on men was a had an 
Pleasing to her: she Was even afraid of it, an Her men 
absolute disgust and fear of all falling in love. 


č with her 
companions knew this, and never fell in love 
—or, at any rate, 


to her as they wo 
often molested her, the 
she prided herself 

“It happened once,” 


the street and would ate a 

St I gave him such a sha he 

ran away!” es 

e became a revolutionist as she said, beeen pid 
€ for the life of the well-to-do ehe was 

and loved the life of common people mi serv 

i for spending her time in 


fi 
i ; s ad 0 

> In the kitchen or the stables, inste 
ng-room, 


ks and 
“But I found it amusing to be with the coo 
Coachmen, anq ver 


Jemen 

Y dull with the ladies and gen ing? : 
she said. “Then, when came to understand e 
saw that our life wa 


nd of my 


was nineteen, and went t 


© work as a factory han 
a girl friend.” 


herself, but Katyusha heard from others that Maria 

Pavlovna Was sentenced because, after the lodging 

was searched by the police and one of the revolutionists 

pi a shot in the dark, she. pleaded guilty to the 
ot. 

As soon as she had learned to know Maria Pavlovna, 
Katyusha noticed that, whatever conditions she found 
herself in, Maria Pavlovna never thought of herself, but 
Was always anxious to serve: to help someone, in things 
Small or great. One of her present companions, Novo- 
dvorov, said of her that she devoted herself to the sport 
o1 Philanthropy. And this was true. The interest of her 
Whole life lay in searching for opportunities to serve 
Others just as the sportsman searches for game. And 

© sport had become the habit, the business, of her life, 
and she did it all so naturally that those who knew 
of hee no longer grateful, but simply expected it 

is 

When Maslova first came among them, Maria Pavlov- 
va felt repelled and disgusted. Katyusha noticed this; but 

e€ also noticed that, having made an effort to overcome 
these feelings, Maria Pavlovna became particularly ten- 
der anq kind to her. The tenderness and kindness of 
So uncommon a being touched Maslova so much that 
She gave her whole heart to her; and, unconsciously xin 
“epting her views, could not help imitating her in a Ey 
t ing. And Maria Pavlovna was in her turn = a 

his devoted love of Katyusha’s, and learne 
“iprocare it, felt from 
€y were also united by the repulsion both o eri- 
sexual love. The one loathed that love, hoving ae 
enced all its horrors; the other, never having = 
“Ned it, looked on it as something incompreso of- 
ihe at the same time as something repugnant an 
“nsive to human dignity. 
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— 
when he had once made up his mind, nothing CO 
shake him. 


ded 
And this man, through his love for her, had a deci 
infl 


herself al} the highest qualities she could conceive 
0 be as 800d as possi e Qo 
This had bepu “ia 


appearance, with the chi ain 
though not a a. She joined the political prisoners: oolt 
am a Word had Passed between them, t ea 
of their į anged was an admission of remembrant there 
mM each other. Even after es Mas” 
lova felt that when he cations between oe ae ord’ 
Doke in h resenc ‘ 
was when eee himself as Clearly as possible. 
that the > arted wa ing with the criminal pri 
Y grew Specially near to one another. 


sone! 
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tyas 


Until they left Perm, Nekhlyudov managed to see Ka- 
tyusha only twice—once in Nizhni Novgorod, before the 
Prisoners were embarked on a barge on which they were 
Caged in with wire netting, and again in Perm in the 
Prison office, At both these interviews he found her re- 
Served and unkind. His questions whether she was in 
Want of anything and whether she was comfortable, she 
answered €vasively and bashfully, and, as he thought, 
hin the same feeling of hostile reproach which she had 
Sing Several times before. Her depressed state of 
was Which Was only the result of the molestations she 
NekhinctB0ing at the time from the men—tormented 
deo, eh. He feared lest, influenced by the hard and 

S ading circumstances in which she was placed during 
Spain wey she should again fall into that state of de- 
irritable discord with herself which formerly made her 

i oo Sine him, and which had caused her to drink 
her in i to gain oblivion. But he was unable to help 
could =i Way during this part of the journey, for he 
Politica] E See her. It was only when she joined the 

ere, and msoners that he saw how unfounded his fears 
he so Sironen oi interview he noticed that inner change, 

More definit Se to see in her, becoming more and 
Bain just e. The first time they met in Tomsk she was 

as she 


did no fro had been when leaving Moscow. She 
t met hy wn or become confused when she saw him, 

he hag ner Joyfully and simply, thanking him for what 

he peo 1 ne for her, especially for bringing her among 
After t with whom she now was, 

that ae es months’ march With the gang the change 

app ran axen place within her became apparent in her 

Older, wri grew sunburnt and 
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z s 

5 ay it wa 

her hair was covered by her kerchief. In ate was 
arranged, as well as in her dress and manner, 


d 
A hich ha 
no trace of coquetry left. And this change w her 
taken place and w 


made Nekhlyudoy 

He felt for her 
before. This feelin 
poetic love for he 
had followed, or e 
filled (not unmixe 
after the trial, he 
ing was simply o 
it when he visite 
again when, after 
her the imagined 
the hospital (the i 
covered). It Was t 


and 


orgaV' 
conquering his repugnance, akr be 
intrigue with the medical been dis- 
Njustice done her had since only wit 
he same feeling he now had, men 
this difference: that Whereas formerly it was EN of no It 
now it became Permanent. Whatever he thoug ess Awe y 
whatever he did, a feeling of pity and tenem er ÞU 
with him, and pity and tenderness not only fo f 
for everyone, dgates Ki 
This feeling Seemed to have opened the floo v's o" 
love which had found no outlet in Nekhlyudo 
and the loye now fl 
uring the jour 
stimulated th 


r! 
f o. rison? f 
slova was among the politioal p al 
Nekhlyudoy naturally became acquainted wit 00 orl 
them; first in Yekaterinburg where they had a Sirge Cen 
Were kept all together in ur WO" ta 
and then on the Toad with the five men and omin : 
to whose company She was transferred. CO 
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Contact in this way with political exiles caused Nekhlyu- 
dov to Change his mind completely about them. 

From the very beginning of the revolutionary move- 
Ment in Russia, but especially since that Ist of March 
When Alexander II was murdered, Nekhlyudov had re- 
garded the revolutionists with dislike and contempt. He 
828 revolted by the cruelty and secrecy of the methods 

ey employed jn their struggle against the government, 
SPecially by the Cruelty of the murders they committed; 
he also disliked the air of self-importance which was a 
Prominent characteristic of theirs. But having come to 

em more intimately, and learned all they had 
tered at the hands of the government, he saw that 

EY cou] 


Tern oad not be other than they were. as 
ible and Senseless as were the torments inflicted 
So So-called criminal Prisoners, there was at least 
they semblance of justice shown them before and after 
w 


Cre sentenced: but in the case of the political pris- 
o , 
on there was not even that semblance, as Nekhlyudov 
acquan e case of Shustova and of many of his new 
Caugh, tances, These People were dealt with like fish 


Pulleg sal a net: everything that gets into the net is 


are gy Snore, and then the big fish which are required 
heege Ed Out, and the little ones are left to perish un- 
were’ on 

er 


© ey: © shore, Having captured hundreds who 

s dently Builtless, and who could not be dan- 
Where’ g Bovernment kept them in prison for years, 
minds EY bec 


o me consumptive, went out of their 
the of ; Committed ş 


iew, depended on the whim, leisure, 
Police-officer, or spy, or public 
ate, or governor, or minister, Some 


some 
> Or magistr 
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. ish 
i istingu1s 
i inclined to dis Er 
hese officials feels dull, or in e 
TE and orders a number of arrests, en ihe 
i sets free, according to his own fancy or 


i like mo- 
higher authorities. And the higher official for 
tives, or influenced b 


o seen 
of the mildest character wh 
incapable of Witness 

ture, much more (0) 


be- 
e 

OV came to know them Deor ri nt 
came convinced that they were neither the the c0 y 
villains that Some imagined them to be, n ordina" 
plete heroes that others thought them, but quit 
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People, among whom, as everywhere, there were some 
800d, some bad, and some middling. 

Ome among them had turned revolutionists because 
they honestly considered it their duty to fight existing 
evils, but there were also some who chose this activity 
rom selfish ambitious motives. The majority, however, 
Were attracted to the revolutionary idea by the thirst for 

anger, for risk, and the enjoyment of playing with 
one’s life: feelings which, as Nekhlyudov knew from his 
Own military experience, are quite common to the most 
Ordinary People while they are young and full of energy. 
But they differed from ordinary people favourably in that 
their Conception of morality was higher. They considered 
Pot only self-control, hard living, truthfulness and dis- 
interestedness as their duty, but held it their duty even 
© ready to sacrifice everything, including life itself, 

for the Common cause. Therefore the best of them stood 
Oon a moral level that is not often reached, while the 
Worst were far below the ordinary level, many of them 
Cing untruthful and hypocritical and at the same time 
Self-confident and proud. So that Nekhlyudov learned to 
Tespect Some of his new acquaintances, and even to love 
em with all his heart, while to others he remained 


More than indifferent. 
* VI? 


Nekhlyudoy grew especially fond of Kryltsov, esl 
~SUmptive young man condemned to hard age dov 
longing to the same party as Katyusha. See ages 
Made his acquaintance in Yekaterinburg, and a a rin, 
talked With him several times on the road. onen mih 
the Summer Nekhlyudov spent almost a wane pe 
at a halting-station, and Kryltsov, ee be- 
talking, told him his story and explained how Ebs im- 
Come a revolutionist. His story up to the time 0. 
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P rich 
prisonment was soon told. He lost his ena ill a 
landed proprietor in the south of Russia, whe ht him 
child. He was the only son, and his mother m 
up. He learnt easily both at school and at the un ebad 
and was first in the mathematical set of his year: enable 
the offer of a scholarship from the university to deci- 
him to study aLroad. But he delayed coming to E an 
sion. He was in love, and had thoughts of manag 
of taking part in the rural administration. He wan 


se 
do everything, and could not decide which cour 
take. At this ju 


q : lest 
money from a sense of comradeship and vanity, anc. 
it should be th 


eyes with which he looked at Nekhlyudov gist 


: r 

: , “e managed to converse—in apne pe 
besides tapping the walls—and we could walk a a p 
corridors, share our provisions and our tobacco: 


G 
<2 


SS, and of others. But I was neigh 
So became acquainted with w te t $ 
ar mine. They had both been ae tion 
and arrested with Polish procla 
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in their Posse 


Ssion, and were tried for attempting to es- 
Cape from th 


a aa 
€ convoy on their way to the railway st 


Rozov- 
tion, One Was a Pole, Lozinsky, the other qe = 
Sky. Yes, Well, this Rozovsky was quite a boy. 

© Was seve 


nteen, but he looked fifteen. Thin, eng 
tive, with lack sparkling eyes, and, like mos ng 
very Musical. His Voice was still breaking, and cpl 
Sang beautifully, Yes. I saw them both taken to be ae 
Phy Were taken in the morning. They returned in z 
Vening, and said they were condemned to death. No 1 
ad ex ected it, Their case was so unimportant; they 
wy tried to get away from the convoy and did not even 
wound e. And then it Was so unnatural to execute 


th child as Rozovsky, And we in prison all came to 
ie Concly $ 
and w sion th 


at it was only done to frighten sim 
an uld not be confirmed. At first we were = 
ae n wec mforted ourselves, and life went on as be- 
door Wel 


» One evening the watchman comes oe 
Come Nd tells me Mysteriously that the oe = 
Underi d Were Putting up the gallows. At first I did n 
optand, What's that? What gallows? But the old 
Sur t man was SO excited that I saw at once it was for 
Shed to tap and communicate with my com- 
tadeg Was afraiq those two would hear. The com- 
SO silent, Evidently everybody knew. In the 
in the Cells everything was as stil] as death 
ten the ening, id not tap the walls nor sing. At 


O me across the corridor, ‘What's 
Bett hig brings 2° You call him? I answered something 
dig > and ake me some tobacco, but he seemed to 
by, Ve €d me, wh 


y did we 


the walls? I do not remember what I said, 
Ppeq back SO as not to spe 


495 


a terrible night. I listened to every sound all night. Sud- 
denly, towards Morning, I heard doors opening a” 
Somebody walking—many persons. I went up to the slot 
in my door. There was a lamp burning in the corridor. 
as the inspector. He was a stout man, 
and usually seemed resolute and self-confident, but now 
le, downcast, and seemed frightené z 
istant, gloomy, but resolute; and, Þe 
They passed my door and stoppi 
3 . tl 
Strange voice, ‘Lozinsky, ger ie, sad ena et jinen! 
the creaking of the door. They en 
I heard Lozinsky’s steps BOME 6 
He stood que COTTidor. I could only See nt 
toned his coat, shra t® Pale, and buttoned and urbt, 
frightened of “se u88ing his shoulders, Yes. Then It 
Something he moved out of the i 
who passed him and came up to MY “nice 
ung fellow he was, you know, of that n 
fine, fair, curp, 10° Straight brow, a head covere plue 


, 


face, > SO that I could see the whole ° ou 
any i man p 8aunt, livid face. ‘Kryltsov, have Vi 
Sistant “these I wished to Dass him some, but tPA sed 
it to him, Hee Pulled out his cigarette case and P? tch 
he lit the cipap >S One, the assistant struck 4 d to 
be thinking ete and began to smoke, and seem? ing 
he began ©) Then, as if he had remembered someta a 
mitted no re Speak. ‘Tt is cruel and unjust. I have pite 
a I saw Something quiver in me and 
he stopped, Yeu Which I could not take | = ws 
shouting i p. hat hear insk: 
een? apes = 1igh-pitched Jewish. voice. we or 
And Rozovsk ° Cigarette, and stepped from face 

y 4PPeareg at my slot. His childis ; 
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» and called Out, again in a Kind of 


i » and at 
e door rattled, and all was quiet Yes. The 

ere hanged Both throttled with a rope. A watchman 

another one Saw it done, and told me that Lozinsky did 

Not resist; but Rozovsky struggled for a long time, so 

tha they had to pull him on to the scaffold and to force 

his hea mito the noose. Yes. This watchman was a 

rather Stupid fellow, He said ‘They told me, sir, that it 

Meee e frightful, but it was not at all frightful When 
e 


And Kr l 
all fr yltsov 


: repeated the Watchman’s words, “Not at 

i 'ghtful,” and tried to smile, but burst into sobs 

Sige Or a long time after that he remained silent, 
a 


From that time 1 became a revolutionist, Yes,” he 
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. j a 
said when he was quieter, and he finished his story În 
few words. ven at 

He belonged to the Narodniks, and was a ct was 
the head of the “Disorganizing Group” whose obje of its 
to terrorize the government so that it should nnec- 
own accord resign its power to the people. In CO'eiev, 
tion with this object he travelled to Petersburg, tO ssful. 
to Odessa, and abroad, and was everywhere — 

A man in whom he had full confidence betrayed hi n for 
was arrested, tried, and, after being kept in Pie pate 
two years, was condemned to death, but the sen 

was mitigated to one of hard labour for life. q in the 

He fell into Consumption while in prison, an carce” 
conditions in which he was now placed he could = did 
ly live more than a few months. This he knew, > 
not repent, saying that if he had another life he w. 
use it in the same way, to destroy the conditions 
made possible such things as he had witnessed. jained 

his man’s Story, and intimacy with him, eXP 


fore 
much to Nekhlyudoy that he had not understood bé 


uld 
nich 


VI» r 

unte 

On the day when the convoy officer had the eration 

te the child with th 
e 


ing-S 
e prisoners at the me, pe in” 
Spent the night at the vi a 
a 
he 


hlyudov, who had to 
awoke late, and was some time writing letten ier th 
at the next large town, so that he left the inn la 
usual and did not oy 


where the n 
ing dusk. pt by 

Having drieq himself at the inn, which was Ke hit 
an elderly woman with an extraordinarily fat “tp a 
neck, he had his tea in a clean room, decorate 


ext halt 
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hurried 
. ictures, ana cd usha. 
great number of ated aor a ee oe this 
away to ask the  helfinecotattods Bi hough: Hey had 
At the last six ny of the officers. of them would al- 
Permission from me! times, not one o that he had no 
een changed seve ide the stations, 23 This steiemess 
low Nekhlyudoy E ates than a wee ortant prison oft 
wen Katyusha for the fact that an impa that this = 
Was occasioned = to pass that way. at the gang after 
cial was te without looking a who had a 
ficial had passed cil that the offic ald allow him, a 
all, Nekhlyudov ET morning jonse officers h 
ei 
done, 


2 to the 
to drive t a 
dov a trap f the village, 
d Nekhlyu nd o ad- 
The landlady oe farther labourer, a broad 
re Mie preferred to Ege oe — him- 
shouldered oung Hercules wit elling tar, offe 
freshly blackened with strongly sm s so dark that 
as a guide. ky, and it was advance 
d ist obscured the sky, ee steps i 
Th Tos Yoane fellow was po id hear the 
im u 
Nekhlyudoy could 9 ihe an but ep eriky mue 
indow happened to fa gh the de Sf the chur 
. rou. o ini 
ay boots mele = in of windows shining 
er passing A A ows ed hi 
ith its r followed -dark. 
Enana pa maana Nektilyatoy it was pie mist 
n the ai e, whe! oug š 
€ outskirts of i ieee es don Se. 
here, too, yee ot = bathe reddish at ite 
= ae tn hs ihe darkness. Th the ae ites 
ight a a and bigger. At sentry, a POS box, be- 
TE agd igg ving figure of E the sentry- 
With white ri black stripes, an 
Came visibl 


ible, 
32 


But 
fro 
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” hey 
The sentry called his usual, “Who goes there? ee 
approached, and seeing they were strangers a pali- 
that he would not even allow them to wait by by this 
sade. But Nekhlyudov’s guide was not abashed by 
strictness. 


r boss 
“Hullo, lad! why so fierce? You go and rouse you 
while we wait here.” 


ing in 

The sentry gave no answer, but shouted something 
at the gate and sto 
young labourer scra 
with a chip of 
hind the palis 
voices. In abo 


» and went away. en 

; om 

the gate rattled again, and W out, 
Carrying baskets, } i 


3 2 0 
they stepped Over the threshold of the gate Pow? 
them wore Peasant Costumes; all were dressed in skirts 
fashion, with jackets anq fur-lined cloaks. Their ed 1” 
were tucked up high, and their heads were wraPP© uri 
shawls, They examined Nekhlyudov and his guide © ed 
Ously by the light of the lamp. One of them $ ered 
evident pleasure at the sight of the broad-shou e of 
fellow, and affectionately 


“You demon, what are you doing here? The devil take 
You!” she said, addressing him. . 
‘Tve been showing this traveller here the way,” an- 
pWered the young fellow. “And what have you been 
ringing here?” a 
„Dairy Stuff, and I am to bring more in the morning.” 
€y didn’t want to keep you for the night, eh? 
asked the young fellow, 
“ e damned, you liar!” she called out, laughing. 
» DUt come along with us as far as the village.’ 
€ guide saig something in answer that made not 
to © women but also the sentry laugh; then, turning 
nekhlyudoy, he said: 


mae find your way alone? Won’t get lost, will 


il shal] find it all right.” 
fri en you have passed the church it’s the second 
stign Pe two-storeyeq house. Oh, and here, take my 


(S n S said, handing Nekhlyudov the staff he was 
tying, whic 


thr was longer than himself; and splashing 
n oe ©mud with his enormous boots he disappeared 
His darkness together with the women. 


Stil] i Voice, mingling with the voices of the women, was 

rattleq e heard through the mist, when the gate again 

dov to ¢ he sergeant appeared and invited Nekhlyu- 
to follow him to the officer, 


-= VEL * 


sias halting-station, like all such stations along the 
toina T ad, was surrounded by a courtyard fenced 
i With a Palisade of sharp-pointed stakes, and con- 
largest. _ tee one-storeved houses. One of them, the 
Other f with grated windows, was for the prisoners; an- 

Or the convoy soldiers; and the third, in which 
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ights in the 

s the office, for the officer. There yee im tights, 
a s of all the three houses, and, like isc manne 
tt he (here in a specially ‘sein before the 
someniing cosy within. Lamps were bogie = about a 
porches of the houses, and along the khiyuäov along 5 
more lamps lit up the yard. Leading Ne reeant went ‘ 
plank which lay across the yard, the wily When he 
to the porch of the smallest of the cma NekhlyU ail 
gone up the three steps of the porch 1e which a m 
pass before him into the anteroom, mt a with smo A 
lamp was burning, and which was fille shirt, W 
fumes. By the stove a soldier in a coarse top-boot net 
necktie and black trousers, and with peated the el 
Stood blowing the charcoal in a samovar, U v, the s0! het 
boot as a bellows. When he saw mis oe his leat 
left the samovar, helped Nekhlyudov off wi 
Coat, and then went into an inner rooni. 
“He has come, sir.” 

“Well, ask him 

“Go in at the d 
Self at the samoy 

In the next r 
lamp, 


face, 


in,” came an angry voice. pusied nim l 
oor,” said the soldier, and iw 
ar again. a nang ed 
oom, which was lighted ve very pis 
the officer, with fair moustaches an jy fitte” on 
dressed in an Austrian jacket that close 3 table 
d chest and shoulders, sat at a GONT si ot ery 
ch were the remains of his dinner and f som eh 
There was a Strong smell of tobacco and ‘seeing ssp! 
strong, cheap scent in the warm room. minal and SU 
lyudov the officer Tose and gazed ironically 
Ciously, as į d, at the newcomer. tw 
you want?” he asked; and nO pert 
a reply he shouted through the open door, R 
samovar! What are ? ity 
“Coming at once,” £ 
“Tl give you ‘a 
shouted the officer 


sng fl 
aiting the 


pe 
j mem 

t once’ so that you'll re 

» and his eyes flashed. 
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“Tm Bo ge 
samovar, oS shouted the soldier, and brought in the 
ekh ; 
var on dept whai while the soldier placed the samo- 
ler out of th e. When the officer had followed the sol- 
looked as if th e room with his cruel little eyes, which 
Made tea ote were aiming where best to hit him, he 
biscuits out got a square decanter and some Albert 
On the cloth 4 his travelling case. Having placed all this 
“Well hn e again turned to Nekhlyudov. 
» how can I be of service to you?” 


faye 
Nekhiywaen like to be allowed to visit a prisoner,” said 

A polite ouk eing down, 
officer, al one? That’s forbidden by law,” said the 
’ said 


“The w 
fe) A 

Nekhlyudoy. I mean is not a political prisoner,’ 

es; bu : 

Nekhiv wy Pray take a seat,” said the officer. 

“She Bey sat down. 

alliwed ‘en political one, but at m 

2 Prisoners» the higher authorities to join 
ye #3 ’ 

dark eel ee know,” interrupted the officer. “A little 

ell, yes, that can be managed. Won't you 


Smoke?» 

He p 

movi 

and having a box of cigarettes towards Nekhlyudov, 
Passeq One kati poured out two glasses of tea he 

„hank o Nekhlyudov, and said, “Allow me,” 
o ‘The ni ant I should like to see—” 

Tder her ght is long. You'll have plenty of 
‘ “But he! be sent out to you.” 

© Sent fo a I not see her where she is? Why need she 

“In to Nekhlyudov said. 
i ‘T have ‘ss political prisoners? It is ag 
a any dan een allowed to go in several 
o it just ger of my passing anything to them, 
4s well through her.” 


y request she has 


bee. 
ie | 
the polit- 


time. I shall 


ainst the law.” 
times. If there 
I could 
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and 
“Oh no, sne would be searched,” said the officer: 
laughed in an unpleasant manner. 
“Well, why not search me?” . id the of- 
“All right, we'll manage without that,” sa 


ds 
: pi towar 
ficer, opening the decanter and holding it out ? 


: ne? No 
Nekhlyudov’s glass of tea. “May I give you somes. 


i in Sibe- 
Well, just as you like. When one is living here ! 


son. 
5 : ated pers’. 
ria, One is only too glad to meet an educate e is 
Ours is very sad wor 


ple 
used to b 


t- 
uca 

p - uned 
have of us is that convoy officers are coarse, 
ed men, 


different position.” d esp& 
his scent, his rings. oe 

aughter, disgusted eae i 
» as during the whole of his J 3 
tentive state which di 


; towe 
ave slightingly or disdainfully ng 


» but made him if this 
to everyone « aed 


jd 
ou 
ort co 
your position, too, some comfort a 


k ? ” sal 
1 elping the suffering people,” he 
serious manner 

a 


what 

at are their sufferings? You don’t know 

those people are.” «ghey 
ğ hey are not Special people,” said Nekhlyudov a 

are just such People as Others, and some of t 

quite innocent,” i d natu 
“Of course, there are all sorts among them, a” tning, 

rally one pities them. Some of us won’t relax any athe? 

but I try to lighten their condition where I can n a 

let me suffer than they. Others keep to the law ™ , ow 

detail, even as far as to 


Me—have another,” he said, pouring out another glass 
Of tea for Nekhlyudov. “And who is she, this woman 
at you want ee?” he asked. ; 

“ if is an tt elles woman who got into a brothel 
and was there falsely accused of poisoning, but she is a 
"gg Bona woman,” Nekhlyudov answered. 

€ officer shook his head. , 

“Yes, it happens. I can tell you about a certain Emma 
Who lived in Kazan. She was a Hungarian by birth, but 
she had Quite Persian eyes,” he continued, unable to 
restrain a smile at the recollection. “There was so 
a chic about her that she might have been a count- 

Ss 


Nekhlyudoy interrupted the officer and returned to the 
former 


«y | LOPIC of conversation. o ' 
l think that you could lighten the conditions of the 
People whi Fi 


e they are in your charge, and in acting that 
doy ,™® Sure you would find great joy,” said Nekhlyi 
sible trying to pronounce the werds as distinctly as pos 

& asi talking to a foreigner or a child. ; 

impatio weet looked at Nekhlyudov with sparkling eyes, 
c Patiently Waiting for him to stop, so that he might 
e tale about the Hungarian with Persian eyes, 
‘dently Presented herself very vividly to his im- 
oy ON and Quite absorbed his attention. oa 
do Gin of course, this is all quite true,” he said, and I 
Emm Y them; but I should like to tell you about this 

“Tt qe fat do you think she did—” ni 
Must e S NOt interest me,” said Nekhlyudov, “an $ 
ferent €l you frankly that though I was myself very dif- 
Wothen e One time, I now hate that kind of relation to 

a officer gave Nekhlyudov a frightened look. 
an't you 


$ take some more tea?” he said. 
No, thank you.” 
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to 
« tleman 
“Bernov!” the officer called, “take the ca political 
Vakulov. Tell him to let him into the oe 
room; he may remain there till the inspec 


* IX * 


ut 
went 0 
Accompanied by the orderly, Nekhlyudov 


light of th? 
i 
into the courtyard dimly lit up by the red lig 

lamps. 


“Where to?” 


sng the 
z sing 
asked a convoy soldier, addres 
orderly. 


“Into the separate one, No. 5.” 


t gO 
“You can’t pass here, it’s locked. You mus 
other way round.” 


“Why’s that?” 
“The chief has gone to the village and taken 
with him.” 


“Well then, come 
T 


the 


the ke7 


this way.” to an 
he soldier led Nekklyugoy over some pir could 
other entrance. While still in the yard ocean g0, 
hear the din of voices and the general commo reparing 
On inside, as in a beehive when the bees are P open? f 
to swarm; but when he came nearer and the doP n 3 of 
the din grew louder and changed into distinct $ atter $ 
shouting, abuse, and laughter. He heard the © d 
chains and smelt the well-known foul air. pains = 
As always, this din of voices, the clatter of © e sation 
the close smell, flowed into one tormenting § 
and produ 


oing 


ause? 
ced in Nekhlyudov a feeling of Toa us 
which grew into Physical nausea, the two feel! a 
gling with and heightening each other. 
The first thing Nekhlyudov saw on entering ” 
large, stinking tub, on the edge of which sat 4 r 
while in f 
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talking about something. When he saw Nekhlyudov the 
mag winked and remarked: 5 
The Tsar himself cannot hold back the water. vu 
ä res the woman pulled down the skirts of her ctoa 
nd seemed abashed. 
rom the entrance ran a corridor into which several 
ors opened. The first was the family room, then SA 
k e bachelors’ room, and at the very end two sma 
Ooms were set a r litical prisoners. 
part for the poli 
The building, which was arranged to hold one handred 
= fifty prisoners, was so crowded now that there oe 
Our hundred and fifty there, so that the prisoners C 
Sor all get into the rooms, but filled the passaa e 
Me were sittin i he floor, some we ng 
` g or lying on the 
a with empty tea-pots i bringing them back filled nt 
Stine Water. Among the latter was Taras. He cogs 
fanhlyudoy and greeted him affectionately. The a 
xm of Taras was disfigured by dark pruises on his n 
ander his eye. 
tig has happened to you?” asked pe ee 
A ” 5 
smile. something has happened,” Tara 
Brie they're always fighting,” said the convoy ge 
foll l because of the woman,” added a prisoner, | 
«ed Taras, “He's had a row with blind Fedka. 
«and how’s Fedosia?” 


i ingi her tea 
Ma S all right. I'm bringing the water for 


fro Some under, the bed-shelves: it was ae 
of w the wet clothes that were drying, an Betor 
the Sheng voices was unceasing. The next ~~ 
aes achelors’ room. This room was still more oe mr 
blog the doorway and the passage in front 0 wen 
cke Y a noisy crowd of men in wet garments, y 
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ade 
; ickets m 

to, the prisoners), and receiving back E aast an 
of playing-cards When they saw the con 


had, 
i i ing to escape, and pas- 
rade in the marshes while trying to i 


di 
ing mockingly and boldly at Nekhlyudov se by "a 
move out of the way. Nekhlyudov passed ite famili a 
hough this king of scene had become qu 
to him, thou 


Ong th 


ou 

in the € 
halting-stations: and out eile scene” 
m weather, where the most horr 

of barefaceq de 


yes ed 0 
m and felt their attention ae m 
now, shame and the eonspinienes sham? 
m tormenteq him. To this R loathing 
added an unconquerable feeling © suc 
> He knew ¢ at, Dlaced in a position an 
€ other than thay WES d 
able to Stifle his disgust, dov oe 
Tub-suckers,” Nekhlyu ched t 
someone say in a hoarse Voice, as he approa 


sin against the 
and guilt Was 
and horror. 
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e 
room of the political prisoners. The speaker added som 
Wo 


rds of obscene abuse, and a roar of spiteful, mocking 
laughter followed. 


*X e. 


n they had Passed the bachelors’ room geo 
Beant w o had accompanied Nekhlyudov left him, p : 
png to come for him before the inspection. — 
Was gone, a prisoner, quickly mcg Ww z 
and holding up his chains, came c 7 ‘ 
nekhlyudoy, €nveloping him in a strong acid smell o 
Perspiration, and said in a mysterious whisper: ii 
th ake the case in hand, sir. They have quite befoo e 
RN ey’ve made him drunk, and today at the in- 
;Pection he’s already given his name as Karmanov. Stop 
af a We are not, or they’ll kill us,” and looking unea- 
ti > he turned away. 
is is What had a The criminal ee 
exile e*SUaded a young fellow, who was seai a 
n ne a Who resembled him in appearance, to chang 
ip With him and go to the mines in his place, letting 
No armanov) 80 to exile instead. eo 
Same , YUdov knew about this intended exchange. ze 
Nodg convict had told him of it the week before, 
W ded as à sign that he understood and would do 
round “ould, and continued his way without looking 


Te feet 


was Khlyudoy knew the convict who spoke to him, and 
Cony; Urpriseg by his action. When in Yekaterinburg this 
Wife to 229 asked Nekhlyudov to get permission for his 
Peasa, follow him. He was a man of the most ordinary 
Was = Ype, of Medium size, about thirty years old, and 
and rop emned to hard labour for an attempt to murder 
Very oy. S Name was Makar Devkin. His crime Wasa 

Curious One. In the account he gave of it to Nekh- 
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"g), but his 
lyudov, he said it was not his own eerie come - 
the devil’s, doing. He said that a Gik toa giar 
his father’s house and hired a sleigh to a to drive eae 
twenty-six miles off. Makar’s father ge are ai z! 
stranger. Makar harnessed the horse, tranger reln 
down to drink tea with the stranger. The s ied, an th 
at the tea-table that he was going to be a had earnet 
he had with him five hundred rubles which a went 0 
in Moscow. When he had heard this, Maka 


nder the 
A igh u 

into the yard and put an axe into the sleig 
straw. 


“And I did not m 
axe,” he sai 


ng the 
ng”. 
yself know why I was takin? “ip, 


k 
J too 
d. “ ‘Take the axe,’ says he, and 


ts Le 
We got in and Started. We drove along all rien h a 
forgot about the axe, Well, we were getting n way f t 
lage—only about four miles more to go. The u 
the cross-r 


He will carry the money ai s eig? 
mean to do it, now’s the time,’ stooped Ove" ita] 
as if to arrange the Straw, and the axe seemet © 47 
into my hand o 


f itself. The rhan turned ro knoe nt 
are you doing? I lifted the axe and tried to k hold w 
down, but he was quick, jumped out, and oan wont 
my hands. ‘What are you doing, you villain? str Be 
me down into the snow, and I did not even his ae 
but gave in at nce. He bound my arms with n 
threw me into th 


ight e 
e e sleigh, and took me ceto 
police station, I was imprisoned and tried. The át ae 
gave me a goog character: said I was a good T 
that nothing wr 


llow-villager, 
It was this man who, wishing to save ae aie E 
ugh he knew that by speaking he ie a 
Nevertheless revealed a prisoners ag ed, fee. Hee 
Or which, if they discovered what 

Would certainly strangle him. 


* XI * 


i all rooms, 

The Political prisoners were kept in Lie some ase 
th oors Of which opened into a part o ap gerne ie 
titioneg off from the rest. On CENIE EN ae jacket 
passage Nekhlyudov saw Simonson in Apn g 

a With a log of pinewood in his han o 
ot of a stove, the door of which trembled, 

When ka him from 
When he red Nekhlyudov he looked nae jena 
pader his Protruding brow, and gave him i 
Out rising, — 

“Iam glad you have come. I want T ania 
F rig, looking Nekhlyudov straight in 
Signific 


ant expression. 
“yp, What is it?” Nekhlyudov asked. 
Tt wi 


; w” i 
do later on. I am busy m PA E 
Simonson turned again towar ai as 
aS heating according to a theory 
© lose as little heat-energy as possi A Arst-door, when 
ekhlyudoy was about to enter at t Step at rub- 
Maslova. Stooping, and pushing a sy EE ena 
i and dust towards the stove with a ; sie E 
on €, Came out of the other. She maa Aeta s 
to p- Skirt was tucked up, and a kerc. WHN 
bpa “yebrows protected her hair from a eed 
She aw Nekhlyudov she drew herself af ae 
ae » let go the broom, wiped her han 
Nd Stopped just in front of him. 
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‘ kh- 
y » said Ne 
“You are tidying up the premises, I see, a 
haking hands. Jed, “but 
ne pie old Occupation,” and she apit: clean 
dust! You can’t imagine what it is. We ha 


turn- 
De asked, 

ing and cleaning! Well, is the rug dry?” she 
ing to Simonson. 


jiar 
E” a pecu 
“Almost,” Simonson answered, giving her i 
look which Nekhlyudov noticed. . cloaks t° 
PRAN right, I'll come for it, and bring a NekhlyY 
dry.... Our people are all in there,” she sai 
dov, po 


; t 
t in a 
inting to the first door as she wen a 
second. ed a little T° 
Nekhlyudoy Opened the door and enter 


: nding 
dimly lit by a small tin lamp which was sta 


ped- 
as a 
down on a shelf affixed to the wall to serve 


mell 


i s 
it, but the beds were in the ch 
and dark shadows flickered on the walls. one to fete 
Two men appointed as caterers, who had en most is 
boiling water and provisions, were away, ther in oe 

the political Prisoners were gathered toge i 
va, thinner 

large, frighte 

er forehead 
newspaper 5 
rettes with 
Emilia R 
Bleasantest 
looked afte 


wl 
and yellower than il gen a 
ned eyes, short hair, and a swo and wit a 
- She was Wearing a grey jacket, sling oe 
Pread out in front of her sat r the 
a jerky movement of her hands. idere” che 
antseva, whom Nekhlyudov cons 
Of the polit 
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burnt hands, 0 


ed-shelf. 
n a cloth that was spread on the b 
antseva was 


ith a 
a plain-looking young te age te 
Clever ang mild expression of ce feed, 
Smiled haq a Way of suddenly pares e Kiepa aeeie 
and Captivating. It Was with such a 
Welcomed Nekhlyudoy 


. ” she 
to Russia, 
Y, We thought you had gone back 
Said. 


accents. m ia Pavlovna said 
OW nice ihat you have come, — We havea 
vi tnt vind ave you seen ee tithe girl. 
Visitor here,” and she pointed to the ith felt boots on, 
ere also was Anatoly Kryltsov, io roneo his 
Sitting doubleg Up and shivering ina = sleeves of Dis 
feet un €r him, his arms folded in ra feverish eyes. 
Cloak, and looking at Nekhlyudov wi he Siete of the 
ack ov was going up to him, but ty curls, dressed 
int a man with spectacles and ne mute emilag 
Set Tuber jacket, sat talking to ti cA ag ie 
qrabets, his was the celebrated Spe he was ina 
orev, Nekhlyudoy hastened to greet on was the any 
Particular urry about it because this ae he disliked. 
= among all the Political prisoners w an 
Novodvoreys blue eyes glistened throug 
as h 


held out his 
© lookeg frowningly at Nekhlyudov and 
Narrow hand hi 


5 2” he asked 

» are Fe Estar a pleasant journey? 

With evident irony. , ting,” Nekhlyudov 
y Ss, there is much that is interes > 

answ red 


: t took the 
: as if he did not notice the ote pond aaa 
West; ; he passed on 
10n for Politeness, and p 
Thoy 


Š was real- 
ekhlyudov appeared aa A ee 
yi 'om being so, and these tg keliai aia un- 
Showing is evident desire to say or 
ag 
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. hich 
; iness in W 
pleasant, interfered with the state of Eae and sad. 
Nekhlyudov found himself, and he felt dep 


v's 
i Kryltso 
“Well, how are you?” he asked, pressing Kry 

cold and trembling hand. 


wet 
: J got WY 
“Pretty well, only I cannot get ly replacing pa 
through,” Kryltsoy answered, quickly also 
hands in the sle. 


it’s 
eves of his cloak. “And = proken, 
beastly cold, There, look, the window-panes 


iron 
ind the ! 

and.he pointed to the broken panes behin 
bars. “And how are 


t been 
you? Why have you no 
see us?” 


we ere 50 

“I was not allowed to come, the authorities W ja 
strict; but today the officer is lenient.” «ask Mar 

“Lenient, indeed” Kryltsov remarked. 

what he did this morning.” 


re 
; 7 ner, 
Maria Pavlovna, from her place in the cor 

What had hap 


hey 

Pened to the little girl when t i 

the halting-station that morning. ke a coller 

“I think it is absolutely necessary to ma ined tom) 

tive protest,” Said Verą Dukhova in a determ r, wit id 
and now at one now at añothe nson Ë 

i ided look, “Vladimir Simo s5 

protest, but that is not sufficient,” ]tsov, cro n 

s © you want?” muttered Ke ciel me 
and frowning, Her lack of Simplicity, her arti j 

ner, and her ner 


d 
te 
ga ft 


i 
been 
Vousness, had evidently long was 
tating him. adressing 
“Are you looking for Katyusha? he asked, add e h 
Nekhlyudoy, “She 


: e 
is working all the time. > Boa 

cleaned this—the men’s room—and now she to oe 

to clean the Women’s, Only it is not pase is Mat 

away the fleas—they eat one alive. And — co 

doing there» h asked, nodding towards t 

where Maria Pavlovna sat. 

“She is comb 


ag 38 TEP 
à r’s haiñ, 

ing out her adopted daughte 
plied Rantseyva, 
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gn d 

“But won't she let the insects loose on us?” aske 

Kryltsov, ; me 
“Oh no; I am very careful. She is a clean hh 

Now. You take her,” said Maria, turning hy ao. 

While I go and help Katyusha, and I wi 

im his rug.” Sate 
Rantseva took the little girl on her i ta 

plump, bare little arms to her bosom wit 

*nderness, and gave her a bit of sugar. . 

ame in 

“S Maria Pavlovna left the room, two men C 

With boiling water and provisions. 


* XII ‘* 


One of the newcomers was a short, thin yane man, 

caring a cloth-covered sheepskin coat and ah ae 
ns Stepped lightly and quickly, carrying two s E 
cipot, and holding under his arm a loaf wrapp 

aa 7 > ” 

“Well, SO our prince has put in an appearince et 
‘ Said, as he placed the teapots beside nas pa pna 
pended the bread to Rantseva. “We have boug he ia 
a things,” he continued, as he took off his oe 
on flung it Over the heads of the others on to he hes 
Shelf, “Markel has bought milk and eggs; why, we’ te 
ee e8ular ball tonight. And Rantseva is diffusing > 
aesthetic cleanliness,” he said, and looked with a smi 

antseva; “and now she will make tea. ; 

Voica whole Presence of this man: his movements, 
The his look, seemed to breathe vigour and merriment. 
Pi other newcomer was just the reverse; he looked 
ver LOndent and sad. He was short and bony and had 
ag Prominent cheek-bones, a sallow eo on 
wor, beautiful greenish eyes, rather far apart. He 

€ an old wadded coat, long boots and galoshes, and 
33» 
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poxes 
was Carrying two pots of milk and two ST ant 
made of birch bark, which he placed in fron sa neck an 
va. He bowed to Nekhlyudov, bending only re inceantlf 
keeping his eyes fixed on him, Then, having to take 0U 
given him his damp hand to shake, he began je 
the provisions. e. Th 

Both these political prisoners were of the peop! 

fir’ 


n- 
kel Ko 
st was Nabatov, a peasant; the second, Mar 
dratyev, a fa 


revolutionist ‘tage Scho? 
them when only eighteen. After leaving the a to his 
Nabatov gained a place at the high school, ow1 ns 
exceptional $ wo 
all the time he studied there, and on finishing b 
gold medal. He did not go to the university 
while still in 

up his mind 


e 
rested, because he read to the peasants and eed 4 
Cooperative for raising and marketing their pro ths, 2 
authorities kept him imprisoned for eight mon su eil 
then set him free, but he remained under porre a other 
lance. As soon as he was liberated he went to E 
village, got a place 


:q the $4 
as schoolmaster, and did i ake” 
as he had done j st village. He was 284 jit 


in 

ad been passed in prison at a 
ntures did not embitter ee á 
nergy, but rather stimulated it. 
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lively ; 
active, pay fellow, with a splendid digestion; always 
never oe leg vigorous. He never repented of anything 
cleverness far ahead, and used all his powers, his 
Present, es his practical knowledge to act in the 
set Wind free, he worked towards the aim he had 
Working me the enlightening and the uniting of the 
Prison he E especially the country labourers. When in 
means to — Just as energetic and practical in finding 
me in contact with the outer world, and in 


arrang} 
ging hi à 

g his own life and the life of his group as Com- 
i ove all things he 


It appeared that 


S soci 

al 

l—a member of a commune. 
ntented himself 


e wa 
With oe meee for himself, and co 
is ihe but demanded very much for the group 

Or mental] es, and could work for it either physically 
Peasant hee day and night, without sleep or food. As a 
Work: he ne industrious, observant, and clever at his 
Out any eff as also naturally self-controlled, polite with- 
also to th ort, and attentive not only to the wishes but 
illiterate opinions of others. His widowed mother, an 
ng, and sang old peasant woman, was still liv- 
Je Was Main helped her, and used to visit her while 
into all the During the time he spent at home he entered 
ner Work e interests of his mother’s life, helped her in 
fellows < continued his intercourse with former play- 
, smoked in their company cheap tobacco, took 


Part in i 
Were Cl ae fisticuffs, and explained to them how they 
eing deceived, and how they ought to disen- 
they were kept 


angle 

i t 

in, ken Ce from the deception t1% 

ae e phe thought or spoke of what a revolution would 

Imself ş ays imagined the people, ; 

as baire ee left in very nearly the same condition 

Sentry ang only with sufficient land and without the 

in this Officials. The revolution, i 

$ E differed from Novodv 
er, Markel Kondratyev—$ 


orov and 


ould not alter the 


Toy’ 
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eak 
fundamental forms of life of the people, should Se pa 
down the whole edifice, but should only alter t aie 
walls of the beautiful, strong, colossal old struc 
loved so dearly. E on reli- 
-He was also a typical peasant in his views about 
gion: never thinking about metaphysical a apr wa 
the origin of all origins, or about the future life. das ye 
to him (as to Arago) an hypothesis which he had in of 
not needed. He was not concerned about the one 
the world, and did not care whether Moses OF ere his 
were right. Darwinism which seemed so importa thin 
him only the same kind of pla 
reation in six days. . int rest 
w the world originated did not jn this 
question how best to live pout ĉ 
e him. He never thought i t 
aring in the depth of his St tners 
tion, inherited from his fore ip 


did not care and did not know gigei 
on s 1° loved work and was always €™ com 
ome practical business, and he spurred on 
me direction, peopl’ 
Political prisoner from among a ee 
ratyev, was a ver different kin mon 
hemes mee at the age of fifteen, and took a ‘pe f 
ing in order to stifle a vague sense © Apri 
be He first realized he was wronged one © 108 
as, when they (the factory children) were inv! 
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phristmas tree arranged by the employer's wife. There 
“a a farthing whistle, an apple, a gilded walnut, 
i a fig, while the employer's children had presents 
a them which seemed gifts from fairyland, and had 
Ost, as he afterwards heard, more than fifty rubles. 
Gan he was twenty, a noted revolutionist came to their 
ri Ory to work as a factory girl, and noticing his supe- 
om bilities she began giving Kondratyev books and 
Pamphlets, and talked to him, explaining his position 
Raahe remedy for it. When the possibility of freeing 
ine and others from oppression became clear in ee 
m nd, the injustice of the present state of things appearsg 
Ore cruel and more terrible than ever, and he longe 
Passionately, not only for freedom but also for the pun- 


then of those who arranged and who a 
ig pulustice. I dge, he was told, that ga 
a cel Ronee d himself pas- 


nis Possibility; and Kondratyev devote 
ees to the acquisition of knowledge. It bee 
izan t0 him how knowledge would bring about the 
ation of the socialist ideal, but he believed that 
io Wledge that had shown him the injustice of the co 
T in which he lived would also abolish the aen 
abo f. Besides, knowledge would in his opinion apka 
in ve others. Therefore he left off smoking an 3 
8; and devoted all his leisure time (which he had pen 
en he was transferred to the stock-room) to a 
eVer, (evolutionist gave him lessons, and his hirt od 
ery kind of knowledge, and the facility with which nt 
algapi it, surprised her. In two years he had a a 
ciall ra, geometry, and history (of which he vi o 
ficti y fond), and had made acquaintance with poetry 
‘24 and critical, and especially socialistic, literature. 
€ revolutionist was arrested, and Kondratyev with 
Sion forbidden books having been found in his posses- 
Voj? 2nd they were imprisoned and then exiled ta the 


ologq A 
à Gubernia, There Kondratyev became acquainted 


er, 
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tionary 
with Novodvorov, read a great deal more sca in his 
matter, remembered it all, and became still leader in 4 
Socialistic views. After his exile he became of a factory 
large strike which ended in the destruction in arreste 
and the murder of the director. He was aga b 
and condemned to exile. ive natu 

His religious views were of the same negat Ye faving 
as his views of existing economic condana he was 
seen the absurdity of the religion in ee great 
brought up, and having freed himself from it "he, asi 
effort—at first with fear but later with rapture that ad 
wishing to revenge himself for the deception ne 
been practised on him and on his ancestors, inks an 
tired of venomously and angrily ridiculing pri 
religious dogmas. 


ah very 
He was ascetic by habit, contenting himself oe from 
little, and, like al] who have been used to wor ed, 
childhood and whose muscles have been develope’ y- 
could work my 


x ma 
ch and easily and was quick at any ure i” 
al labour; but What he y ; 


ever 


alued most was the ee him 
prisons and at the halting-stations, which ena the first 
tə continue his Studies. He was now studying Jc in is 
volume of Kar] Marx, and Carefully hid the boo a with 
Sack, as if it were a great treasure. He behave bi NO 
reserve and indifference to all his comrades one whose 
vodvorov, to whom he was greatly attached, and table 
=e ments on all Subjects he accepted as irre 
s. he 
He had an infinite contempt for women, oa ? 
looked upon as a hindrance in all useful ey nr 
sidered qo êslova and was gentle with her, for eF 


w 
l ich the 10 

- an example of the way in which t son 
Bie ©xPloited by the upper ht The same en Je 
ee dislike Nekhlyudoy so that he alle gat 
with him and never Dre i t when 

ing him only he t his oo Mis hand, bu 


ld out his Own to be pressed. 
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* ST * 


Th 
efi 
Wa reh 
Sm ad b 
ad urnt 
e, poured so and the stove was warm; th 
into cups and mugs, and bee 


addeq 

j toit: 

oileq it; and r 

cloth eggs, an es fesh 

‘ , and 7 wheaten b 

E calf’s head and feet seen he 
I on the 

f the bed- 


shelf Veryo 
TRSN ; ne h 
ing. Ranta nga towards the part, 0 
crowded roun hic peck ng: and sat eating and talk 
'S Wet Tound her nets box pouring out tea. Th art 
is own S faks AE Kryltsov, who had katy 
y ter EE to e i and lay in 
de ov. 
get thing found Torei and the dirt and disorder 
Sā s tid > er the pai 
at y, pains the 
me were rm after having eaten, pe nat 
abuse be that the a best and brightest of spirits 
reminding th a = and the screams and 
is t s reache 
midst ite aes of their aae Aae oer 
Space of the nes of cosiness. AS oy an isla 
Which naf R people felt themselves f 
Cited surrounded y the degradation and sufferings 
te them. They ee This raised their spiri 2 
see = ge about everything except about 
cially ily taprens:am and that whic ted them. AS 
Ple Wwe they are for ong young men an women—esPe 
re—al] sbi to remain to ether aS these peo 
of agreemen s and disagre 
dy had sprun, 


and 
att = 
am rac 
io aE A (curiously blende 
most all of them were in Jove. Novodvo- 
smilin Grabets. This 
jn for a 


v 
w 
Was oS in 
Botte comms a with te pr y 
ary Se of study oughtless girl, who ha e 
day questions eee perfectly indifferent o revolution- 
The compromi ut, succumbing to the in 
nised herself in some way an 
ime of her trial 


d chi e 
ef interest of her life 
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during t e 


just 
s ith men, J 
and in prison and exile was her success ba journey, 
as it had been when she was free. Now, on 


orov ha 
she consoled herself with the fact that Novodv 
taken a fanc 


Vera Dukho i 
but did not imes draw 
always hoping for mutual love, was oe e felt 
to Nabatoy and sometimes to raria loved he 
Something like love for Maria Pavlovna. 


and 8ratitude for 
to his wants. Na 


: turna 
disturbances, Was exiled from Petersburg, and as 
revolutionist, She 

attending and f 


8 
olloweq h 
tionist, If she 


0 
ad not fallen in love <n an 
t ; ; but having fallen in lo rest © 
Married him Whom she thought the best and cleve in the 
men, she naturally lookeq upon life and its aims a 
Way that this best anq Cleverest man looked at na she 
first he thought the aim of life was to learn, Pie Lod 

upon study as the aim of life. ons 

revolutionist and so did she. He could oe could 

trate very Clearly that the existing state of things ile 
on, and that it is Everybody's duty to comba 
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State and tr 
sitions in whic ae about political and economic con: 
aon and shé a could develop freely, and 
a but in. realit gined that she really thought and felt 
mi and thought y she only regarded everything her 
F ect agreeme absolute truth, and only sought for 
h his, that “4 nt, perfect identification of her own soul 
eing the only condition which could give 


er ful 
e phi satisfaction. 

n mother took) — her husband and their child (whom 
ind y and quiet] as very hard to bear, but she bore it 
ted for a cause eg it was for her husband’s sake, 
as ped: since h ich she had not the slightest doubt 

and in tho e served it. She was always with her 
ught, and did not and could not love any- 


One el 

se now. 
Cited , any more than she could when with him. 
trie her. This Jove touched and €x- 
d to treat oes firm man, her d’s friend, 
er as a sister, but something more ap- 


Ex * XIV * 
pecti 
vital tier to have a private talk with Katyusha as 
yersing wi h Nekhlyudov sat by Kryltsov's side con- 
may of Si him. Among other things he to the 
m. Kry] akar’s crime and about Makar’s request tO 
7 ait listened attentively, gazing at Nekhlyudov 
a ening eyes 
Bs $ s i p 
are goir Re said suddenly, “T OneS think that here 
cme side by side with them—an who are they? 
We ne people for whose sake we are going, ami k 
only do not know them put do not even 
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; e us and 
know them. And what is even worse, Ar 
look upon us as enemies. Is it not terri $ Te in Novo- 
“There is nothing terrible about it, È ‘ masres al 
dvorov, overhearing the conversation. — overnment 
ways worship power and power only. ap hate üs: 
has the power now, and they worship it will wor- 
Tomorrow we shall have the power and they i 
ip us,” he said. chain 
pe moment a volley of abuse and a age hear 
Sounded from behind the wall. ee aa 
thumping against it, and screams and shrie ea, «Mur- 
was being beaten, and Someone was calling 
der! help!” , = therebë 
“Hear them, the beasts! What intercourse ca d Novo- 
between us and such as they?” quietly remarke 
dvorov., iet tell- 
“You call them beasts, and Nekhlyudov had Kryltsovs 
ing me about such an action,” irritably retorted } life to 
and went on to say how Makar was risking his 


ion of a beast, 
Save a fellow-villager, “That is not the action o 
it is heroism.” 


e 
u se 
tives on which they act. Yo 
generosity, but it m 


ther 
ay be simply jealousy of that 0 
criminal,” g ood 
“How is it that you never wish to see anything 8 up- 
in another?” Maria Pavlovna said, suddenly flaring 
“But how can one see what does not exist?’ sk of 2 
“Of course it exists when a man takes the risk 
terrible death.” 
i think,” sai 


t to do 
aid Novodvoroy, “that if we wan 
Something, the 


ev 
rst condition jg» (here Bandra a 
put down the book he was reading by the eins ag Sat 
began to listen attentively to his teacher’s words) 
We should not gi 


ings aS 
Ive way to fantasy but look at thing 
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they are, We should do all in our power for the a i 
and expect nothing in return. The masses can only be 
he Object of our activitv, they cannot be our pane 
Workers as long as they remain in the state of now a 
they are in at present.” He went on as if delivering a 
lecture. “Therefore to expect help from them eee 
ere has taken place the process of development—t a 
Process we are preparing them for—is delusive. began 
flusp, 2t Process of development?” Kryltsov ane 
Ushin UP. “We say that we are against arbitrary g 
Potism; and yet is not this the most awful eve? 
Toy © despotism whatever,” quietly agi that the 
` am only Saying that I know the pat h” 
«De must travel, and can show them that pa is 
the tra OW Can you be sure that the path TA otism, 
from we,Path? Is this not the same kind ô rae ee 
m Which Sprang the inquisitions and executions 


b 
Me Evolution? They too knew the one true way by 
ao 9 Science,” 

at the 


des Y erred 1s no pr goi o err. Be- 
i i oof that I am going t 
i d ther i 


i of 
ideo] e is a great difference between the peie E f 
N, “sues and facts based on sound economic ssp al 
o spentVorov's Voice filled the room, he alone con 
Fak, all the rest were silent , 
l ; i said 
hen Hy are always disputing,” Maria Pavlovna 
«a there was a moment’s silence. ; ie Mee 
Yuq M you yourself, what do you think about it? 
Ta ink Ka oe should not 
foree. nk Kryltsov is right when he says we 
« r views on the people.” J ee 
and wa YOu, Katyusha?” asked Nekhlyudov vith s B 
Sa waite anxiously for her answer, fearing 
methin awk d 5 an 
SE eae 8 awkward. so ; 
anq Pe the common people are wrong 


Wro Shed scarl « : h are dreadfully 
nge » et, I think they 
d. 
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ot a Nabatov. 
i ight,” cried ie 
an ’s right, Maslova, quite rig ta tina 
i Pe wronged—the A E ee 
not vd wronged, and therein lies our w 


ee 


© XV * 


1] the 
i med by a ž 
Although Novodvoroy was highly estee cee and con 
revolutionists, and though he was very lea 


Ovod 
Ould explain i 
appeared to N 
ambition and 


n 
ed 0 
ekhlyudov to be found ¢ 
first his Capacity for assim 


the desire for AET mit 
ilating the thoughts ° position 
™ correctly had given him a the hig 
of Supremacy amo Pupils and teachers in 

School ang t 


‘c are 
o j h as his 
be university where qualities suc 
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hight 
Y priz 
nishe See he was satisfi 
acy was ies and received ad. But when he had 
SO Kry] Over, he sud his diploma, and that 
iremac Tyltsov, wh suddenly altered his vi i 
eral h y in anoth o did not like hi s iews in 
Bar, PE be her sph him, said) to gain 
eing came a rabi ere, and from bei s: 
Which © 4eVoid of rabid adher eing a moderate 
Quireg Call forth a those sag at the Marctatl 
ed hi a Position loubts and Aah aesthetic qualities 
methat oe the best erro UEF S00 
tion, he never puny Taada, Ele orld which satis- 
ttain th er doubted.or hesi aving once chosen a 
Se ie ae never made ee: gyer oe 
: nd one-sidedness or i and certain. And Lapeiees 
: ae e and clear; of his views did make everything 
ed pe self-assuranc one only had to be logical, as he 
l his a Ople or mad e was so great that it either re- 
his boundless, among them submit to him. As he carried 
rlorit less self- g very young people who mistook 
"eVolutig did avast to Hien for depth and wisdom, the 
Preparation w cg and he had great success in 
nnd call a of a rising i s activity was directed to the 
ra int ogether an n which he was tO usurp 
Ure th Was to be assembly. A programme 
and th at this pro put before this assembly, 
i ie at it would —— of his solved every problem, 
Uteng Comrades r e inevitably carried out. 
1 Ss but did espected him for his coura 
have °0ked upo not love him. He did not love 4 
Male done it sd a men of note as rivals, d could he 
Ment Monkeys the d willingly have treated the 
s ois Dower a young ones. He would have torn all 
bep a not ral all capacity, from other men, 50 that they 
naved well erfere with the display of his talents. 
w the jo only to those who powed before him 
as influ urney, he behaved well to Kondratyev 
enced by his propaganda), and to vera Dukho- 
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m. 


with 
th in love the 
va and pretty little Grabets (who EO OA r ae 
Hn Although in Principle he was f his soul h those 
women’s movement yet in the depths > nt except A 
sidered all women stupid and m he was dto 
with whom he was sentimentally in toye € consideré ‘ng 
in love with Grabets), and such —— of disce™ 
be exceptional, he alone being capable 
their merits, 
he question of th 
upon as thorough] 
He had one no 
whom he was sep 
that there was no 
thought of enterin 


oke 
he 10 

e relation of the sexes A union. 
Yy solved by accepting fr 


“co from 
wife 7 n 
minal wife, and one real Jusi? 


no 


à the si 
wn coin, and could not stifle 
antipathy he felt towards him. 


* XVI * room: 
The Voices of officials Sounded from the 1e towe’ 
Prisoners were silent, and a sergen i inshin 
$ convoy soldiers entered, The time for t n T 
tion had ¢ © sergeant counted everyones ith 
~“ came he addressed him W 

Natured familiarity. 
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te 
You 
mu 
St not stay af 
ay atter the ins: i Pri Y 
pection, rince. You 


must go now 

Nekh ” 
l 

gea yudov } 
ro and put pa what this meant, went up to 

lone? well; ree-ruble note i i 

nger if y ; what is one te into his hand. 

oe ou like.” to do with you? Stay a bit 

oll geant w: 

a by or to go when 
d a bruise Onvict, a spar i 
„Ws a his eye, ca = ~~? = 
: the i , came in. 
me s Daddy A have come,” said the convict. 

with pone ined e!” came a child’s ringing accents 
hew yusha’s and Sood from behind Rantseva who 

gatient for t aria Pavlovna’s help was making 
he child out of one of Rantseva's 


Ow: 
Buzovkin, 


the ser- 


another sergeant, 
h a thin beard 


n 
“ Petticoats 
tender]; daughter, it’ ” 

y. , it’s me,” said the prisoner, 


“She, 
look; e is qui 
the ea ibg iGO, 
Sta e W comfortabl eae P 
ay with ith pity at B e here, said Maria 
‘The | us.” uzovkin’s bruised face. 
Point; adie 
tin, S are maki 
Ones!» x the E R 
ar o ak n on prattling. E 
‘essin wish to slee i 
‘Yes pe child p wat 
> wi ad 
A smile gee And Daddy too?” 
ingt GE Daday & Rantseva’s face. 
$ “th father, t. We'll keep her t 
s j 
» you 
Out seh, a leare her” sidt a 
S Soon ith the other. 
ihe Benge were out of the room Na atov We! 
in, slapped him on shoulder, and said, 
armanovV ants to ex" 


I sa 
y 
c > Old = 

hange>» fellow, is it true that K 


Pavlovna, 
“Let her 


clothes,” said the girl, 
«ni-i-ice, pee-oo-tiful 
q Rantseva, 


h us?” aske 


hen,” she said, turn- 
ergeant, and 


Went 
went 


3 
4—~1316 
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d 
enly sad, 
Buzovkin’s kindly, gentle face turned sudd a 
veil seemed to dim his eyes, — nd wi 
E Bae heard nothing,” he said jes Be to the 
the same dimness still over his eyes he f 
child, ; ake you 
“Well, Aksyutka, it seems you're ee ae hurrie 
self Comfortable with the ladies,” he said, P 
it ver 
away. ws it ve 
“It is true about the exchange, and he m do?” 
well,” said Nabatov. “What are you oth el I know 
“I shall tell the authorities in the next 


oth prisoners by sight,” said Nekhlyudov. 


re 
All were Silent, feari 


ng a recommencement O n 

i É : row. 
y who had been lying with his i up 
behind his head and not speaking, rose and ‘ing roun 
to Nekhlyudoy with decision, carefully pass 
those who Were sitting, 

“Could you listen to me now?” 

“Certainly,” 


perplexe < apia” Simon 
“What I want to Speak to you about is this, 
son began when th 


sage. - 
ey had come out into the Pri shou 
the passage the din of the criminals’ voices a 


ranig?’ 
egan, seriously Piyade 
h yes looking straight into Ne 
face, “I Consider jt my d 


k to 
uty—” He was obliged 

0 Voices Were hear, 
both at on 


ce, close to the door, we” one V 
ou, blockhead, they were not mine, 


“May you Choke, you de 


ting: 
d disputing and shou 


oic? 


er. 
Vil,” shouted the oth 
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At thi 
Passage moment Maria Pavlovna came out into the 


. Ho 
ts on One talk here?” 
â tiny Poot She went in 

> om, evidently m 
Prisoner, Placed at the q 
On the beg era Dukhova 


she said. “Go in there; Vera 
at the second door and entered 
eant for a solitary cell, which 
isposal of the women political 
lay covered up, head and all, 


hear os headache, and is asleep, so she cannot 
n thea will go away,” said Maria Pavlovna. 
Secr: Te arary, stay here,” said Simonson, “I have 
i anyone—certainly not from you.” 
Whole ht,” said. aria Patines, and ie ol her 
to side like a child, to get farther 
» She settled down to listen, her 
te yes seeming to look somewhere far 


Ody rom si 
on side 
beautigu ‘he 2e shelf 


a this is m 
Sider me your relatio 
her» Myself bound 


Nek 
Bi 
“ag frana? could not help admiring the simplicity 
«What ie with which Simonson spoke to him. 
; ou m 9» 
loyą » Can th ean?” he asked. 


« at I should like to marry Katyusha Mas- 


y business,” Simonson repeated. 
ns to Katyusha Maslova, I con- 
to explain to you my relations to 


ou > 
Sn Sip don » 
oliona Say! 
i " : *. mm 
Simons m g Made Up my mind to ask her to be my wife, 
On Continued, 


4 a » i V. 
Yoy ês, ea I do? It depends on her,” said Nekhlyudo 


isi ithout 
ie ut she will not come to any decision wi 


Said Maria Pavlovna, fixing her eyes 


"teq, she ca as long as your relations with her are unset- 
34s can’t make up her mind.” 
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t 

“As far as I am concerned it is finally settled. hein 
o do what I consider to be my duty, and also to An any 
her fate; but on no account would I wish to pu 
e a not wish to accept your sacrifice 

“Tt is no sacrifice,” , 1” 

“And I know that this decision of hers is final.’ said 

“Well, then, there is no need to speak to me, 
Nekhlyudoy, 


ink as she 
“She wants you to acknowledge that you think 
does.” hat 1 
wW. 
“How can I acknowledge that I must not SA am no 
consider to be my duty? All I can say is that 
free, but she is? 


ae ittle he 
Simonson was Silent; then after thinking a lit 

Said: ink Jam 

“Very well then, I'll tell her. You must not eee 
>” he continued; “] love her as a SP 


ing from her, 
lighten her—” 
Nekhlyudoy 


. in Simon” 
was surprised to hear a tremor 
Son’s voice, 


e 
t a F: i “I s 

To lighten her Position,” Simonson continued. mine 
does not wi 


erni- 


e 
Our years are not an nte? 


ive near her and perhaps might toe 
ue fate...” ona he again Stopped, too agitated 
inue 


d 
gla 
I to say?” said Nekhlyudov. “I am very 
rotector as you—” inter” 
ee wanted to know,” SUOI E a ‘ 
rupted. “I wanted to know if, loving her, re 
ou would consider it good for 
Marry me?” 
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“Oh 
a ES 
7 It all r Misie hlyudov said decidedly. 
ea should be on her. I only wish that this suffering 
énderness ee rest,” said Simonson, with a childlike 
a aman e could have expected from so morose- 
Simonson ro 
ae ros 
nd kissed him e, went up to Nekhlyudov, smiled shyly, 
o I sha : 
all tell her,” he said, and went away. 


- * XVI * 
hat ; 
Ve, Brel as think of that?” said Maria Pavlovna. “In 
ave A ie rae Raa that’s a thing I never should 
e in love, a of him—that Vladimir Simonson should 
Mazing aa in the silliest and most boyish way! It is 
_ “But she—: to tell the truth, it is sad,” and she sighed. 
it?” Nekh] Katyusha? How do you think she looks at 
“She?” EN asked. 
Bive oa ee aria Pavlovna paused, evidently wishing to 
See, in deters an answer as possible. “She? Well, you 
and such = of her past, she has a most moral nature— 
and is ha ne feelings. She loves you, loves you rightly, 
Of not me to be able to do you even the negative good 
you avid you get entangled with her. Marriage with 
Past; and be a terrible fall for her, worse than all that’s 
therefore she will never consent to it. And yet 


ou 
a ence agitates her.” 
Maria’ what am I to do? Ought I to vanish?” 
id: Pavlovna smiled her sweet, childlike smile, and 


„Yes, partly.” 
g! Pi is one to vanish partly?” 

to tell talking nonsense. But as for he 

you that she probably sees the silliness 

t spoken to he 


Uro f 
us kind of love—he has no 
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jel should like 
of his rap- 
r—and is 


to 
both flattered and afraid of it. I am not eed That on 
judge in such affairs, you know; still, I- believe 
his.part it is the m 
is masked. He says 
is platonic, but I know 
at the bottom of it lie 
as bet 


hav- 
Maria Pavlovna had 


wandered from the subject, 
heme. 


? said Maria Pavlovna. 
said Nekhlyudov. 
out. 


fee 
easant but painful. He had seption4 
of Simonson’s destroyed the exc its 


$ i ne 
his Sacrifice, and therefore lesse 


: u 

: ealou 
n an admixture of ordinary j t like 
ad got so used 


he could 


an 
S presence Would be unnecessary 
would have to form 


Befo 
* Te h 
n e had ti 
ay the Gabor to analyze his feelings the loud 
do 8 special neh pl cig came in with a rush (some- 
— to admit T them today) as the 
& € 3 
„Maria Devinn: up to him, stepping briskly. 
fi es, I müst i has sent me,” she said. 
onson has b ave a talk with you. Sit down Viadimir 
See © had sat co speaking to me.” l 
Sime’ quite eee folding her hands in her lap, and 
Nson’s name x but hardly had Nekhlyudov uttered 
e when she flushed crimson. 


What di 
« t did he say?” she asked. 


e told 
ño er face E wanted to marry you.” 
thing, on] enly puckered up with pain, but she said 
Only cast down her eyes. 
or my advice. I 


is : 
‘old him it Prag for my consent, 
ò pends entirely on you—that you must de- 
h 
l » Wh r 
soked in ned does it all mean? Why?” she muttered, and 
lonsely aff eyes with the peculiar squint that always 
t ing into ected him. They sat silent for a few seconds, 
° both, each other’s eyes, and this look told much 
‘You 
oe gia decide,” Nekhlyudov re 
Bideg oH d fo decide? Everything 
“No 
mir Soa must decide whether you will accept Vladi- 
« “tegen offer,” said Nekhlyudov- 
Should | sort of a wife can I be—I, a convict? Why 
rown, ruin Vladimir Simonson too?” she said, with a 
“yy 
tgs but if the sentence should be remit 
She sn; et me alone. There is nothing more 
apped, and rose to leave the room. 


& 


peated. 


has long been de- 


ted?” 
to be said,” 


* KVOT * 


ite- 
the men’s room he found everyone in a state of pire 
ment. Nabatov, who went about vee E just 
know everybody, and noticed everything, ews was 
brought news which staggered them all. The en writ- 
that he had discovered, on one of the walls, a sentence 
ten by the revolutionist Petlin, who had been ng since 
to hard labour, and who everyone thought had “ he 
reached the Kara; and now it turned out Hae! risone 
passed this way quite recently, the only political p 
among criminal convicts. 


nt 
€ as sel 
so ran the note, “I w put 


. e, 
Neverov was with a pa 
atic asylum in Feri l 

well and in good spirits and hope for the best. 


, -sjon while 
nd told me that Neverov had a vision 


still in the Peter and Paul Fortress,” said Rantsev® nin 
“Yes, he was a 


mag” 
when I was in solitary confinement I never let A ost 
ination run away with me, but arranged my days ery 
eh matically, and therefore always bore ! d 
well.” 
ae Á i a 

And why Shouldn’t you? Why, I used to be quite ish” 
when they lockeq me up,” said a cheerfully, w aid 
ing to dispel the general 


a aff’ 
depression, “A fellow’s 4 tan” 
of everything: of being ae himself and of a 
gling others and spoiling the Whole business, and te ee 
gets locked up, and all ‘responsibility ends and h 
rest—he can just sit ang smoke,” 
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7 o 
pe knew him well?” asked Maria Pavlovna, glanc 


ing anxiously at the altered, haggard expression of 
Krvltsov's face, h 
1 everoy a dreamer?” Kr ltsov suddenly began, pant- 
a8 for breath as if he had been shouting or singing for 
beane me. “Neverov was a man ‘such as the sonh 
ve" few of,’ as our door-keeper used to express i 
thro, he had a nature like crystal; you could see rig 
ble woh him. He could not lie; he could not even we 
bare ct Merely thin-skinned, but with all his nerves lai 
ae if he were flayed. Yes...his was a comp a 
He (nature, not like ... But what is the use of talking? 
di Paused, and then added, with an angry ee = 
Yak Whether we must first educate the ae n 
of $ alter the forms of social life, or first alter the m s 
Peac S 2nd then we dispute how we are to siagan y 
the mu Propaganda or by terrorism? We dispute. n 
of a mob dispute, they know their para g| P 
Whar e Whether dozens, hundreds of men perish. a 
they en! No, that the best should perish is se We A 
Were vant. Yes, Herzen said that when the Decem ig 4 
Our g Withdrawn from circulation the average level o 
him sciety Sank. I should think so, indeed. Then Herzen 
es and his fellows were withdrawn, and now the 
Veroys, o» 


Cheers) ,C2N't all be got rid of,” said Nabatov in his 
tinue qa! tones. “There will always be enough left to con- 

toe the breed.” 
tsoy O, there Won't, if we show any pity to them, pcan 
self pe on tinued, raising his voice, and not letting him 
“op Dterrupted. “Give me a cigarette.” _ i . 
lovna *ANatoly, it is not good for you,” said Maria Pav 
te Please do not smoke.” oie 
fette 7 leave me alone,” he said angrily, an bei p 
Were ut at once began to cough and to retch as if he 
* going to be sick, Having expectorated he went on: 
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, Not 
“What we have been doing is not the thing at all. 
to argue, but all to unite ... to ep ee 
“But they are also human beings,” said Ne Serie 
“No, they are not human: men who can do w E 
are doing. ... No.... It is said that. some kind a sap 
and balloons have been invented, Well, one om a | 
up in a balloon, and sprinkle them with in ’ “yes 
they were bugs, till they are all exterminate EET 
Because....” He tried to continue, but turning 


d 
f bloo 
began coughing worse than before, and a stream 0 
rushed from his mouth, 


Nabatov ran to 


F ovna 
get some snow. Maria Pav! 
brought valerian 


an put, 
drops and offered them to 2 with 
heavily, he pushed her A en the 
kept his eyes closed. he had 
d eased him a little, and 


“night to 
been put to bed, Nekhlyudov, having said good ny peen 
everybody, went out with the sergeant, who 
Waiting for 


him some time. 


them 
The criminals Were quiet now, and most oar 
asleep, Though the People were lying on and u Jd n° 
bed-shelves and in the 


e 
n th 
ans, and sleepy voices came throug yery- 
open doors a i 


nd sounded through the passage. 
where lay co 


Sergeant), and an 
in the pas 
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Stepping alo 
ane ng the passage ene bad ró 136k cire 
nad oy pee and, having put down, one Oot, a pace” 
evidenti aan for the other. Three persons who had 
sitive on no room even in the passage lay in the 
o_o. ato the stinking and leaking tub. One of 
marching. wi idiot, whom Nekhlyudov had often seen 

ith the gang; another was a boy of about 


tën, 
the he lay between the two other convicts, his head on 
Whe of one of them. 
ae en he had passed out of the gate, Nekhlyudov took 
diau p breath, and long continued to preathe in deep 
ghts of the frosty air. 


* XIX * 


It 

in a a cleared up and the st 
lyudoy places the mud was frozen h 
dark i to his inn and knocke 
barefoote pag The broad-shouldered 1a 
door on T to open the door and let him in. Through a 
gruff tay right, leading to the back premises, came the 
from th snores of the carters who slept there, and 
Oats, The yard came the sound of many horses chewing 

e front room, where 4 red lamp was purning in 


fron 
t of the icons, smelt of wormwood and perspiration, 
as snoring behind a 


an 

par neona with mighty lungs W 

ling- ri Nekhlyudov undressed, put his leather travel- 

rug pi ow on the oilcloth sofa, out his 

that FA down thinking over he had heard and seen 

ena The boy with his head on the convic 

ae ant on the liqui rom the stinking tub, 

U ed more dreadful than all else. , i 

Sima cig and importan is, conversation with 

not onson and Katyusha that € i d been, he did 
dwell on it. His position $ so com- 
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bourer came 


it 
ought of i 
icated and indefinite that he drove hose unfortunate 
ae Ti ind. But the picture of thos in liquid 002 
ch eae the noisome air, and lying = face af the 
ee i the foul tub especially the innocen “aa all the 
e ee on the leg of a criminal, ne gee get ri 
idee Vividly to his mind, and he cou A 

i there 2 j 
g to know that somewhere, far TE of hu 
men who torture other men by inflicting 


n 
+105 O 

erings - 

. : and suff nile 
miliations and inhuman degradations 
them; and for three mon 


nc 
im, with such quiet are OD 
ng Was necessary, and wa they W is 
hat it was hard to beleve OT 3 va 
mad; nor could he—conscious of the pce jn a CO 
thoughts—believe ha was mad. This kept ae 
tinual State of perplexity, ; these th 
his is how the things he saw during 0 
months impresseq him: those wa 
Tom among all the people who were sh the m he 
were the most nervous, the most ipa ae tt 
excitable, the most gifted, and the e aie ta 
least Careful and Cunning, were selected OF le one 
trials or by administrative orders. These Pte fr 
whit more dangerous than those who rem i 
UD in pri 
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Second] 
unn y, thes 
x necessary ier were subjected to all sorts of 
ad n heads, and s in these establishments: chains 
Srivéa of a anamen COREE that is, they were 
rag live good vss motives that induce weak peo- 
nity of shame, Pn Rael for public opinion, a 
Thiraty nsciousness of human dig- 
K » their li ? 
= infections diene being in continual danger from 
a exhaustion ases common in places of confinement, 
aanl cases of and beatings (not to mention excep- 
Ople lived co sunstroke, drowning, and fires), these 
E most e in a condition in which the best 
ion to cor men are led by feelings of self-preser- 
mmit (and excuse others who commit) the 


most terri 
Fourth bly cruel actions. 
R hers whe — people were forced to associate with 
lally by th ere particularly depraved by life, and espe- 
ing thal ae very institutions: with debauchees, mur- 
UPted as | scoundrels, who acted on those not yet cor- 
And oe acts on dough. 
ti inhum y, the fact that all sorts of vi 
tioned þ anity, are not only tolerated but eve 
bracers cn government when it suits its purpose, was 
buirn hee ee people most forcibly by the in- 
Mgs na ine they were subjected to: by the suffer- 
Bings or ed on children, women: and old men; by flog- 
ing a aie rods and whips; py rewards offered for bring- 
hus fede coe back, dead or alive; b i 
Course s and wives, and their union, 
Shootin with the wives and husbands of others; an 
e pa gs and hangings. Therefore acts of viorne on 
and ah of those who were deprived © their freedom, 
Ing Sie were in want and misery could not help seem- 
All Fi more permissible. Pe 
e atl meted institutions seemed purposely devise aa 
uction of depravity and vice, and for spreading 
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olence, cruelty, 
n sanc- 


this condensed de 
whole population 
equal. 

“It is just as if 
best, the surest 
of people!” thoy 
into what was 
Stations. Every 
to the highest 
depraved they 
€ase they hadc 

In the prison: 
at the halting- 
ly the object 


the 
Pravity and vice broadcast np 
to an extent no other conditions 


the 
a problem had been set: to find 


ing the social, peasant, 


efore 
Were set aside in real life, and that ther?” 
they, too, need no 


tic 
t keep these laws. Nekhlyudov nO w 


e 
this effect of Prison life in all the prisoners he Hen tet 
in Fyodoroy, in M 


two mont 
lack of 


dov by 3 
Onvicts struck Nekhlyu 5 
journey that tramp 


NV h 
arguments. He learnt during | 
h 


the? 


ot 4 
con 


On] 
rieq Y by a s ; 
brou on in ea cultivation i 
i a j of vice 
Nietzsen o the LM eager Rn meee A i 
7 ana S newest me these tramps, who antici cd 
rst am nothing fo en holding everything alc 
rbidden, and spreading this Area 


8eneray ng the convict 
: s and then among the people in 
at 


ctin 
eng 8 offe 
the Seance,” nders, and ; 
e > at 
of east re as the book dealing On! 
resembling fiom said. But in reality nothing in 
( ead of b ing put a sto e results came to pass- Instead 
man eing fright p to, it only spread further; in- 
instead, tramp ee the criminals were encouragà 
rally in of correctio ned to prison of his own free will); 
dein Stilled; FA every kind of vice was systemati- 
instig asened Sa E desire for vengeance, far from 
“« into th y the measures of the government, was 
Could a why oat to whom it w natural. 
na ‘idan oe Nekhlyudov as , and 
at se : 
Not being — most surprising WS that all this 
Once, but h one accidentally, nor y mistake, nor 
only this ne been done continuously for centuries, 
to be slit ifference, that at first i 
they w and their ears cropped; 
a they at branded and fastened to iron bars; and 
ad of on ae manacled, and transported py steam in- 
e s. 
m ar 
ina erment broun 
ieme eee said that 
ments of th vreta simply: gue: to tae impe 
l be put t e places of confinement, nd that J 
o rights if prisons of a modern type we bi 
ecause he new that W at 
of a better or worse 


diq 
n i 
ot satisfy Nekhlyudov, 
nsequenc 


Was 
Only 
With 
used 
Wh 
en 
Now 
overn- 


ose in &' 
his 


forward by th 
hi aroused t 


the things 


Tey, 

o : 

Ited him was not a CO! 
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arrangement of prisons. He had read of model prisons 
with electric bells, of executions by electricity as Leno sil 
mended by Tarde, and this refined violence revolted hi! 
yet more. re 
But what revolted him most of all was that there W° g 
men in the Law Courts and in the Ministry receivit 
large salaries taken from the people, for referring i 
books written by other officials like themselves, acun ns 
by like motives, fitting to this or that statute aor - 
that infringed the laws thus written, and then, 1 Such 
dience to these statutes, sending those guilty of e 
actions to places where they saw them no more; o 
where those people were completely at the mercy l- 
cruel, hardened inspectors, warders, and convoy nd 
a and where millions of them perished, body ĉ 
Now that he had a closer knowledge of prisons, paer 
lyudov found that all the vices which developed aM O r- 
the prisoners—drunkenness, gambling, cruelty, ae 
rible crimes, even cannibalism—were not casual, pe o 
A degeneration, nor to the existence of monstrosities 4, 
in criminal type (as dull scientists, backing uP t e Pe- 
quence v žPlained it), but were an inevitable © iy. 
ish Ce of the inconceivable delusion that men ma Paid 


One another. Nekhl ibalis™ iit- 
not begin in the yudov saw that cann com it 


marshes, but in the ministries, °7.. j 

tees, and state departments, and only came to palgi 

ond eae He saw that his brother-in-law, for exam 
minister 2 all the lawyers and officials from US 00 

» CO Not care in the least for justice, oF t oe he 

ich they talked, but only caused 

Saat 

: i ite eviden 
“Can i suffering. This was qu! is 

an it be, then, that all this is simply due t° 4 nese 


thes 
1l and 


due 


544 


a Premi 

he tum pai 
ewe an hoo Homi beste to leave off doi 
Second oughts, ar thought ekhi 3 a all that 
up iain ae in spite the cocks had erty and wi 
him, lke of the fleas that see y ae the 
water from a that seemed yer he 
, e 


Move 
d= 
he fell fast aslee 
p. 


The c * XX * 

awoke is had left th 

1 on: Pecan od had a long before Nekhlyudov 
= a soldi erspiring neck wi ee e in, WIP- 

i n. The ier had brough ith her handkerchief, to say 
tyltsoy’ nhote’was “ie a note from th ing-sta- 

Posed, a attack was m aria Pavlovna. wrote tha 

8et permi e first wished ore serious a 

deed Seon to gti to let him remain here, and to 
eas s 50 We shi p with him, put this has not been 

ona a tange all take him 08) ut we fear the worst 

i isi ma that if he should be left i 

to gann to ne remain with him. If in 
acts ay I must marry him, 1 a™ ° co 

is, 

Beinn eae the young jabourer tO the post-sta- 

hor re he had poe and egan packing up hurriedly- 

e a ue a his second glass © tea the three- 

Ne wheels r s rove up to the porch with ringing pells, 

n ekhlyudov attling On the froze on stones: 

a into the pain the fat-necke landlady» 

th as fast as art, and gave Or o the driver to g0 

n gates of et to over ake the ang: 

a e carts lad e communal pastu e-grou d the overtook 
ver the f en with sacks d sick jsoners: rattling 

Tolled sm rozen mu just peginning be 

he had ooth by the whee s. not there; 

been hes on in front. The soldiers: w 

nking, followed, chatting merrily, PY the 
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ts. Ti each of the 
the road. There were a great many carts. icts, closely 
first carts sat six invalid criminal Sa ar political 
packed. On each of the last three were ae sat on 
prisoners: Novodvorov, Grabets, and Kon hom Maria 
one, Rantseva, Nabatov, and the woman to eae On the 
Pavlovna had given up her own place, on anot LA pillow 
third cart Kryltsov lay on a heap of hay, wit! 1 on the 
under his head, Maria Pavlovna sitting Hoe to stop, 
edge of the cart. Nekhlyudov ordered his ote sol- 
got out, and went up to Kryltsov. One of the t he paid 
diers waved his hand towards Nekhlyudov, bu Iding °” 
no attention, and walked on near Kryltsov, o sheep- 
to the side of the cart with his hand. Dressed ine mout 
skin coat, with a fur Cap on his head, and ot paler 
bound up with a handkerchief, Kryltsov seeme d very 
and thinner than ever. His beautiful eyes loos jolt- 
large and brilliant. Shaken from side to side bY fekhlyu- 
ing of the cart, he lay with his eyes fixed on sed his 
dov; but when asked about his health he only clo eemed 
eyes and angrily shook his head; all his energy = pav- 
to be needed to bear the jolting of the cart. Man ificant 
lovna was on the other side. She exchanged a sign j her 
glance with Nekhlyudov, which expressed ĉ@ 


: ce be 
anxiety about Kryltsoy’s State, and then she at 0n 
gan to speak in a che 


“It seem 


hispered, “Much better 
Only not to catch cold.” 
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Nekhlyudov nodded in acquiescence, and again ex- 
ý anged a glance with Maria Pavlovna. ma 
ow about the problem of the three bodies?” whis- 
Pered Kryltsov, smiling with great effort. “The solution 
is difficult2” g 
Nekhlyudov did not understand, but Maria Pavlovna 
pr Plaineg that he meant the well-known mathematical 
Sic Which defines the position of the sun, ean 
twe earth, to which Kryltsov compared the relations be- 
noda. Nekhlyudov, Katyusha, and Simonson. Kryltsov 
jo ded to show that Maria Pavlovna had explained his 
£e Correctly, l 
«pig solution does not lie with me,” Nekhlyudov said. 
lovn id you get my note? Will you do it?” Maria Pav- 
«ea asked, 
loop c tainly,” answered Nekhlyudov; and noticias a 
Prt displeasure on Kryltsov’s face, he returned to bis 
Side *yance, got in, and with both hands holding tö me 
Tou S of the cart, which jolted him over the ruts of ne 
Ta road, he began passing the gang, which, wit ii 
stret cloaks and sheepskin coats, chains and matag e: 
the ched over three-quarters of a mile of the =: 
tyugpp posite side of the road Nekhlyudov notice 1 
on Aa blue shawl, Vera Dukhova’s black coat, a : 
With bos Crocheted cap and white worsted aaa 
So bands like those of sandals tied round them. imo z 
heap êS Walking with the women and carrying 
ya discussion. j 
imona they saw N udov they bowe a 
qimenson raised his pegs a solemn manner. Nerhy: 
ag /aVing nothing to say, did not check the ativan g 
sm, 800n ahead of them. Having again Pon oi 
aother part of the road, the driver went a gae pi 
R but had continually to turn off the bealei) rack 
ass rows of carts that were moving along 
oth directions. 


to him, and 


inb 
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gh 

throug 

The road, which was cut up by deep ia ae an 

a thick forest of pines, mingled with pa had not ye 
larches, bright with the yellow leaves t T ihe distanca 
shed. When Nekhlyudov had covered ha lay stretche 
he reached the end of the forest. Fields rosses and Cup? 
along both sides of the road, and the ee The clouds 
las of a monastery appeared in the distano up; the 
had dispersed; the weather had quite c epee vs 
leaves, the frozen puddles, and the gilt cro the sun that 
polas of the monastery glittered brightly in right, moun 
had risen above the forest. A little to the rey distance: 
tains began to gleam white in the blue-g lage $ 
The vehicle entered a large village. The en nationa 

was full of people, both Russian and of ot unk and § 
ities, wearing curious caps and cloaks. ee pooths: 
ber men and women crowded and chattered r + 


town Was 
: a to 

public houses, and carts. The nearness tO 

noticeable. 


on 
horse 
Giving a pull and a lash of the whip to the ight edge 


his right, the driver sat down sideways on “isch e, and 
of the seat, so that the reins hung over par: y dow? 
with an evident desire to show off drove qu! poat wa 
the river, which was crossed by a ferry. The middle ° 
em and had reached the to ee 
twenty carts were wate pidh i 
ot long to wait. The boat, ached t” 
p the stream, quickly appro 

y the swift current. ferrymen 
broad-shouldered, muscular 00 th 

Dskins, threw the ropes and m 

boat with practised hand, landed the carts that WY ok. 
it and put on boar ti 


F zm al, t 
; Bainst the sides of the ferry-boat, “cart, 
ening the topen sides of 
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With th 
e horses 
T others on a out of it, stood closely surrounded 
= entrance, and l e of the boat, the ferrymen barred 
: ons who had A Sr no heed to the entreaties of 
s Topes, lepers nd room on the boat, unfastened 
the iamo ae on the boat; one co 
: e , ; 
Bing from foot to i s boots, 


uld hear nothing but 
and the horses step- 


Neki * XXI * 
ekhlyud 
me rosd aa i at the edge of the boat, looking at 
One was the a WO pictures kept rising in his mind. 
in anger, the o aking head of Kryltsov, who was dying 
Ping along the ther, Katyusha’s figure vigorously step- 
sion, that of K road beside Simonson. The first impres- 
ryltsov, dying unprepared for death, made 
i he other, that 


a heav 
y, r 
of AE tg impression on him. T 
, full of energy, having gained the love ° 
true and solid path 
and 


Such am s 
towards ea by Simonson and found a 
yet it also ghteousness, should have b 
sion he ins ome in Nekhlyudov’s min 
ot conquer. 
ss bell 
h 


The vi i 
vibrating sounds of a big bra 
s driver, 


reached them 
stood by his 


from th 
e town. Nekhlyudov’ 
aised their caps 
t. dishevelled 


sid 

ee the other men on 

old man Ba themselyes—all except # S80 

lyudov had o stood close to the railings an om Nekh- 

but rais 3 no noticed before. He did not cr 

cae ed his head and looked at v. The old 

Patch re a patched coat, cloth trousers, 2 

high shoes. He had a small wallet on his pack and a 
“Whe of much-worn fur on his head. i 

driv y don’t you pray, old che 9” asked Nekhlyudov $ 

7 er, as he replaced and straightened his caP- ‘Aren't 
ou baptized?” 
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d man 


attered ol 
“Who's one to pray to?” asked the tatte ncing 


nou 
i one, pro 
quickly in a determinedly aggressive t N. 
each syllable. » said the driver 
“To whom? To God of course,” sa pe 
eringly. :s—this God: old 
hed you just show me where He i firm in the ih 
There was something so serious T had to do biti 
man’s expression that the driver felt hat abashed; 
a strong-minded man and was e EA and pu 
trying not to show it, and not to be si erving them: 
Shame before the crowd that was obs 
answered quickly: . 
“Where? In heaven of op er 
“And have you been up there? ows 
“Whether I’ve been or not, everyone kn bie 
must pray to God.” ime. The only h 
“No man has ever seen God at any E pe nt 
gotten Son, who is in the bosom of the ame rapid M 
declared Him,” said the old man in the s 
ner, and with a stern frown. ole- 
“It’s clear you are not a Christian, but ro pushing Te 
per. You pray to a hole,” said the Sr reightening 
handle of his whip into his girdle, and str 
arness on one of the horses. 
Someone laughed, 


ged 

iddle-a5”" 

at is your faith, old man?” asked a re the ferry 

man, who stood by his cart on the same side 
oat. 


D no 
. Lhave no kind of faith, because I believe 
no one but 


ickly an 
myself,” said the old man, as quickly 
fore, 


ith- 


that one 


worship” 


ne— 
Da oi 


d, 
aske 
lieve yourself?” pees make 
versation with him. “You m 


my life,” 
S head 


OW can you be 
entering into con 
a mistake,» 

“Never in 


with 
a Shake of hi 


i ly, 
the old man said decided!; 
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“Then 
ask why a ‘ 
| ae i re there different faiths?” Nekhlyudov 

iey St bec 
pope themselves, th men believe others, and do not be- 
Mys ed others , that there are different faiths. I also 
a so that 3 pe lost myself as in a swamp—lost 
Rh1 elievers and ad no hope of finding my way out 
ysty, and P New-Believers, and Judaizers and 
opovtsy and Bezpopovtsy and Avstriaks 


j are 
In many fai 
y faiths, but the spirit is one—in me, 
believes himself, 


you 

allo and in hi 

i Will be cane So that if everyone 
pne ed; everyone be himself and all will be 

e 

evaa old im 

he ently cea spoke loudly, and often looked round, 
ar him, ing that as many as possible should 


and M 
Olok 
On] ans 
The, and so oo Skoptsy—every sect praises itself 
e y all creep about like blind puppies. 
and 


And 
p PA —_ you long held this faith?” 
*rsecute =e This is the twenty-third year that they 
k Pre you! How?” 
mae aig persecuted Christ so 
© priest and take me before 
Put me į s, the: Scribes, and the 
Cause I eae a madhouse; but they 
Ing I shalt free. They say, ‘What is your name? think- 
ave es sas myself. But I do not give myself a name. 
© countr: en up everything; I have no name, no place, 
name? ot no anything. I am just myself. ‘What 1s your 
My year an.’ ‘How old are you?’ I say, ‘J do not count 
I alwa s, and cannot count them, because I always was, 
Darena shall be. ‘Who are your parents?” ‘I have no 
father.’ except God and Mother od is my 
Say, [| And the Tsar? Do you re 
Own a Why not? He is his own Tsar, anc | ©, 
sar.’ ‘Where’s the good of talking to him?’ say 


35* 
581 


ute me. They 


the courts, and before 
Pharisees. Once they 
can do nothing, be- 


they persec 


» And 
Ik to me. 
they: and I say, ‘I do not ask you to ta 


55 lyu- 
that’s how they torment me. >” asked Nekhly 
“And where are you going now? 9 pad 
; I ca 
z n 
hes God may lead me. I work whe ae 
k, and when I can’t, I beg. approacn e 
the ad saan noticed that the boat bie ts bystander 
the bank, and stopped, turning round : 
With a look of triumph. : Nekhlyu 
The ferry reached the opposite bank. to the old ™ 
out his purse, and offered some money “i 
but he refused, Saying: oo pread. 
“I do not accept that sort of thing: only ded 
“I beg your pardon.” nave not offe 5 
“There is nothing to pardon, you » and the ol 
me, and it is not possible to offend me, d taken off. an 
‘replaced on his back the wallet he ha landed and 
Meanwhile the Dost-cart had been 
horses harnessed, 


im, sit, 
“I wonder you should care to talk to hi 


OV got 
an, 


» gaid 


wny 
ae the brav 5 
the driver, when Nekhlyudov, having taea a worthles 
ferrymen, got into the cart again. “He is j 
tramp.” 


* XXII * 
When they got to 
round to N ekhlyudo 


‘What hotel am I to drive to?” 
“Which is the best?” 


e 
iyer turn 
the top of the bank the drive 
v. 


„p, Düt 
“Nothing Could be better than The Siberian, 
Dyukov’s is also good.” 
“Drive to Whichever you like.” nd drove 
© driver again Seated himself sideways, a kind 
faster, The 


ame 
own was like all such towns. The S 
» With atti 


me 
the sa 
1c Windows and green roofs, 
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king 
the not cath 
Pring; edral 
en, po Dal ss same kind of shops and i 
Streets t almost all and even the same ki d ia 
driver — not — a were of comers 
eh Pped at . In one of th i i ; 
oy, n ere, so e door of an ae basia n td 
simak iwo eSa to another. "And here es 
Comforts Hh ae he oH again found himself in sur- 
hown and cleanli ad been accustomed to, as far as 
televoto was ier went. Though the room he was 
counts ‘to be ther enough, yet Nekhlyudov felt greatly 
to lent inns, and SA a iwo months of post-carts, 
abe oe iimas! E rom eree r ? pusiness was 
i , 
t Whee only. rid of after visi 
Star an bath e had unpacked he went fi 
tore shir aon then, having put ° 
a » tr 
lag K-coat, ae ae that had got rather crea 
Whose the region Sees ee out to visit the gover- 
well-fed r. e hotel-keeper calle i 
irghiz horse and squea 
of a big and 


Tou, 
ght N 
é ekh 
lyudov to the large pore 
f which stood sentries and 


ha 
ndso 
Policeman ading in front 0 
c . 
Spre, Where house had a garden in front and at the 
Ae out th mong the aspen and pirch trees which 
es and firs eir bare branches grew thick dark green 
č Gener. 
neral was not well and did not receive, put 
in his card all 
i fi vourable 


Nek 

hl 

he E aa asked the footman te 

l , and the footman came pack wit 


Tep y 
“Wil 
you please come in?” 
orderly; the staircase, the 
oor, very 
ing and 


The 
andas aa! the footman, the 
MUON the aac with its ’ ell-polished fl 
rathe e same as in petersburg, PY more impos! 
hlyudov was show? into the study- 
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i i ition, 
The General, a bloated man of sanguine aed, gute 
ith a bulbous nose, large bumps on his fore + oat 
aes his eyes, and a bald head, sat wrapped in ng te 
silk dressing-gown, smoking a cigarette and sipp 
a glass in a silver holder, mO 
pora do, my dear sir? Excuse my one 
gown; it is better so than if I had not amet uae 
all,” he said, pulling his dressing-gown over his i, aa 
with its deep folds at the nape. “I am not quite W < 2 
do not go out. What has brought you to our rem 
ions?” m 
8 “Iam accompanying a gang of prisoners, among whos 
there is a person closely connected with me, 


llency 
Nekhlyudov. “And I have come to see Your hA 
partly on behalf of this person and partly about 
business.” 


The General took an 
his cigarette into 
puffy, glittering sli 
listening seriously, 
him a cigarette, 


ilitary 
The General belonged to the cultured type of mit 


: can be 
men who believe that liberal and humane views 
reconciled wit 


; re a 
h their profession, But being by ne pilit 

kind and intelligent man he soon felt the imposs! dis- 
of such a reconciliation. So, not to feel the ico an 
cord in which he lived, he gave himself up mor mili- 
more to the habit of drinking, so prevalent aE thirty” 
tary men, and became So addicted to it that after 
five years’ 


t 
other whiff and a sip of ae kis 
a malachite ash-pan, and wit sat 
ts of eyes fixed on Nekhlyudov, er 
only interrupting him once to 


tors term an “alcoholic.” 
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se r 
tet nd was accepted as W 
mornin big position which he occupied. 
was i. at the time Nekhlyudov came 
what w Ike A reasonable being an ble to derstand 
a prov as said to him, exemplifying more © 
Wise erb he was fond of repeating: “He's tipsy put he’s 
ties be he’s pleasant in twe ways.” The higher 
helm he was a drunkard, but Tig yras crea e 
ee the rest—though his «on had stopped at 
ee ce which drunkenness al 
even old, adroit, of imposing aPP 
all when drunk, and therefore 
— ta retain, SO I 
ey onl told hin 
vi in was a woman t at she 
icted, and that a petition ad been gent to th 


on her behalf. 
Cc ncern- 


“Yes, well?” said the General. 

i I was promised in Petersburg that the news o : 

a her fate would be sent to me not later than this 
onth, and to this place—” 

The General stretched his hand with its stumpy 
towards the table and rang a bell, still looking at 
yudov, puffi , coug 

> ng at his 
loudly, P ga 
a ST onia like to ask that this wom 
wed to remain here until the answer 
Comes,” 

The footman, an orderly in uniform» ite 
th ‘Ask if Anna Wasilyevn? js up,” Sal tied 
ed orderly, “and bring so ore tea- i 

ekhlyudov, “Yes, and what else? 
is wae other reauest co 
ith the same ang.” : . nificant shake 

“Ts that s0?” ad the General, with 4 significa 
of the head. 


cigarettes 
an might b 
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x ably þe 
“He is seriously ill—dying—and he e reaped 
left here in the hospital. So one of the P r fE 
prisoners would like to stay behind with : 
“She is no relation of his?” a ill en- 
“No, but she is willing to marry him if that w 
able her to remain.” 


n Š es at 
The General, looking fixedly with glittering ey 
his i 


Soomi 

with an evident wish to disco 
€, smoking all the time. ok a 
had finished, the General quickly 
book from the table, and wetting his peg A to 
turned over the Pages and found the statute re 
Marriages, and read it, , from 

“What is she Sentenced to?” he asked, looking up 
the book, 

“She? To hard labour,” 


t can- 
“Well then, the position of One sentenced to tha 
not be bettered by Marriage,” 

“y 


When Nekhlyudoy 


ith 4 
PY are quits,” said the General, Wi ill 


iS 
Sot the same that he has, but as he 
he may be left behin 


i nw she could not remain behind— 
Her Excellency i P 


an- 
S having coffee,” the footman 
nounced, 
The Genera] nodded anq Continued: P mes? 
OWever, I wil] think about it, What are their na 
Put them te) ere,” 
Nekhlyudoy Ww 


“Neither 7 
th you ig do that. Of course 1 do not suspect you; 

ou have m n interest in him and in the others, and 
With mone Oney, and here with us anything can be done 

I put n They tell me, ‘Put down bri 

po ee whe 

ribeq, ess their rank the more 
thousanq Ow ‘can one find it out across nore E 
just as Į miles? Out there any ° ficial is a Jittle tsar, 
been to ae here,” and he laughed “you have probably 
got „22 See the political pti ners: YO 
Permission, eh?” he Paw i V aie, WRN 


“ 


ao ES itis” 
ou pity 4 


Qui 
cal p understand that you had to do it. Ye 

prisoner and wish to See im. And the inspecto" 

s because e has 4 salary 

can’t help 


ec 
S forty pies soldier accepts 96” 
the Pting DA a day, and a family, an 
ame w. In his place and in yours I sition 
th ne Way as you and be my But in YP ter o 
by law, joer? myself to swerve an inca’ mm tht 
Y. Lan because I am aman an m 
th in a n a member of the executive an ditions, 
nes È Condi position of trust on Ce" ain CON pat busi- 
in 88 is f litions I must carry gitani Well, 50 "Ying on 
an M Wen And now let us heat what P stioning 
hew Te ag Polis”: and the General pegan Mear the 
hen: and © with an evident desir€ poth a and be 
Cence to show off his own jmportane 


Politi 
Or 


ep, BY th * xxi * ne Gen 
a ” t E 
koy! ag he where are you staying: ei wat Dy 
With? ig taking leave 0 Nekhl ene and dine 

th uspe 2 it’s horrid oh there: p 

a enous a 

i Xaa o'clock. You speak English 
36 : 

“1316 
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iust 
“That's good. You see an English traveller aed 
arrived here. He is studying the transportation pi dining 
and examining the prisons of Siberia. Well, he = e 
with us tonight, so you must come and mees ANET I 
dine at five, and my wife expects punctuality. and 
will also give you an answer about that WOMAD ee 
about the sick man. Perhaps it may be possible to 
someone behind with him.” drove 
Having taken leave of the General, Nekhlyudas ani- 
to the post-office, feeling himself in an extremely 
mated and energetic frame of mind. 1 of- 
The post-office was a low-vaulted room. Seva irom 
ficials sat behind a counter serving the people, of end 
there was quite a crowd. One official sat with ma pe 
bent to one side, stamping the letters, which he S e 
dexterously under the die. Nekhlyudov had not 10 tha 
wait. As soon as he had given his name everything att 
had come for him by post was at once handed an 
There was a good deal: several letters, and money niye 
books, and the latest number of the Otechestver en 
Zapiski. Nekhlyudoy took all these things to a vi sat 
bench on which a soldier with a book in his ap nis 
waiting, wn by his side began to SOF art 
letters, Was a registered letter in “1 seal: 
800d envelope, with a distinctly-stamped bright "Selenin 
nd seeing a letter from ush t 
al paper he felt the blood T er 10 
rt, Stood still. It was the answer ay 
What would that answer be? hroug 
khlyudov glanced hurriedly throu’ y 


was 
Sigh of relief. The answer 
favourable one. 


“u 3 d 
Dear Friend,” Wrote Selenin, “our last talk maê 
profound impre 


ping 
Maslova, I hav 


e 4 


: r 
Ssion on me. You were right SS 
e looked Carefully through the ca 
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een done her. It could 
e of Petitions, before 
t the examina- 


se 
lesa shocking injustice has b 
which edied only by the Committe 
tion oA. laid it, I managed to assist a 
mitigati e case, and I enclose herewith a copy of the 
atenn on of the sentence. Your aunt, the Countess 
Sendin . Ivanovna, gave me the address to which I am 
the wr this. The original document ha 
and Sat. where she was imprisone 
pring} ill from there probably be sent 
ie aA government office in Siberia. 
hand mn this glad news to you, and warm 
The Yours, Selenin.” j 
for i document ran thus: “His Imperial Maje 
Narmer Reception of Petitions 
nicalfit (here followed the date @ 0 
esty’ ies). “By order of the Chief of His Imperia 
His a Office for the Recept 
Mas] mperial Name, 
mach gee, is hereby infor 
toh reference to her most 1 
tend request, deigns to ord t 
our be commuted to one of exile 


med t 
oyal pe 
er that her sen 
to the 


a 
ro, had happened. It W ) 
c Ought" new complications with it. ; 
Onvict, marriage Wit could only be ne Sa 
ia have had no meani xcept tha ae ae 
Pde to alleviate her COPC ether; TN 
ing to prevent their living together Sasi 
had not ay himse d besides, what ei 
S relations with Simonson? wha ak mea nion 
r words yesterday? And, i 
with on rea it be good OF ad? eop 
Unravel all these questions: and gave UP thinking about 


36* 


” he thought. 
ss ill all clear itself up later on,” he “ie 
eee about it now, but emcee ed 
lad news to her as soon as possible, and = fs atl BO 
fle thought that the copy of the docume  etoffice he 
ceived would suffice; so when he left HERA 
told the izvozchik to drive him to the pri T gover- 
Though he had received no permission arson by ex- 
nor to visit the prison that morning he hordinates 
perience that it was easy to get from the an pe rian 
what the higher officials would not grant, an rasha the 
now to try and get into the prison to give Ka che Ee 
joyful news, and perhaps to get her set ng he ae 
Same time to inquire about Kryltsov’s he 


d 
al ha 
tell him and Maria Pavlovna what the Gener 

said. 


The prison 


even in the capi 


oes is ton? 
“That may be So, but I do not allow it,” and hi 
implied, “You 


# and 
city gentlemen may think to surprise i t 
perplex us, but we in Eastern Siberia also knoW 
the law is, and May even teach it you.” 
Nor did the 
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that 
á mt 
that mitigati 
he gation had š 
arriv would n arrived for her, 
H ed from h ot detain her an hi 4 and to promise 
Gta a sie chief to liberate ane after the order 
And not even give no news of K ; 
tell i S ryl : 
doy so having a if there were Da saying that he 
pgs into his ere next to Sere there. 
fore Bee 2 of th and drove back to aes an 
: a ` ein 4 el. 
tects a epidemic of anne was chiefly due to the 
aed for sa twice the number of 
in te Nekhiyuda crowded into i people } 
em prikon seve co a lot of people are dying 
» AS . som i 
nany as twenty are ft 


* XXIV * 


In spi 
pihe A e failure at the prison, 
the governor's fee energetic frame mind, went to 
Nekh had arrived ce to see if the origina of the docu- 
Wih vader w for Maslova. I not arrived, 50 
ha out dela ent back to the hotel an i 
a finished y to Selenin an e ad te. When he 
go to di he looked at his watch and i 
On the vidoe at the General’s: 
ay he again-began wondering how 
the mitigation of he sen- 
«eo? How should he 


Woul 

tence. a the news 

Ee with kas would she have to live: 
lons te What about Si 2 Wh į would his re- 
her be? He remembered he € e that had 
d this reminde’ him of her past. 
t” he thought, and 
«when the 


en 
a k ne in her, an 
pain tt forget it for the P esent, 
ee bea to drive her out of hi 
think 5 I shall see,” he gaid ton 
what he ought to the General 
56l 


; le 
The dinner at the General’s, given in the separ 
to which Nekhlyudov had been accustomed, an a ee 
is usual among rich people and high officials, San not 
tremely enjoyable after he had been so long SE feiss 
only of luxury but even of the most ordinary co nde 
The mistress of the house was a Petersburg Soi 
dame of the old school, a maid of honour at the a 
of Nicholas I, who spoke French quite ramen ai 
Russian very unnaturally. She held herself very Sane 
and kept her elbows close to her waist when ager 
her hands. She was quietly and somewhat sadly 


; her 
siderate for her husband, and extremely kind to 
visitors, thou 


ived 
haviour according to who they were. She receive 
Nekhlyudov 
imperceptibl 
his virtues, and gave him a sense of satisfaction. 
made him f 


d that she held him to be an exceptional TA 
e elegance and luxury 0 dov 
ffect of making Nee a 
succumb to the enjoyment of the handsome — o 
cate dishes, and the ease and pleasuT s 
intercourse with educated people of his own clee, e 
that the surroundings amid which he had passed oke 
last months seemed a dream from which he now aW 
to reality, 


Besides thos ci 
ter, her husba ee 
nglishman, a merch S z g 


All 
rnor of a distant Siberian town. 


562 


hat he had to say 


Sive h 
» had w 
seen a great deal, and 
beria was very in- 


about A 
mark 
teresting, erica, India, Japan, and Si 
e you 
Son of a een merchant interested in t 
With di asant), in evening-dress 
Contr; amond studs in his shi mad 
i ibuting freel is shirt, possessi 
eral Europe ely to philanthropic wo 
: Nekhlyud, an views, seemed pleasant 
Ype of ci my ast ia sample of a quite ne 
Civilized 
ealthy, unculti and European culture grafted 
6 gov cultivated peasant stock. 
Same ED of the distant Siberian town was that 
een so EOF of a Government Department who had 
Nekhlyu a talked about in Petersburg @ 
lair, soft os was there. He was plump, with r 
ngs on hie eyes, carefully tended white hands with 
Very st e fingers, and a pleasant smile; 
the Pin in the lower part of his pody. Th 
br ibe-talke valued this governor, because, SUIT 
e hou ers, he alone took no bribes. The mistress Of 
Pianist n who was very fond of music an 
musici erself, valued him because he W ) 
such oor and played duets with her. Nekhlyudov was in 
ant a, humour that even this man was not unpleas- 
The ann spite of we? pe f his vices. 
gr right, energetic aide-de-c , i 
Blossom oe saan et ly — his services, 
But it ekhlyudov by his good n San me general's 
was the charming youn. E ased i mots The 
i =] inded young 


he gold mines (the 
de in London and 
ng a fine library, 
rk, and holding 
and interesting 
w and good 
on a 


da 
dnai and her husband, 
er was a plain-l00 ing, sim d 
Woman, wholly absorbed in er first t ee a 
had fallen in 6 ae, was 
versity 


a whom she 
a ra after a lon 
T ee had tak 
modest and intellec 


g struggle wi 
e honours at Mosco 
piel young n in government 
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a with the 

ice, occupied with statistics, and panek os AVe 

native tribes, whom he studied, liked, an 7 

ive 

i E were not only kind and TS a 

Nekhlyudov, but evidently pleased = oe who 

new and interesting acquaintance. T sie white cross 
came to dinner in uniform and wearing hi 


vodka 
de-table to take a glass ane 
het their appetites. The ¢ 


3 should 

The General, evidently displeased that maa 

be mentioned at dinner, frowned and said no ssing } 
“Have a glass of vodka?” he asked, — to the 

French the Englishman, Who had just come ul 

table, : had bee? 
The Englishman drank a glass, and said he 

to see th 

Visit the great tra ekh- 


you find the 
Wants to 


tess and the English- 


Nek 
ie dee sat between his hos 
site him sat the General’s daughter and the 


€x-Dir 
ector 
of a Department. The conversation at dinner 
ow it was India that 


Was z 

ti carried on by fits and starts: n 

ion th the Tonkin E i- 

universi a General strongly disapproved of; E 
ribery and corruption in Siberia. All these 

ch. 

Nekhlyudov, the 

very interesting 

to Nekhlyu- 

were 

inner, 


doy 
that he was saying man 
sant to be 


noti 
and ye his interlocutors. 
Sipping Se: he felt it more and more plea 
is coffee in an easy-chair among ami 
Englishman’s 
irector of a 


re 
SP gu And when at the 
s went up to the piano with the ex-D 
Jay in well-practised 
dov fell into 


De 
eee and they began to 
a state oe Fifth Symphony, Nekhlyu 
een a perfect self-satisfaction, tO which he had long 
What a stranger, as though he had only just found out 
The good man he was. 
Phon grand piano was 4 splendid instrument, the sym- 
Nekhi was well performed. At Jeast, so it seemed to 
; yudov, who knew and liked that symphony. Listen- 
e felt a tickling in his 


In 
g to the beautiful andante, 
e by his many virtues: 

the enjoyment 


no 
Nekki touched was h 
ekhlyudov thanked his hostess f 
deprived of, pout to say 
use came 


h 
hae so long been 
upt -bye and go whe 
oy him with a determin 
eane asked about my © 
a thinks that everybody wants to see her children,” 
Fi her mother, smiling at he daughter's winning 
Ctlessness. “The prince jg not all interested.” 
565 


hter of the 
ed look, an jd with 4 plush: 
hildren; would you like to see 


” gald 
j ted,” sal 
ch interes ther 
i: ontrary, I am very mu l a 
N a touched by this overflowing, happ. 
i y ” pa 
love. “Please let me see them. babies,” the Gen 
“She’s taking the Prince to see a table, where 
eral shouted, laughing from the card- 


that 

i thought t 

isibly excited by the i wen 

¿i The young woman, mr a on her euidrenma by 
inner apartments, follo : 


ad pushed itself out. 


ou 
old, y 
© not pretty? s e is only two years 


know,” 
“Charming! 
“And this is Vasyuk, as 
different type. A Siberian, is he not?” looke 
E Splendid boy,” said Nekhlyudov, as he 
le fatty lying a on his stomach. smile. 
a ea , With a proudly happy cates 
is mind chains, maY re 
ebauc ery, the dying Kryltsov, 1 envious, 
and the whole ofh Past; and he began to fee 
and to wish for Ww 


e 
$ seem 
Saw here, which now 

ed happiness, 


ion of 

5 irati : 

ter having repeated]y expressed his e the 
the children, thereby at least partially satisfyi 
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wo a 
im. Quite 
calls him. 
8randpapa ja 


> Said his moth 
Nek 


Mother 
follow who eagerly d P 
lishman: her back to ee in this praise, Nekhlyudov 
wa ree e drawing-roo: 
a arran made Bacits for him to vsti ne m 2 
: ung, the En es taken leave of their hosts old ma 
$ porch of on ishman and Nekhlyudov went ‘out i 
í he weathe saone, ~~ 
relate fe es changed. Snow was falling thickly 
ha Shithevtrees( nd had already covered the road, the 
Od of the t in the garden, the steps of the porch, the 
th The English: and the back of the horse. ' 
i coachman ae had his own trap, and having told 
own izvoz Sage to the prison, Nekhlyudov called 
aving to nae ik, got in alone with a heavy sense of 
waglishman 2 an unpleasant duty, and followed the 
eels tu er the soft snow, through which the 
rned with difficulty. 


* XXV * 


The di 
amp thats prison building, wit 
row of lighte Pader the gateway, prod 
Coverin ighted windows, in spite 9 
roof, i ee now lay over everythi 
an in the walls—an even more 
The | the morning. 
the fond of the inspector came out to the gate, read by 
Nekhlyud of the lamp the pass that had been give 
ov and the Englishman, and shrugged his fine 
but in obedience to 
ow him in. He hem through 
cor to the ri 


ng—the P 


dismal impression 


ask 
he ee he could 
Sent ekhlyudov would like to see 
a warder to fetch her. Then he prep 
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How many men?,. 


ex- 
y many 
How many sentenced to hard labour?. .. Hov 
iles?. 


e in 
their 
least 
view: 


, th 
d the Englishman’s cag 
Paying any Aomen 
asiness he had not in 


ant @ 
. s, wa 

“I want to live, I want a family, children, I 

human life,” Th 


nd, 
is min’ 
ese thoughts flashed through w dow? 
as she entered the room with rapid steps a 
Cast eyes, 


“You know that a miti 


gation has come?” 
es, the warder told me.” 


me. ives yon 
“So that as Soon as the original document Me shal 
may come away and decide where to settle. 
consider —” 
She interrupteq him hurriedly, jmonso” 
“What have | to consider? Where Vladimir Sim 
806s, there I shal] follow.” 
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Tn spj 

Spite 

an of h zci 

d ae Er she raised her eyes to him 
hese words quickly and distinctly, as 


if she 
she had pr 
: d prepared what she had to say- 


se ll 
. Well, Dmi 
W , m i 
ith him |. a you see he wants me to live 
she stopped, quite frightened, and cor- 
What more 


rected 

herself, “ 

can I near my wants me to be near him. 
or? I must look on it as happiness. 


else ; 
oon there orme? 
sh ORe of two Things,” thought Nekhlyue “pith 
a a fallen in love with Si ght Nekhlyudov. pither 
ths t require th e with Simo oes not 1n the 
‘ she still 1 e sacrifice I imagined I i 
ake, and i aes ea and is giving me up for my own 
Simonson 38 urning her ships P. iti 
lushing, And he felt ashamed, 4” 
he 
‘ Fs Se yourself, do you love him?” he ask 
IS past. Pa or not loving, W at does jt ma 9 All that 
tional oo then Vladimir Simonson is quite a? excep- 
dam s, of course,” Nekhlyud 
ope eels think—" 
might a again interrupted him, as if 
“No ay too much, or that $ ould not 53y all. 
not doi Dmitry Ivanovich, you ust forgive Me wi 
eru ing what you wish,” and she looked ? im with 
ir infathomable squinting eyes: “yes, evidently that’s 
ae must be. You, t00, ust live: J r 
hona said just what he ad been telling himself 2 tow 
thou ents before. But he 00 longer now, ÞU 
—— and felt very di erently- wet 29 
her med, but felt sorry to lose 2 he was ‘108! 
p. did not expect this,” Pe said. 
Ter Why should you live here an suffer? you ha 
ed enough,” she said with an odd sm e. 


ov began- 
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d 
I shoul 
“I have not suffered. It was poon for me, and 
ike to go on serving you if I could. dov— 
E she said we she looked at ME for 
“we do not want anything. You have dpnie Ane wished t0 
me as it is. If it had not been for you...” s j 
say more but her voice trernbled. nk me, 
“You, at any rate, have no reason to tha 
Nekhlyudov said. 


il] make UP 
“Where is the use of reckoning? God will m 


to 
an 
she said, and her black eyes beg 

i tears that filled them. ; 
d woman you are,” he said. 


ath 
“I, good?” she said through her tears; and a P 
smile lit up her face, 


“Are you ready?” the Englishman said. 
“Directly,” 


ra 
replied Nekhlyudov, and asked he 
Kryltsov, 


etic 


pout 


1l 
im 4 
She mastered her emotion, and quietly told h 

she knew. K 


e 
tyltsov was very weak, and had per axious 
into the infirmary; Maria Pavlovna was very ary 4 
and had asked to be allowed to enter the infirm 
a nurse, but could not get Permission. 
“Shall I g0?” 


n 
jshm2 
she asked, noticing that the Engli 
Was waiting, 


5 ği said 
“I will not Say good-bye; I shall see you again, 
Nekhlyudoy, holding out his hand, pardly 
nr orgive me,” she said, so low that he could 
ear her. Their eyes met, mi 
er squinting eyes and the pathetic © i 
with which s e said it, that of the two reason thé 
might have led to he 


iting 
» and thought that by unit 
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Sh 
fee pressed his hand, turned quickly, and left the 

Ne 
Nae Dee was ready t ng that the Eng- 
him, but a pne something down, did not disturb 
sudden! own on a wooden bench by the wall; and 
y a feeling of veritable weariness € 
ot the journey, not 


im. I 
the vet hs not the sleepless night, n 
ement, that had tired him; he felt terribly tired 


of livi 

his pit He leant against the back of the bench, shut 

“Well and in a moment fell into 4 deep, heavy sleep. 

spe , would you like to see the cells now?” the in- 
RAE asked. 

Self oe looked u 

notes ou, he was. The Englishman 
Neki nd expressed a wish to see the cells. 

hlyudov, tired and indifferent, followed him. 


o go, but seei 


prised to find him- 
a 


p and was sur. 
d finished his 


* XXVI * 


Bical 
assing through the anteroom an 
ir asto. ishment t 


Corri A 
ln in which to 
Manian: making water On e floor, t 
ent lyudov and the inspect m 
ji the first ward, W ere those sen n a 
on our were confined. The prisoners w already lying 
wa the bed-shelves, which occupie middle © e 
to “te There were about seven en 
ere nere ae to wide, When ta yie 
risoners jumped up with a rattle © chat 
nd the beds, excepting two a young mar in a state of 
igh fever, and an O who did nothing put groan. 
ine asked gs ha 
. The inspector replied tha e $ 
i morning, ext that the old man ‘$ d been suffering 
ith pains in the stomach for a lone time, but cou 
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“ glish- 
be removed as the infirmary was overfull. eee oe 
man shook his head disapprovingly, said = 4 Nekhlyu- 
to say a few words to these people, and as ae the 
dov to interpret. It turned out that besides ee lishman 
places of exile and the prisons of Siberia, the . £ vation 
had another object in view, that of preaching 

ith and the redemption. ved 

ar them,” he mn “that Christ pitied ae 
them and died for them, If they believe in this d silent 
be saved.” While he spoke ali the prisoners PA them,” 
with their arms at their sides. “This book, te n read?” 
he continued, “tells all about it. Can any of ther 

There were more than twenty who could. ments out 

The Englishman took several bound Eee har 
of a hand-bag, and many strong hands, with neath the 
black nails, stretched out towards him from be 


away 

coarse shirt-sleeves, jostling one another. He gave 

two Testaments in this ward. ard. There 
The same thing happened in the second w between 

was the same foul air, the same icon hanging 

the windows, the s 


r; they 
ame tub to the left of the peor an 
e by side close to one an i 


i 
ect W 
same manner and stood Ta whom 
their arms by their si 


look 


Oise and crie 
tor knocked 


them did 

t 
a blow pt oe nes go. One of them who had been given 
Which he wiped se was dripping blood, snot, and saliva 
as collectin, on the sleeve of his kaftan. The other 
ng tufts of hair that had been wrenched out 


a p beard. 
onitor!” 
A Ae shouted the insp 
aI could: and handsome ma 
With a liy aa tear them apart, you 
“py I y toile in his eyes. 
E What did Tar ’ said the inspector, frowning. 
ah. ey fight for?” asked the Englishman in 
ekhl 
t “One oo asked the monitor. 
i still pea stole the other’s rags,” said the moni- 
he othe ling. “This one swung out with his fist and 
“Pd Ar pata him back.” 
Englishma, to address a few words to them,” said the 
Nekhl an to the inspector. 
“You = translated. 
took out ae said the inspector and the Englishman 
“Please t ‘estament with a leather binding. i" 
have had ranslate this,” he sai ekhlyudov: You 
who died PA argument and come to blows: i 
it denia has given us another means of settling 
ida oa Ask them if they according tO 
Wrong we are to dea 
Nekhi 
question” translated the English 
ARN ene 
asked plain to the chief; hevll settle things» iS tha 
at the ra of the belligerents casting 4 sidelong glance 
tem: pector’ R ; figure- 
G A s imposing gu ; 
the ae him a sock in the jaw: then he'll Jeave you al 
A tit time,” said the other: 
Nekh er of approval passed through 
lyudov translated the men’s ansW 


ector severely: 
n stepped forw 
r honour, 


ard. 
» he said 


know how: 
1 with those W 


one 


the room 


ers. 
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sto ts, they 

“Tell them that, according to Christ ae pe receive 

ought to behave in just the opposite way: 1 English- 
said the 

a slap on one cheek, turn the other, 

man, demonstrating by turning his cheek. 

Nekhlyudov translated. f 

“Let him try it himself,” came a voice. ə What are 

“And what if its not your cheek he slaps: isoners- 
you to turn then?” asked one of the sick pr! 

“Then he’ll bang you up from top to toe. d guffaw- 

“Let him try it!” said someone with a lou laughter 
The entire room was caught up in a burst of ough t 
even the man with the bloody nose laughed thr ed in- 
blood and the snot, and the sick prisoners a Nekh- 

But the Englishman was unabashed. He ake which 
lyudov to tell them that the doing of thing sure for 
seem impossible becomes possible and a plea 
those who are true believers. 

“Ask them if they drink,” he said. 

“Don’t they, just!” 
by snorts and another burst of laughter. 

There were four sick Prisoners in that eo 
the Englishman asked why the sick were not Tey did 
together into one ward, the inspector said that ere not 
not wish it themselves, that their diseases W q after 
infectious, and that the medical assistant looke 
them and did what was n 


d 
llowe 
came a voice that was fo 


when 
ut all 


d 

“ ecessary. i > muttere 

He has not set foot here for a fortnight,” ™ 

a voice, fo the 
The inspector did not reply, and Jed the way 

ext ward. Again th 


t up 

€ door was unlocked and all il 

d again the Englishman gay wards: 

: he same in the fifth and sixt! 

in those to the right, and those to the left. 
From those sente 


to 

t on © 
n nced to hard labour they be their 
the exiles; from the exiles to those banished PY pree 
communes, and thos 


A n 
e who followed of their OW 
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idle, diseased, 


Will, E 
© Eve a 
rywhere men—cold, hungry, 
like wild 


degr 
aded 
n , and confined—were shown 
he En 
l k 
a, of a r having given away the appoi 
more eee stopped giving any more, and made 
es. The depressing sights, and especially 
is energy: and he 


the, sti 
tifli 
ing atmosphere, quelled even h 
but “All right” to 


nted num- 


Went 
from 
e haters to cell saying nothing 
s report of the prisoners in each ward. 
m, unable either to 


Nekh 

l 

me ee followed as in a drea 

ngs of we on, or to g0 away, and with the same feel- 
ariness and hopelessness- 


* XXVII * 
In 

Prise = of the exiles’ wards Nekhlyudov, to his sut- 
ing the = the strange O man he h d seen cross: 
old man erry that morning. This tattered and wrinkled 
Weatine oan sitting on the floor PY the beds parefooted, 
should, only a dirty cinder-coloured shirt, torn on one 

e and similar trousers. e looked everely an 
ible Aeey at the newcomers: Hi emaciat d body, VIS - 
rough the holes in his dirty shirt, Jooked iserably 

ed seriousness 

v hi 


We 
ate coe in his face was more con i is 
Sieh ae fl than even wW Nekhly™ : ay here 
also ne the ferry. As in all the other Ware ron the 
officials prisoners jump® up an 
eye s entered, put the old man rem 
en and his 
the die en inpe r Cà ut only 
ously. man did not 08° bu 
T ; ee. 1 4 
rity seang ae a ingame ai 
Pointing to the inspector's forehead. 
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: de 
'“Wha-a-t?” said the inspector threateningly, and mā 
rds him. say: 
i oo this man, Nekhlyudov hastened tO y 
se is he imprisoned for?” s no 
ha police = sent him here Er rtie will 
passport. We ask them not to send such, bu ide-glance 
do it,” said the inspector, casting an angry sS! 
old man. ` prist 
p+ so it seems thou, too, art one of Antichr! 
army?” the old man said to Nekhlyudov. 
“No, I am a visitor,” said Nekhlyudov. a aar tortures 
“What, hast thou come to see how Antichrist t he 
men? Here, see. He has locked them up in oi sweat 
whole army of them. Men should eat bread in t > work 
of their brow. But he has locked them up with n should 
to do, and feeds them like swine, so that they 
turn into beasts.” 
“What is he saying?” asked the Englishman. | the 
Nekhlyudov told him the old man was blaming 
inspector for keeping men imprisoned. e who 
“Ask him how he thinks one should treat thos 
do not keep the laws,” said the Englishman. 
Nekhlyudov translated the question. 


k ular 
The old man laughed strangely, showing his reg 
teeth. 
“The laws?” 


«first he 
he repeated with contempt. iay 
robbed everybody, took all the earth, and all rights those 
from men—took them all for himself—killed all 


* ing 
who were against him, and then he wrote laws cae 
to rob and to kil 


Jaws 
l. He should have written those 
sooner,” 


Nekhlyudoy translated. The Englishman smiled. 
“Well, anyhow, 


c jeves 
ask him how one should treat th 
and murderers now?” 


Nekhlyudoy again translated his question. 
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t off 
rly, 
Tell 


e the seal of Antichris 
aid, frowning ste 
r murderers. 


mer him he should tak 
“then sear the old man § 
e will know neither thieves no: 


him so.” 
“Hei y 
e is crazy,” said the English 


ha 
la the old man’s wor 
ders he left the cell. 
nd leave others alon 


man, when Nekhlyudov 
ds; and shrugging his 


Bi peia own business 4 
pardon ar God knows whom to execute, 

own chi ut we do not know,” said the old man “Be your 

ief, then chiefs will not be wanted. GO, 7 he 

i “+h glittering eyes 

t 


ad 
at eofn nag angrily, and looking W 
gazed yudov, who lingered in the ward. “ ast thou no 
lice enough on how the servants of ‘Antichrist feed 
Fon men? Go! go!” 
esha ey left the ward, and went up to the Eng- 
Open an, who was standing ith the ins ector by 47 
“I door, asking what that ce 
aa is the mortuary.” 
go i said the Englishman, 
ma mortuary was an ordinary cell, 
Sack, lamp hung 0” a d dimly 
dend and logs that were piled in one C a 
fir bodies that lay 0” e o the rig 
Sl body had on 2 coarse linen shir 
cent ake of a tall man W! 
blui shaved. The body Wa 
nn hands that had evidently bee? 
ba separated; the legs ha so fall 
re feet were sticking out. Next to him 
and bare-headed old woman, jn white petticoat an 
Jacket, her thin plait of hair uncov' d, and with a s™ l 
pinched yellow face an a sharp nose. yon her 
uve-coloure ment. This CO our 


aed man in a ma 
eminded Nekhlyudov of s0 


1) was fOr- 

and expressed a wish to 
not very large: A 
i Jit uP some 


He came nearer and looked at the body. ell- 
The small pointed beard turned upward, the firm, Me 
shaped nose, the high, white forehead, the thin, Caid 
hair—he recognized the familiar features, but sa eats 
scarcely believe his eyes. Yesterday he had seen this ‘et 
angry, excited, and full of suffering; now it was quic 
motionless and terribly beautiful. f his 
Yes, it was Kryltsov, or at any rate the trace O 
material existence that remained. ow 
“Why had he suffered? Why had he lived? Has he 0 z 
understood it? Nekhlyudov thought, and there e 
to be no answer, seemed to be nothing but death, a 
he felt faint. dov 
Without taking leave of the Englishman Nekhlyu A 
asked the inspector to lead him out into the yard, 3 


š ink 
feeling the absolute necessity of being alone tO the 
over all that had happened that evening he drove ba 
to his hotel. 


* XXVIII * 

_Nekhlyudov did not 80 to bed but paced up and nil 

his room for a long time. His business with Katyu a 

was at an end. He was not wanted, and this made pe 
sad and ashamed. But it was not this that troubled Pi 


this evil which h 
was triumphant, 
aing it or even of knowing how to conquer it. i 
mt a his imagination rose up those hundreds and tho : 
nds of degraded human beings locked up in noisom 
prisons by indifferent generals procureurs, and inspe° 
tors; he recalled the Strange, free old man "accusing the 
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offici 

aa 7 therefore considered 

died r e beautiful waxen 

he, ee as And again the 

they w yudov, who was mad, 

all the ere in their right minds while 
se deeds, came before him with rene 


de ‘ 
manding an answer. 
j q of thinking, he 


and down, tire 
d mechanically 


Pn of pacing UP 
dae on the sofa near the lamp, 
Hitt as i Testament which the Englishman had given 
remembrance and which he had thrown on the 
coming in 


ta 
E bien: he emptied his pockets on 
hë ‘sa said one can find an answer to € 
began ught, and opening the Testamen 
ere Matthew, Chi. XVI 
sayi t the same time came the disciples t 
ee Who is the 8 in the kingdom heaven? 
int And Jesus called a little child unto him, and set him 
Ky midst of them. 
vert And said, Verily 1 say unto you, Exce t yeb 
int ed, and become 08 little children» ye sha 
o the kingdom of heaven. 
nn Whosoever therefore $ all humble hims' 
h e child, the same ig greatest in the kingdom 
eaven. 
h ‘Yes, yes, that is true,” P 
e had known the peace nd joy ° 
ch little child in my 


had humbled himself. 
5. And whoso shall receiv 
ones 


nane receiveth me. 

: But whoso shall offend one? o s $ 

which believe in Me it were better fore pin” 

stone were hange about his neck, and that he were 

drowned in the depth of the sea. 
“what is this sor? We 

where? And what does ‘in my 
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, 
ive.” Receive 


e. 
2” he asked, 


shall rece 
name’ mean 


i ing. “And 
feeling that these words did not tell him er depth 
i : millstone round his er eae ie clear"; 

i t it; it is S A 
a een low more than once ao a of 
had taken to reading the Gospels, eal him. He went 
clearness in these Passages had repuls es about occa- 
n to read the 7th, 8th, 9th, and 10th vers 5 and about 
one of stumbling, and that they must os > and some 
unishment by casting men into a «What 
angels who see the face of the Father in ht: “yet one 
a pity that this is so incoherent,” he thoug 73 -i 
feels that there is something good in it. ve that which 
11. For the Son of man is come to sa 
was lost, he went on yr ae sheep, 
one astray, doth he not A an 
goeth into the mountains, 
one astray? in yOUs 
t he find it, verily I say ee 
hat sheep, than of the nine 
Stray, «af is 
t the will of your Father i 
in heaven, that one of these little ones should Peau 
“Yes, it is not the Will of the Father that inde ana 
perish, and here they are perishing by marie at 
thousands, And there is no Possibility of saving 
thought he, and read farther on, 


ft 
2 w of 
21. Then came Peter to him, and said, Lord, ho 

shall my brother si 


á +m? till 
n against me, and I forgive him! 
seven times? 
2. Jesus saith unto 

seven times: but, Until i d unto 

23, Therefore i ingdom of heaven likene 
a certain king, Which 

24. And When h 
brought unto him, which Owe 


ntil 
him, I say not unto thee, Until 


ts. 
d him ten thousand talen 
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he had not to pay; his lord com- 
ildren, and 


and his wife, and ch 
to be made. 

fell down, and worshipped 
ce with me, and I will pay 
as moved with 
ave him the 


25 

mand But forasmuch as 

àll th, ed him to be sold, 
oe ee had, and payment 

him jk he servant therefore 

then ited Lord, have patien 
27 

Paid the lord of that servant W 

debt. sion, and loosed him, and forg 
28 

his Sane the same servant went out, und one of 

we lowservants, together, which owe him an hundred 

thro e: and he laid hand i 
et saying, Pay me that thou owest. 

noe ‘And his fellowservant fell down 

Da ought him, saying, Hav i 
? thee all. 

bri 0. And he would not: but wen 
ior till he should pay the debt. 

th 1. So when his fellowservants AE 

a ey were very sorry, a” ame and told unto * 
l that was done. 

u 32, Then his lord, after that he had called h 

unto him, O thou wicked servant, I forgave thee @ 
ebt because thou desiredst Me- jon on 
33. Shouldest not thou also have had compassion 

had pity on thee? 


i cee even as y 
nd is it onl this?” Nekh yudov suce 
4 ice of his whole peing 52! 


his feet, and 
ep me, and I will 
t and cast him into 
was done, 
heir lord 
im, said 
IL that 


woe and the inner VO! 
is is all.” + often happe” 
And it happened to Nekhlyudov. as ie thou nt that 
to men who are living 4 $ jritual life- qien i a jest 
a first seemed strang®e» paradoxical a ig oo ea 
eing confirme me jest, truest certainty, 
jy cert in means o 
hich men are 


En suddenly appeare 

n this way the ide that the 9 

salvation from the terrible evil from 
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e them- 
suffering is, that they should always ion lage are to 
selves to be guilty before God, and are It became 
punish or reform others, became clear to a had been 
clear to him that all the dreadful evil h e quiet self- 
witnessing in prisons and jails, and the sulted from 
assurance of the perpetrators of this evil, re orrect evi 
men attempting what was impossible: to c to reform 
while themselves evil. Vicious men were anit py using 
other vicious men, and thought they could do l was that 
mechanical means. And the result of all ma on (o) 
needy and covetous men, having made a aa others» 
this pretended punishment and reformation ceasinglY 
themselves became utterly corrupt, and un he sa 
Corrupt also those whom they torment. any a and 
clearly whence came all the horrors he had The 
what ought to be done hat 
answer he had b 
Christ gave to Pe 
to forgive an in 
are none who ar 
none who can pu u- 

“But surely it cannot be so simple,” thought eg 
dov; and yet he saw with certainty, strange as 
Seemed at first, that į 


no longer confused a that 
€aning if it were proved 


Creaseq 
, both by criminals corrupted by punishments, and 


also b 
R t Sa 

y those lawful criminals—judges, procureurs, mag- 
udge and punish men. Nekh- 


al, exi ety, and order in gener- 
xist, not thanks to these lawful criminals who judge 

notwithstanding their 

and love one another. 
of this thought in the 
he beginning. 
t, which had 


no j 

tad e abstract thought, 

clear xaggerated and impossible demands, P 
(and ‘ practical laws, which if carried out in 
and his iS quite possible) would establish pe t 

viol surprising conditions of social life, ™ which the 
wo ence that filled Nekhlyudov with suc indignation 
a not only cease of itself, but the greatest plessing 
ainable by men—the kingdom of heaven on earth— 


Would be reached. 
There were five of these laws. 
n The first law was (Matt. Ch. y, 21-26) th 
de kill, and should not even be angry w 
ould not consider any one “Raca ” wor 
lie has quarrelled with anyone shou e y 
him before bringing his gift to God, ie» P fore praying: 
w was att. Ch. V, 27-32) that 
t adultery, 2” t even see 


in a woman’s bea 
e shou 


at man should 


his prother; 
d if 


for enjoyment 
come together 


less to her. 
a third law was att. ch v, 33- 
should never bind himself by oath. oe 
The fourth law was (Matt. C ; 38-42) atch 
e for an eye, bu hen § 
her, should forgive aP 


should not demand an © 
on one cheek should offer the 0 
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injury and bear it humbly, and never refuse anyone a 
service desired of him. hould 

The fifth law was (Matt. Ch. V, 43-48) that man S help 
not hate his enemies nor fight them, but love them, 
them, serve them. ‘< heart 

Nekhlyudov sat staring at the lamp, and his jife 
stood still. Recalling the monstrous confusion of e a 
we lead, he distinctly saw what life could be if h as 
were taught to obey these rules; and rapture suc ‘tar 
he had long not felt filled his soul. It was as though i nly 
long days of weariness and suffering he had sudde 
found ease and freedom. any 

He did not sleep all night, and as happens tO mad 
and many a man who reads the Gospels, he unders ften 
for the first time the full meaning of words read 0 


se 
before but passed by unnoticed. He drank in all the 


e 
: n 

necessary, important, and joyful revelations as 4 po 
soaks up water. A: i 


nd all he read seemed quite fam! 
and seemed to bring to consciousness and confirm W 
he had long kno 


ching, and was most strongly 4” 
Clearly illustrated ; the parable of the vineyard. ich 
they were sent ‘6-5 oe Aat fhe vineyari o 
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Oe iy basm- doing the same,” Nekhlyudov thought, 
md A : imagine ourselves to be masters of our lives, 
on that life is giver r enjoyment? For, 
ne y, that is absurd. sent here by some- 

s will and for so d we have made up 


our minds that we 
go ill with us, 2 
i ster’s orders. 


ai of course things 
ourers when they do not fulfil their ma 
1 is expressed in these law As soon 

dom of heaven will be 


The master’s wil 
or men fulfil these 
stablished on earth, and men W! 
good they can attain.” 
eou But seek ye first th and his right- 
— and all these 3 
t we seek for these 


to obtain them. 
And so here it is—the pusiness of m 
nother h comment! 


laws the king 
e ill reach the 


have I finished one task, and 4 
A perfectly new life dawned that nig 

ntered into: ditions of 

that night had 


dov; not pecause he had e 
life, but because everything he did after 
a new and quite different meaning forhim. 
How this new period of his life will end, time al 


will prove. 
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